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Chapter 1

 

I woke up the next morning feeling good. Very good, actually. Within seconds, I realized why: I felt a pair of lips sliding up and down over my cockhead and another tongue with some fingers working further down my stiff shaft!

I groaned lustily while keeping my eyes closed.

I heard some gleeful giggles in response. Then I heard Cindy say, "He's up!"

I grunted affirmatively, but I didn't say more because I was still working my way to full consciousness. Keeping my eyes closed, I fought not to completely wake up, even though the pleasure I was experiencing was intense.

I took the time to figure out what was going on. Aaaaah! This is great. I can tell Sue Ellen is the one bobbing on me. My sweet Cupcake! I don't even need to take a peek yet; somehow I can tell. And of course that's Cin licking farther down and stroking me with all ten of her fingers. That makes perfect sense, since I went to sleep with both of them last night. 

I felt a sharp jolt of emotional pain as I recalled my big "get tough" speech last night and how I'd left my own house afterwards to sleep over at the McGrath house. What especially hurt was thinking of Mindy sleeping alone. We'd had our fights over the years, but never to the point of one of us sleeping all night on the couch or something like that.

I brought my hands down and put one hand on Sue Ellen's head and one on Cindy's. I stroked their hair as they continually moved over my crotch. Ugh. That sucks, thinking of Min waking up all alone. I feel bad for my sweetheart, especially compared to how I'm waking up here. But it had to be done. And I'm too damn horny to feel very bad with this double blowjob going on. I'm sure my two sexy girls are waking me this way on purpose to help distract me from painful thoughts about this first night of my sex boycott. They're so wonderful, and even though I still can't truly believe it, they're all mine! 

I sighed blissfully and luxuriated in the erotic joy. Since there was no longer any doubt I was fully awake from the way I was stroking their hair, their mouths and hands got even more active on my cock and balls. It made me realize they'd been holding back in order to let me wake up at my own pace.

Fuuuuck, this feels great! It's a real heartbreaker that I'll have to keep my hands off Mindy, Michelle, AND Ruby for who knows how long, but as long as I have Cin and Cupcake with me, it's not like I'm going to significantly suffer sexually. Emotionally, yes, but I'm sure they'll take very good care of me sexually. 

And that's just the two of them. The world is my oyster these days, now that all options are on the table for me. Maybe I should speed things up with Laura or one of my daughters' friends, just to make the point that I've got options. No, on second thought, not Laura. For one thing, she still has her boyfriend, and we have a deal about her weight. But also, the rule is I can only have fun with her at Mama Mia's, and while I'm kind of getting a kick out of provoking Sonia, I don't want to provoke her THAT much! 

I had to pause in my thinking while Cindy's mouth replaced Sue Ellen's bobbing on my cockhead. Good God, that feels fantastic! And she immediately starts in on one of Mindy's favorite moves. UGH! I had to push against Cindy's head slightly to indicate she should take it a bit easier on me.

Anyway, where was I? Hmmm... Maybe Anjali. She's a total babe. And seriously stacked! She would be an eager beaver, literally. But then again, Nicky is under the impression that Anjali and the other friends have boyfriends. They're all so spectacular that it would be odd if they didn't. But how could I know for sure? I definitely wouldn't trust them to tell me the truth. 

Or I could try Jane, the one and only incredible Jane Corlin. She's even more of a babe, and even MORE seriously stacked! But the problem with her is that she's soooo beautiful and all around impressive that's she's downright intimidating. If anyone is out of my league, it would be her. What if I come onto her and she turns me down? That could weaken my hand in my sex boycott battle instead of strengthen it. 

Nah, I'm fine with just Cindy and Sue Ellen. Besides, it's crazy to think that I'd need more than two incredible cock slaves to keep me sexually satiated in the first place! Heck, my entire adult life I only had sex with my wife, and that kept me totally satisfied until she decided she wanted ME to play around. So it's better if I don't try to get too clever. I should just enjoy the lucky life I'm living. 

With that settled, I relaxed and smiled. Thinking about Mindy's recent love of basking, I decided to do a little basking of my own.

Several minutes of talented cocksucking followed. Not surprisingly, Sue Ellen and Cindy changed places every now and then, though there didn't seem to be any set time for each turn. After a while, I opened my eyes and sat up enough to be able to look down on their fantastic nude bodies.

That led me to ponder some more. Just look at them! How lucky can one guy be? Last night started my sex boycott, but I also confessed that the whole "dating stinky boys" thing isn't going to be an issue anymore. There will be NO dating! No sharing. My cock slaves belong to me and me alone! That's as it should be. Sure, we've got a conflict going on now, and even if I "win," I know that won't mean that things will suddenly be all smooth and easy. 

The truth is, I've got it so good that it's not even funny. Problems and even sex boycotts will come and go, but the bottom line is I have the world's greatest woman and my soul mate as my wife, plus FOUR cock slaves who seem to take keeping me constantly sexually satisfied very, VERY seriously. 

Just look at Cin's face right now. Her lips are stretched impossibly wide around my shaft and there are tears streaming down her face. I don't know how she manages to cope with my size at all. But not only does she persevere, she's using her tongue and lips in all sorts of creative ways. And Cupcake is going all out on the rest of my privates. She can't wait to take her next turn. Both of them absolutely LOVE doing this! This kind of lusty enthusiasm simply can't be faked! 

More time passed. There was only one thing that was bugging me, and that was that I didn't know what time it was. I'd never woken up in Cindy's bedroom before, obviously, and if there was a clock somewhere, I didn't see it.

So eventually, when it was one of Sue Ellen's turns bobbing on me, I asked, "Cin, I don't see a clock. Do you know what time it is?"

She had been sucking one of my balls, but she pulled her head up enough to make eye contact with me. She wiped her chin of drool and cum (though she seemed unconcerned with the streams of tears running down her cheeks), then flashed me big smile. "Yes, Master. I keep my alarm clock in a drawer by my bedside because the alarm is too loud. It's been a while since I checked, but I'm sure it's a little bit after 8:30."

I thought that over, and then it occurred to me, "8:30? On a Tuesday? Don't you have to be at work by nine?!"

"That's true. It only takes ten minutes to get there though." She didn't sound concerned.

I pointed out, "But you're fondling my balls - I can tell those are your hands - and waiting for your next turn with the double blowjob while lying buck naked between my legs! On merely the second day at your new job. You don't want to be late for that! What if you're late?"

She groaned unhappily. "You're right. I need to be responsible." She tapped Sue Ellen's bare shoulder. "Can I get one last turn? Then he's all yours."

Sue Ellen immediately pulled off and let Cindy take over.

Within seconds, Cindy was bobbing down to choking and gagging levels. Clearly, she was starving for my erection, knowing she'd have to do without it at least until she got back home in the evening.

Sue Ellen sat up and smiled at me. "Master, don't worry. We have it all planned out. We debated whether to wake you up before she had to leave for work, and we decided it might be a little early for you, but we both really, really wanted to be there to cheer you up. So we waited until about as late as we could. Did we do wrong?"

I was forced to resort to PC muscle squeezing, since both the sounds and feelings of all that choking and gagging on my boner really got to me, like it always did. Still, I managed to rally my wits and coherently reply, "No, that was fine. I normally do sleep in longer than that, but I went to bed relatively early last night, so this is okay. And I am glad to wake up and see both of your smiling faces. That means a lot to me, starting off this difficult time with both of you literally right here with me."

Sue Ellen beamed. "Great! Although it's more like teary and pained faces, suffering with the struggle of coping with your delicious thickness!" She seemed exited by that instead of upset.

Just then, I had to gasp loudly. I'd been able to cope with the way Cindy was loudly choking and gagging while Sue Ellen and I were talking, but Cindy somehow pulled up enough to get plenty of oxygen and then slid her lips all the way down. Just like that, she was deep throating me!

I hadn't been close to cumming so far, no doubt due to my stamina training. But the resulting surge of arousal was so great that I had to squeeze my PC muscle even harder and clench my teeth. I'd been stroking Cindy's gorgeous dark red hair with one hand, but I was forced to make a fist with that hand while I clenched at the sheets with my other one.

Not only was she deep throating me, she was milking my boner with her throat muscles in an incredible manner, while also using her lips and tongue to devastating effect. She'd done this to me before, but she was getting even better at it. She was totally blowing my mind!

With my brain on pleasure overload, all I could do was state the obvious. "She's... she's... deep throating me!"

Sue Ellen giggled. "I know! Isn't that peachy? She and I were talking about how we could do a lot of that to you this morning, practicing our deep throating together, taking turns going all the way down your great thickness over and over... It would be so great! But it looks like we've run out of time."

My eyes bugged out and my entire body writhed on the bed as I hung on for dear life. "Gah! No way! Too intense!"

My Cupcake giggled some more, acting as if we were in the middle of a normal conversation. "Anyway, Master, like I was saying, you don't have to worry. She's eaten breakfast and showered and laid all her clothes out and everything. We calculated we could suck on the King together until 8:40. And let's see..."

She stretched way out and reached the drawer of the bed stand. She pulled out an alarm clock and looked at it. "Uh-oh! Cindy, it IS 8:40! Master is right; you don't want to be late!"

There was silence for another ten seconds or so while Cindy continued to milk my hard-on with her throat. Or I should say there was relative silence, because the lewd noises she was making were orgasm-inducing all by themselves.

I was getting dangerously close to cumming. My one hope was that she certainly would have to pull off any second, because she'd been deep throating me for close to a minute already. I hoped I could rest and recover while she was forced to catch her breath.

Sure enough, she pulled all the way off. Then she sat up and clutched at her throat.

I didn't like the way she was holding her throat, not to mention the look on her face, which was even more teary than before. Despite being very winded, I gasped out, "Cin! Are you okay?!"

She merely nodded.

Meanwhile, Sue Ellen immediately engulfed my cockhead again! I would have been a goner except that she sensed how close I was to cumming and merely kept my cockhead in her mouth without any motion or suction at all.

Even so, it was a close, close thing. It was all I could do to hang in there with clenched fists and clenched teeth.

While I was practically going out of my mind with intense arousal, Cindy got up off the bed altogether. "Dammit! I was having such fun. I wish I could have kept going for another hour or more. Double blowjobs are the greatest! But don't worry about me; I'll get to work on time. Besides, the only one keeping a close eye on me is my new boss... Mindy! Somehow, I've got a feeling she'll cut me slack for being a couple of minutes late if there's cocksucking of the King involved." She laughed.

I couldn't say anything in response because I was concentrating on clenching my PC muscle some more and pretty much clenching everything else. With my eyes shut tight, I lost track of Cindy altogether. But had I been able to speak, I would have said, "Not just cut you slack. Knowing her, that would merit a raise!" 

Just when I thought I was starting to come down from the razor's edge, Sue Ellen lost her patience and resumed bobbing on me. She was slow and gentle and without her usual tongue work, but simply the way her lips slid back and forth over my more sensitive areas was almost more than I could handle.

I'd lost track of where Cindy was due to my closed eyes, so I was taken by surprise when she leaned down and kissed the top of my head. "Have a GREAT day, Master. I'll be thinking positive thoughts about you all day, including the many different ways I plan on pleasuring your cock when I get back home!"

I managed to open my eyes and look up at her. She was fully dressed in one of her power business suits. She looked impeccable, sexy yet professional. I smiled and gasped out, "Thanks!"

She smiled back. "Don't worry. I'm confident your sex boycott will work out. It's the right thing to do. We, your cock slaves, really do need to be brought to heel. You ARE our master, and it's key that you assert your authority. I'm with you all the way. Oh, but before I go, let's add a little bit of tickle to this tickle attack!"

I was totally unprepared when she bent further down and began tickling my sides at the same time she started talking about tickling.

Unfortunately, when I switched my focus to warding off her tickling, I was unable to keep my rhythmic clenching of my PC muscle going. I was so close to the edge that even a brief slip up like that was enough to cause me to lose control. All I could manage was to shout, "Oh shit! GONNA CUM!"

Cindy had already stood back up and was about to walk away. But she couldn't resist staying a little longer to watch my climax.

Sue Ellen still had all of my cockhead and then some in her mouth, so the start of my orgasm went straight to the back of her throat. But she quickly pulled off and let the rest of my cum blast splatter all over her face.

Cindy bit her lip in lusty frustration when she watched my ropes of cum fly here and there all over Sue Ellen's cute yet sultry face. It even got into some of Sue Ellen's hair, and down her neck.

When my orgasmic euphoria started to settle down, she commented, "Damn! Dammit! If only I had another ten minutes! Then I could have taken half of that on my face too, and snowballed and licked with Sue Ellen in a spermy wonder land, and so much more. But there's no time. I have to GO! Sue Ellen, take good care of him, okay?" She began to rush out of the room.

Sue Ellen pulled her lips off my already shrinking dick. With her mouth freed, she told Cindy, "You know I will. Give Mindy my regards."

That spurred me to say, "Yeah! Give Mindy my regards too! And all my love! Tell her I'll visit her for lunch!"

"Will do!" With that, Cindy was gone.

Now that I'd climaxed and Cindy had left I pondered what to do next. While Sue Ellen stayed busy, I pondered going back to sleep, but I decided against it. Instead, as I gently caressed her head, I asked, "So, Cupcake, what's your plan for today?"

She was fondling and licking my penis as if it was still erect. "Master, I reckon today is gonna be a GREAT day! First off, I'm gonna get the King fully erect. Then I'm fixin' on spending the next hour or so just sucking and titfucking it. Oh, and I want to practice my deep throating a lot more. That's REALLY important to me. I want to be the best at that out of all of your many cock slaves, cock servants, and other assorted lovers." She purred invitingly, "And if you want to fuck me, you know I'm always up for that!"

She seemed to have stopped talking and was focusing entirely on reviving my penis. So I prodded, "And then?"

"Oh, there's so much more to look forward to! If it's okay with you, Master, I'd like to prepare you breakfast and then serve it to you in a special way."

"Um... Okay... If I can take a wild guess, does that involve you having fun with my penis some more?"

She giggled. "It does!"

"What about responsibilities? Non-cock slave responsibilities, that is."

"Oh. Unfortunately, I have a lot of those. I should leave by ten for volleyball practice, which doesn't leave me nearly as much precious solo cocksucking time as I'd like. That'll keep me busy until the lunch hour rush at Mama Mia's. I've got an eight hour shift there, noon until eight, which really sucks. I'm going to have to miss dinner with you and Cindy!"

I asked, "Just how many hours a week do you work there?"

"Forty, pretty much right on the dot. If I work more, they have to pay me overtime."

"Why so many hours?"

She lifted her head up to make eye contact, but kept on fondling my weary penis. "I'm on the razor's edge, financially. My parents don't have any money to help me, at least not anymore - they helped me get started. The only reason I can go to college at all is my volleyball scholarship, but between homework and volleyball practice, I'm busy as a stump-tailed cow in fly time. I don't have any time for a part-time job during the school year. Besides, it'll be illegal for me to work then as long as I have the scholarship."

She saw me about to ask about that, and said, "Don't ask." She sighed. "Stupid rules. Anyway, that means I've gotta save every dollar I can this summer just to squeak by until next summer. There's a lot of things the scholarship doesn't cover. If I run out of money before the school year ends, I'm sunk! It stinks to high heaven. I wish I could work MORE than just forty hours a week, just so I could have more of a buffer."

I sat up in bed and then ran my hand down her neck and shoulder. "Hold on. That sounds like the pre-initiation Sue Ellen talking. Haven't you been arguing that now that I own you, everything you have should belong to me?"

"Yes, but..."

"But what?" I continued to caress the side of her neck and head.

She shyly looked down to her fingers, which were still working to revive me. Somehow, she'd managed to get my dick half-hard, and that encouraged her to keep going. "Well, it's just that everything has happened so fast. I've only known you two weeks, and I've only been officially enslaved to you since Thursday."

I doubt that she noticed that she did it, but when she mentioned being "enslaved" to me, I saw that she subtly spread her knees a little wider, opening her luscious thighs as if to entice me to sample the delightful treasures she held between them. I figured it was an unconscious gesture, but I found it enticing nonetheless.

"That's not even a full week!" she exclaimed, drawing my attention away from thinking about her nether regions and what I could do with them. "I don't mean to doubt you, but a part of me wonders if it really can last in the harem for the long-term. It's like an incredible, impossible dream. I keep pinching myself. I can't believe it's for real!"

I opened my arms wide. "Come here."

She sat up and cuddled against my chest. But she made a point of continuing to hold and stroke my penis. Now that she'd gotten me half-hard, she wasn't going to give up on that progress for anything.

I held her chin so we could maintain eye contact. "Trust me, it's for real. But I understand your doubt. That's smart and prudent. What if you gave me everything and then I dumped you for some reason? Not that I'd do that, especially since if I was going after someone's money, I sure wouldn't pick you. After helping move your things in yesterday, I couldn't help but notice that all your possessions could probably fit into a shoebox."

"That's not true," she protested, but she was smiling. She impishly added, "Almost, but not quite."

"Anyway, I don't want my precious Cupcake to worry. So give me your bank account number, because today I'm going to put $10,000 in it."

"WHAT?!" Her eyes went comically wide, and she feebly pushed against my chest. "NO!"

I laughed. "Yes! Why not?"

"You're my master! I'm your SLAVE! That goes against... well... everything! It violates all the rules of master-and-slave behavior!"

"Even so, I insist."

"No! I'm sorry, Master, but I MUST refuse! If I take that money, then that would make me something less than a full slave! Plus, it would feel like you're paying me for sex, like some whore! Punish me for my defiance, even abandon me or sell me if you must! But when you initiated me, I took that VERY seriously! Please don't render my enslavement nearly meaningless by giving me a safety cushion like that!"

I pointed out, "But you were just talking about saving money for yourself so you'd have a safety cushion."

Her face was anguished. "I know. This is very confusing for me! But talking about it is settling it in my mind. I have to go full slave! I need to give all the money I earn straight to you!"

Still holding her chin with one hand, I tenderly stroked her cheek with my other hand. "I understand your confusion. Listen to me. I'm going to put that $10,000 into your bank account today. There's no ifs, ands, or buts about it." She was going to protest, but I put a finger across her lips. "That said, don't consider it a gift, think of it as just me parking my money there for a while, to make you feel good and safe. And even if you disagree with that, it'll make ME feel better, and isn't pleasing your master rule number one?"

She sheepishly pointed out, "Technically speaking, 'pleasure the cock' is rule number one. But in a larger sense, that means pleasing you. So, yes."

"Good. Look at it this way. That money will go there just to make everyone in the harem feel better. It helps reassure me that you're not in this harem for financial gain. If you just think of me as a sugar daddy, you can take that money and run."

She got surprisingly angry. "NEVER! How could you even THINK that?! Master, I'm so hurt! You're going to make me cry!"

I went back to stroking her cheek, trying to calm her. "Relax. That's definitely not how I feel. I'm just saying 'if' in a hypothetical scenario. Anyway, in return for that, I will agree that your future earnings, and Cindy's, and mine and everyone else's, will go into a pot of money that we'll call the harem account. I'll put Mindy in charge of that for the managing of day-to-day expenses. So you'll be a 'full slave' after all."

Sue Ellen looked intrigued. She knew that I'd been strongly against pooling the money together like that. She asked, "What about all previous possessions? Shouldn't they go into your pot too?"

"Let's take this one step at a time. You know that's a big concession for me to agree to this much. Besides, what do you own? A matchbox, some thumbtacks, and a piece of string?"

She grinned. "I own more than that and you know it!"

"Okay, maybe a little more, but in the bigger picture it's nothing. So don't worry about that. But in return, I want you to cut down your hours at Mama Mia's to part-time only."

"What?! Why?!"

"Because... I want to spend more time with you. Look at tonight, how you won't be able to have dinner with Cindy and me. And I know you don't love that job. You do it because you need the money. Well, now you don't anymore. If you're my slave, and you are, then it's my duty to take good care of you."

She seemed conflicted. "I appreciate that, but... Master, I don't want to be a drag on the harem in any way. I'm determined to make more money than I spend. Otherwise, I'd feel like a mooch, and that doesn't feel good. Plus, I like working at Mama Mia's."

I gave her a skeptical look.

She was continuing to fondle my semi-hard penis as she clarified, "Or, at least I don't dislike it. It has its pluses and minuses. But also, I just like to work. I consider my top priority to be serving your cock. Frankly, I wish I could do nothing but that, all day long! You have no idea how GOOD I feel, submissively kneeling naked between your legs with my mouth crammed to the brim with sweet cock-meat! It's like everything in the world is perfect and right!"

She dreamily stared off into space while licking her lips. Then she snapped back to attention and said to me, "But I have to be realistic: the King is only hard so many hours in a day, and I have to share you with a bunch of very sexy and eager girls. Even with lots of sharing, there's bound to be a ton of down time for me. If I sit around like a bump on a log all summer, piddling around, that'll make me soft."

I responded, "I know you feel that way, and I appreciate that attitude. That's why I'm saying part-time instead of quitting altogether. Michelle and Ruby work part-time. If we're all in this together, why should you work more than them?"

She was thinking intently, with a furrowed brow. "Hmmm. That's true..."

"Frankly, the amount of money you earn there isn't much in the larger scheme of things. And you won't be a bump on the log by any means. I want to spend more time with you, and you'll have more time to practice volleyball, plus you can get to know your sister slaves better, exercise more if you want, and work on other self-betterment projects. Doesn't that sound better?"

She tilted her head, as if quizzically pondering, and then nodded.

I prodded, "Well? I'd like to hear your thoughts."

"That does sound better. Mostly though, it's making me hungry."

"For breakfast? Have you not eaten yet?"

"I haven't, but I'm talking about hunger for your cock!" She started slithering down my body, back to my crotch. "If I only work part-time at Mama Mia's, that means I'll have SOOOO many more hours to suck on your cock! Like tonight. If I was there, I could bob on the King all through dinner!"

I had the feeling she wanted to say more, but she didn't because her mouth closed around my dick and she got busy sucking. I was still half-hard, but she quickly sucked me back to full size.

I was amused by her cock hunger. I ran my hand through her dirty blonde hair some more as I aimed for confirmation. "So, it's a deal. I'm going to put $10,000 in your bank account today, We'll put your paychecks in a family pot. And you'll tell the Bat, er, Sonia, that you want to work part time from now on. Agreed?"

"MMMM!"

I chuckled to myself. I take that as a yes! Phew. That solves a tricky issue. I don't want my new relationship with Cupcake to be tainted with money issues. I hope that eventually we all will be one family in every way, with our finances united, but it's tricky to get there when we've known each other for such a very short time. Hopefully, this new arrangement will put a Band-Aid on things until enough time has passed for all of us to feel confident that our untested and unique harem relationship will endure. And it's only fitting that she works the same amount as the Gruesome Twosome do. I don't want to play favorites. Cindy, of course, is a very different matter, since she has her own house and so forth. 

As Sue Ellen continued to bob on my erection, I mentally plotted out what else I was going to do with my day. I was fully awake and eager to get started on my list of things to do, but at the same time, her cocksucking felt so good that I didn't want to get out of bed just yet.

I realized there was one thing I could do without moving at all. I reached to the bed stand, picked up the phone, and called Mindy.

She had caller ID, which is why she answered the phone, "Smirkarella's House of Smirks, where we smirk so you don't have to. How may I help you?"

I decided to play along. "Yeah. My name is Fred. I'm interested in buying your jumbo smirk package which I saw advertised on TV. How much would that cost, and what would I get for that?"

"Ah, yes, Fred. Excellent choice. That's $99 a day, and you would have someone follow you around all day, constantly smirking at you."

I quipped, "Why would I want to pay for that when I already have my wife doing that for free?" We could have gone on like this for a while, as we often did, but I broke character because I was keen to get to serious issues. "Speaking of whom, how are you doing, Sweetheart?"

She chuckled a little at our silly interaction, but then her voice turned serious. "I'm doing... okay. I must admit... last night was rough."

I said, "Yeah, I feel bad, knowing you were sleeping all alone."

There was a long pause. Then she said, "Well... don't feel that bad, because I didn't sleep alone. The Gruesome Twosome, bless their hearts, insisted on sleeping with me, to cheer me up."

"Oh? And just how much 'cheering' went on?"

"Get your head out of the gutter, mister! It wasn't that kind of cheering. In fact, I insisted we all wear nighties, just to make sure things didn't devolve in that direction."

"Awww, shucks." With Sue Ellen still blowing me, it was easy for my thoughts to veer towards the sexual. At the very least, I wished I could have had a photo of the three of them in their nighties.

Mindy responded, "Unlike YOU! Cindy's right here with me. She told me how you woke up with a double hummer."

"That's true. In fact, I haven't gotten out of bed yet. Mostly because I can't get Sue Ellen's mouth off my boner."

"NO WAY! SHUT UP!"

I chuckled. "Is that such a surprise?"

"Actually, no! Cindy and I were just speculating about that. But still, to think about it is one thing... to have it confirmed... UNGH!" Mindy sounded like she was close to cumming on the spot.

Even knowing her cucquean tendencies, I still found her attitude hard to believe. "You're not upset?! Not even a little?"

"Upset?! Are you kidding me?! I love it! In fact, can you humor me and bring the receiver to your crotch, just so I can hear the happy slurping?"

"Sure thing." I told Sue Ellen, "Cupcake, I've got Smirkarella on the line, as you probably guessed already. She wants to hear the sounds of your sucking. Can you humor her for a little bit?"

Sue Ellen's head was steadily bobbing up and down already, so she gave me the thumbs up signal to show her approval.

I brought the phone close to my crotch. I was having fun with this, since Mindy was so obviously in approval.

Sue Ellen kept her cocksucking going, but she did her best to be as noisy and slurpy as possible. I kept the phone there for a while, well over a minute, and it wasn't long before she resorted to choking and gagging deeper down my shaft.

My Cupcake was focusing on making noise, but that didn't mean she was slacking when it came to pleasurable technique. In fact, what she was doing felt even better than before. I responded with lusty and loud groans of my own, hoping to add to the lewd sonic symphony.

I finally brought the receiver back to my head. "There you go, Sweetheart. How was that?"

Mindy groaned lustily. "So GOOD! HNNG! Do you really have to pull the phone away?! She's choking and gagging! That's... UNGH! So great! So hot! That's my favorite!"

I chuckled. "Sorry, that was two minutes, at least. By the way, you sound different, and I don't just mean your heavy breathing."

"Oh, that's because I put you on speakerphone so Cindy could listen in too."

Cindy piped up to say, "Hi, Master! Sorry about tickling you."

I chuckled, recalling how her tickling caused me to cum. "That's okay. You can't have a tickle attack without at least some tickling. Besides, I was ready to cum by then anyway."

"Oh, good," Cindy said.

Sue Ellen stopped her choking and gagging and eased up quite a bit in general. I was impressed, because it showed she was anticipating my needs, and right now I wanted to be able to speak freely without constantly struggling not to shoot my load.

I asked, "So how are you two doing?"

Mindy exclaimed, "We're EXTREMELY hot and bothered! This always happens whenever you call, but I never learn. I swear, if we were anywhere else, we'd be naked and cumming already!"

"Whoa, Nelly! This isn't meant to be that kind of call. Sweetheart, I just wanted to check in and see how you're doing, due to the sex boycott and all. You know, even though I'll be sleeping at the McGrath house for the duration of the boycott, we can still carry on normally in all other respects. For instance, I'm assuming we'll eat dinner together tonight and generally spend a lot of time together."

She sighed. "I'd love that, of course. But I don't know if it's going to be that easy. We'll see. Especially with the Hellions. I foresee trouble with them."

I snickered. "Don't quit your day job to become a professional psychic. I see that too. But we'll muddle through as we always do. In fact, I was hoping to see you later, before you get off work. Would you have time? And Cindy too, of course."

"Oh! Well, you know I have my lunch break time, and ditto with Cindy. You sent the message with Cindy that you wanted to join us for lunch, so could we do that?"

"Maybe. You see, I want to get started right away on our 'lighthouse' project. Remember that from last night? To make a permanent structure just like the tent we used for Cindy's initiation?"

"Of course! Great idea! I'm still 200% in favor."

"Good. So I figure after I call you I'll call Mario." (Mindy knew well that was the name of our talented and all-purpose handyman.) "I was thinking you and I should meet him in the backyard so we can be on the same page when we tell him exactly what to do. He might be available around lunch and he might not."

"Excellent. I like getting started on this ASAP. Call him and then call me right back, okay? And whatever you do, make sure Sue Ellen keeps sucking you, all through every phone call and beyond! Or I'll sic my ass monkeys on you. Remember them?"

I chuckled. "How could I forget?"

I heard Cindy's voice again, and louder, as she obviously got closer to the phone. "By the way, Master, I'm upset at you."

"Uh-oh. What did I do?"

"It's what you didn't do." Cindy spoke in a pouty voice. "You didn't put my Silken Bonds on me before I left for work!"

I responded, "How could I have?! You left in a rush."

"I know, I know. I'm just giving you a hard time. Actually, it was my choice. I dressed while there was still time, but I figured it was more important not to interrupt her cocksucking. After all, 'pleasure the cock' is rule number one. And Mindy actually created a small symbolic ceremony when I got to the office by having me take off my undies so she could properly 'bind' me in them for you, which was nice. But I'm bummed that you were right there and I didn't take advantage. I'm mentioning it to let you know that it means a lot to me and hopefully next time we can make time for it."

I said, "Sounds good. Plus, hopefully I'll be home when you get home so I can at least directly take you out of your Silken Bonds then."

She squealed with delight. "Ooooh! Hush! You're making me all wet! Actually, I should say wetter! Min, quick, where's your time machine? Set it to five P.M.! Or, better yet, just konk me on the head and wake me up then!"

I had a good laugh at that.

After a little more small talk, I ended the call and then called Mario. Happily, although he was working on another job all day, it was nearby and he agreed to briefly stop by for an assessment around lunchtime. So I called Mindy back and finalized the arrangements.

And, to my wife's great joy, I was able to truthfully tell her that Sue Ellen sucked me off the entire time, even through the phone call with Mario. It wasn't that big of a deal to me since it was a brief call and I was careful not to make any unusual sounds. But my wife was so thrilled that I worried she would scream loud enough to concern the co-workers outside her office. I had to warn her that she was in her office, but that seemed to arouse her even more.

Sue Ellen was a relentless cocksucking machine. I'm sure I could have stayed in bed with her working my erection for the next hour, until it was time for her to go to her volleyball practice. But I was feeling decadent just lying there, and I wanted to get started on the day. As a result, I managed to get her to stop, and I went to take a shower.

However, she followed me in and kept me erect and horny with the way she washed me and I washed her. In fact, once we were actually all soaped up and clean, she wound up on her knees in front of me again. The only difference was that she mostly titfucked me due to some soap in the water running down my body.

Once she had me on the brink of climax, I had to get her to stop again to take a break. I took the opportunity to "escape" all the way to the kitchen, grabbing a T-shirt to wear as I went.

But she put on a sexy light green see-through nightie and followed me there. Somehow, she managed to keep my boner stiff while we worked together to make breakfast. Without a doubt, she knew how to tease and preen and pose. Furthermore, she took advantage of the fact that I was only wearing a T-shirt and had a hand on my boner more often than not.

We worked together on cooking pancakes on the stove. This left long gaps of inaction while we waited for each batch of pancakes to cook. Each time, she took advantage by dropping to her knees and bobbing on my cock while I stood with my eyes on the pancakes.

At one point, while she was lapping on my sweet spot and sliding her lips back and forth, I joked, "I'm going to have a hard time shaking free of you, aren't I?"

She just gave me the thumbs up since she didn't want to stop her bobbing.

Then I said, "Seriously, you don't have to do this. You don't have to try to impress me. Believe me, I'm plenty impressed! We can just hang out without you sucking my dick, you know. I just like being with my adorable Cupcake."

She was forced to pull off to say, "Master, you misunderstand. I'm not doing this to impress you. I LOVE IT! And I love making you happy and aroused, so I double love it!" She giggled at that. "Really! I feel sad about the whole sex boycott thing. It breaks my heart to see the harem split in two. But, that said, this morning has been a rare opportunity for me to have a lot of one-on-one or two-on-one time with you, and I plan to take full advantage!"

She was about to switch to a titfuck, because she pulled the straps of her nightie off her shoulders and then pushed her round boobs together. But then she remembered the cooking pancakes, and she stood up to check the stove. "Aaaah! Finished. And that's the last batch. Let's eat!"

We sat down to eat at the dining table. I couldn't help but notice she never pulled her nightie straps back up and in fact the nightie dropped down further. She actually wanted to kneel under the table and blow me all through my meal, but I insisted she sit next to me and eat her pancakes while they were still hot.

She seemed downright disappointed by that, even though I let her jack me off most of the meal. She said, "Drat. I miscalculated. I should have eaten before we woke you up, when Cindy did. Then I could have maximized my very limited time."

"'What do you mean by that?"

She was very emotionally agitated as she explained, "Think about it: today you're practically going to be on your own! Mindy, Michelle, and Ruby can't service you at all due to the boycott, and Cindy and I will be at work most of the day. I'm going to have to leave soon, and I won't get back until late at night!"

"Yes, but you'll be glad to know I plan on spending part of my day writing on my laptop at Mama Mia's."

To my surprise, she didn't even smile at that. "That's nice, but in a way it's bad news because it'll be even MORE frustrating for me! You told me yesterday not to get intimate with you there for fear of offending the Bat. Is that still true?"

"Yes, I don't think anything's changed with her. In fact, yesterday I just made things worse."

"You see?!" She took her hand off my erection to gesticulate. "How frustrating! I totally want you to come to Mama Mia's. Please do! But it'll be kind of a slow torture for me, knowing that you'll go practically the ENTIRE DAY without any loving cock service! That's just not right! At least I still have a little while after we eat to get you to cum before I have to go." She sighed heavily as she resumed jacking me off. This issue was really bothering her.

I had to tell her, "Um... Actually, before you leave for volleyball, I want to stop by my house with you to talk to you and the Hellions about something."

Her eyes widened in panic. "OH NO! That leaves almost NO TIME for you to cum! I'm sorry, but you leave me with no choice!" She suddenly dropped from her chair and crawled under the table. "I can't let you go all morning without cumming even a single time!"

I pointed out, "Wait! I came once, when Cindy tickled me. Remember?"

"Oh yeah. But once is not enough! If I don't make you cum again after having you to myself for the rest of the morning, I'll never hear the end of it from my slave sisters!"

I was going to chide her, but I realized that trying to stop her would be like trying to stop a tornado with my bare hands. For her, this was a very serious issue, and it would be a genuine crisis if I didn't cum before she left! If I didn't let her suck me to completion, she would fret about it all day long.

Luckily, both of us had finished most of our breakfast by then. I tried to keep eating, but it was hard going due to the sheer intensity of her cocksucking efforts. After only a minute or two, she began deep throating me! The pleasure I felt was so intense that there was no way I could continue eating through it.

I glanced around for a clock in the McGrath dining room, but I didn't see one. The house had mostly been stripped bare during the move yesterday, except for the furniture and the food in the kitchen. Nonetheless, I figured we didn't have much time if my task at my house was to take place in time for her to go to her volleyball practice. As a result, after her second deep throat effort (where she stayed all the way down on my throbbing erection for a good minute each time), I warned her that I was on the brink of cumming.

She had pulled her lips all the way off to give her mouth a brief rest after the difficult deep throating, but she immediately engulfed me again and fervently sucked until I began to shoot my load. She kept me in her mouth the whole time, perhaps because she didn't have anyone to share the cum with afterwards, or maybe just for a lack of time to clean up.

Once my orgasm petered out, I insisted she get back to the table and finish eating.

Luckily, now that my penis was flaccid, she was all business and we were able to get things done. Only a few minutes later, we were finished with breakfast, fully dressed, and out the door. She decided to drive us to my house, even though it was less than a block away, because she planned to leave afterwards directly from there.

As we got in the car, she asked me, "So, Master, what's the plan? Why do you need for me to come along for this meeting?"

"There are some practical issues that need to be discussed that involve you. But don't worry, it's not a bad thing or even a controversial thing. It mostly has to do with the backyard project Mindy and I were talking about on the phone. I just hope the Hellions aren't going to get all drama queen on me."

Sue Ellen said confidently, "Don't worry. They might, but it'll just be an act. They're not that upset about your boycott, at least not yet."

"How do you know?"

"We talked about it this morning when we went running together."

I raised an eyebrow at that.

"It was well before you woke up, and even before Cindy woke up. Don't worry about it; we're morning people."

I shouldn't have been surprised since they've been regularly doing that, but I was. Geez! All three of them are up and running at the crack of dawn. There's no way I could do that. I'm no spring chicken anymore. Then again, Cindy's initiation took a lot of out me and Cindy, but less so for them. That makes me feel better. 

We'd already reached my house and we were just sitting in the car, so she said, "Since we're short on time, I'll cut to the chase. They got to have a lot of fun with your cock during Cindy's initiation last night, and they haven't done much since but sleep, so they haven't had time to desperately long for your cock. But I'm sure they will. Just give it time."

I nodded. "Thanks for the tip. Let's go."

We walked to the front door hand in hand. Despite what Sue Ellen told me, I was certain that Michelle and Ruby were going to make a big emotional production out of seeing me again. I knew how they operated.




Chapter 2



I walked into my house with Sue Ellen behind me. Sweeping through the living room and the into the kitchen and dining room area, I didn't see any sign of Michelle or Ruby. So I shouted, "Helloooo? Girls, I'm home!" 

I figured they were somewhere and would show up shortly. While I was waiting, I told Sue Ellen, "Cupcake, please find a piece of paper and write down your work schedule for this week. Then post it on the fridge."

"Yes, Master. Good idea." She already knew the house well enough to know which kitchen drawer to use to find pen and paper.

"It would be good if you can organize it so there's room for Shelle and Red to put their hours down too. Now that we're a harem, it would be good if we can get more organized."

She nodded without looking up, and said, "I'm already on it."

I also had her write her bank information on a piece of paper so I could deposit the money in her bank account later.

After another minute, I heard Michelle yell from the stairs, "We're coming!" Then they soon appeared walking into the dining room area where Sue Ellen and I were.

I noticed right away that they were surprisingly thoroughly covered. Their tops were just ordinary T-shirts with bras on underneath. That wasn't too unusual, but both of them were wearing long pants, which was unheard of for them on a sunny summer day like this one. However, even more suspicious was the fact that they were both holding what appeared to be heavy jackets.

They came to me without speaking, but once they got close they dropped to their knees, and then said as one, "We surrender!"

Michelle elaborated, "Daddy, you win! We give up!"

Ruby added, "You've beaten us totally and utterly. We have been destroyed by your sex boycott! We'll do anything you say!"

I wasn't impressed. I commented, "Why are you holding those jackets? Wait, let me guess: you say you surrender, but you're already anticipating that I'm not going to be fazed in the slightest. Which I'm not."

The two of them sagged down with disappointment while remaining on their knees.

I continued, "So you've already prepared for Plan B, which is to put on those jackets to protest me being such a 'blockhead.' Am I right?"

Michelle looked up at me and growled, "You ARE a blockhead! GRRR!" She stood up and started to put her jacket on.

But I said, "Not so fast. You two just said you'll do anything I say, and I'm saying no jackets. I understand if you don't want to dress provocatively, but don't be ridiculous with winter wear. I'm still your master, and that's an order!"

Both of them started to grumble and gripe.

However, I cut them off. "Not now! We don't have much time. We've only got five minutes, tops, until Sue Ellen has to go, and I have something to do first. When we're done, then you can grumble all you want. Now please, girls, come with me." With that, I walked to the sliding door leading to the backyard, forcing the three of them to follow.

I walked to the side of the pool and waited until they were within hearing range. Then I said, "I didn't know until recently that Sue Ellen is on a volleyball scholarship, which means she needs to practice volleyball a lot. As a treasured member of our harem, I think it would be nice if we put in a volleyball court for her."

I waved my hand towards the side of the pool I was standing on, an area partially covered by grass, with bushes in the back and a few trees even further back. "I'm thinking there's room to put in a court right here. I figure all we need to do is clear out the vegetation, add in some sand and a net, and have a screen of some kind on this side to prevent stray balls from flying into the pool. What do you think?"

"MASTER!" I was practically crushed, because Sue Ellen just about flew at me and wrapped me in a joyous bear hug. It was a near thing she didn't knock me over. In fact, she was so exuberant that she actually briefly lifted me off the ground, even though I weighed a fair amount more than her.

She screamed, "I love it! I love YOU!" Then she kissed me with so much passion that she nearly knocked me over again.

I actually was forced to push back against her, because she was continuing to crush me in her powerful squeeze even as her tongue tried to tickle my tonsils. Not that I minded, though. I was proud and delighted at how delighted she felt. I forcibly broke the kiss, and said, "Okay, okay, I get it. You approve."

She exclaimed, "Approve?! Are you kidding me?! I'm drunk as Cooter Brown, but I'm drunk on JOY! And LOVE! It's not the court that delights me so much, although that is great. It's that you CARE! This proves to me all over again that you really DO love me! Master, you make me so happy to be your slave! I can't even say!"

I was wondering who the heck "Cooter Brown" was. But I didn't get a chance to ask, because as soon as she finished speaking, she French kissed me again while resuming her bear hug. At the same time, she somehow managed to use one hand to reach for my crotch.

I quickly realized she was trying to unzip my fly. I couldn't allow that, and I broke the hug and the kiss to block her. "Cupcake, I love that you're so happy. But now's not the time for that. Remember, you've only got a few minutes before you go to work."

"Pardon my French, but FUCK WORK! And fuck volleyball practice too! I just want to stay with you, and bask in your love, and suck on your great big cock, and generally overdose on total enslavement joy!"

I had to break free from her and hold my hands up defensively. "I understand how you feel, but bottle that up for later, okay? Life goes on and you need to go to your practice and your work on time. That's an order. Understood?"

It was an obvious struggle, but she managed to get her emotions under control. Well, for the most part, anyway. She looked like she was capable of actually flying through the air, but she stood in place and even gave me a nod.

I looked to Michelle and Ruby. As I expected, they were glowering with jealousy. However, they also clearly looked to be simmering with lust! It seemed Sue Ellen's spontaneous and passionate display had affected them. They obviously wanted to throw themselves at me just like she had, and just as obviously they couldn't right now without getting another reprimand.

Still, I had to ask them. "What do you think, girls? Is it okay with you if we turn this area into a volleyball court?"

Michelle immediately complained, "No! It's NOT okay!"

"Why not?" I asked. "Give me one good reason, especially since you've never used that space for anything."

There was a pause, because Michelle knew I had her there but she was reluctant to admit it. Finally, she huffed, "Okay, maybe I don't have a good reason. Except that why does your 'sweet Cupcake' get all this special treatment while we're left as also-rans?! Look at us, standing here wearing far too many clothes, when we should be naked and sucking on your cock! But we can't even do that! We should be official cock slaves already, just like Cindy AND Sue Ellen, but you won't let us! You're turning our Dream into a nightmare!"

Surprisingly, Ruby said, "Daddy, I'm feeling frustrated and jealous too. But, even so, I think it's a sweet idea and Sue Ellen is a sweet person. So of course we approve. Don't we?" She gave Michelle a hard look.

Michelle stared back, but then let out a heavy sigh that lasted at least ten seconds, if not twenty. "UUUUUUUUUUUGH! Fine! Of course I can't say no. I'm not an asshole. Sue Ellen, my beef isn't with you or the court idea, it's with my boneheaded daddy and his stupid sex boycott. The timing of this idea is terrible!"

I spoke before Sue Ellen got a chance. "Shelle, Red, I get that. But this isn't about playing favorites. It's just that Sue Ellen has a need and we have an easy way to fill it. We've got more land in the backyard than we know what to do with, and making a volleyball court is fairly cheap and easy to do. If either or both of you have something special you want to do with another chunk of land, we could do that too. For instance, if you want a tennis court we could probably find a way to squeeze one in. But I can't think of anything you'd want that would involve the use of a chunk of land like that."

Michelle and Ruby were flustered. Clearly, they both were trying to think of something similar to the volleyball court for themselves but were coming up blank.

I made it easier on them by adding, "Think on that for a while and get back to me. There's no rush. I don't want to play favorites. And don't think just in terms on something to do in the backyard. Maybe you want some special equipment to help you with your children's book project. Or whatever. I don't want to spoil anyone, but if it's a reasonable request for a legitimate need, I'm all ears."

Michelle flopped her arms up and down. "Daddy, all we want to do is love you and be loved by you! And love our family, and our harem, and get fucked by you a hell of a lot. In every hole, every day! It doesn't require a bunch of extra stuff to do that. In fact, it's best when we're all naked."

I nodded. "Understood. Although... sometimes 'extra stuff' can help make sex more enjoyable. Which brings me to my second backyard improvement project. This is something that we ALL can enjoy. If you'll follow me..."

I led the three of them down the path from the pool area through the trees and bushes to our deck that overlooked the ocean. I was deliberately silent and mysterious to increase their curiosity. Even when they asked me a few questions, I didn't say anything.

When we reached the deck area, I was glad to see that the party tent that I'd used to fuck Cindy in her ass was still there. Just seeing it, and remembering what had happened in it, caused my penis to twitch, but thankfully not to rise. If I got an erection right then, I'd have a riot over who would get to deal with it.

I waved a hand towards the tent, and said, "I'm sure you all remember this tent from the night before last. You weren't here the whole time, but you were here for part of the time. Wasn't that a fun time, taking our sexual antics out there?"

The three of them all nodded, but their faces showed confusion. Clearly, they were wondering where I was going with this.

I went on, "Last night, before the big meeting, Mindy and I came down here and talked about a few things. This tent needs to be returned. In fact, one of us should take care of that today. But we came up with the idea of building a permanent replacement. We're thinking of calling it 'the lighthouse.' It wouldn't be a real building. If we did that, we'd have to get all kinds of permits and it would take a while to cut through all the red tape. Instead, just think of a scaffolding made out of wood, and then see-through plastic. Kind of like a greenhouse, except to hang out in instead of grow plants."

I could see their eyes widening and smiles coming to their faces as they pictured the possibilities.

I continued, "It would be very much like what we still have here, with a mattress as the floor, pillows, and lights, and whatever else we want. We could even keep the small fridge. It would be great for having sexy fun under the stars, or looking out at the ocean, any time we want. Does that sound like a good idea? Do you approve?"

The three girls all nodded their heads vigorously. They were silent, but it looked like they wanted to shout and dance around. Sue Ellen in particular was just about bursting at the seams, since she was still excited from the volleyball court surprise.

I proceeded to fill them in on the other details Mindy and I had come up with. Then I explained the related idea of building a fence all the way across our property through the trees and across the path from the pool to the deck, so the lighthouse could have total privacy.

They didn't seem excited about that part, but at least they weren't against it. It was hard to tell, because they were all so worked up from the lighthouse idea in general.

I concluded by saying, "Okay, here's the tricky part. Mindy and I agreed that we need to get started in on this right away. We want to have it all finished before Nicky gets back, hopefully with time to spare so we can use it before she gets here. Keep in mind that once she's here, we're going to have to be very careful about what we do when she's around, which will be most of the time. But, if we put the fence back towards the pool, we might be able to have some hanky panky in the lighthouse even when she's here. We'll have to test it and see how much noise we make."

They nodded in understanding. Seeing the lusty looks on Michelle's and Ruby's faces made me very curious about what exactly they were thinking, but I figured it was safer not to ask. Sue Ellen was riding such a wave of happiness at all these developments that it was harder to guess what thoughts she was having.

I said, "So that makes it even more imperative we get this done ASAP. To that end, I'm going to have our handyman Mario meet with Mindy and me on this around lunch time. Hopefully he'll be able to get started in the next few days, and take care of the volleyball court at the same time. The more help I get from you all, the better. That's why I'm squeezing in this discussion right now, so we all can agree before he comes in a couple of hours. And if you have any specific ideas on the details, like the shape and size of the lighthouse, and so on, you need to let me know now."

Michelle and Ruby both raised their hands eagerly, like overexcited school kids wanting to be called on by the teacher. I was reminded of the fact that they'd actually been seniors in high school mere weeks ago.

I had to chuckle. I was particularly amused at how dramatically their moods had shifted again, after their jacket protest and then their jealous volleyball court snit.

Sue Ellen sighed. "Dang! I wish so much I could take part in that, but I've gotta GO! Like, as of a couple of minutes ago already. I'll take an early break and call to get an update on the lighthouse plans, okay? I really want to be a part of that. My mouth is watering already thinking about all the countless hours we'll spend slobbering and choking on our master's huge cock, with the ocean in the distance, and the sunset, and the stars, and everything! Oh my heavenly days! It's too great!"

Michelle rushed to her and gave her a big hug. She muttered, "Sorry for getting so jealous before. I didn't really mean it."

Sue Ellen nodded. "Don't worry, it's cool." She could see Ruby and me lining up for good-bye hugs and kisses too, but she said, "Sorry, I can't even hug, especially Master, or I'll really be late. Bye!"

With that, she turned and ran full speed back up the path and out of sight.

We all watched her go.

I could only admire the sheer athleticism of her running form as she charged up the hill and out of sight. That girl is such a sweet peach, I thought as I stared at her undulating buns until she was out of sight. And such a sweet, peachy ass! I swear, making a move on her at Mama Mia's was probably the best bold action I've ever taken. 

I mused out loud, "Too bad she was in such a rush, 'cos I didn't get a chance to do the Silken Bondage ritual with her. And I missed it with Cindy earlier too."

Michelle, suddenly very interested, asked me, "How would that work? She was wearing her undies already."

"I know. But I would have taken them off and then put them back on in the proper manner."

Both girls shivered lustily. Ruby sighed an appreciative, "Oooooh!" Michelle muttered, "Hot fucking damn!"

Ruby stepped forward and struck a sexy pose with a cocked hip and tilted back head. She even made a subtle move that caused one of her bra straps to fall off a shoulder. She spoke in a very sexy voice. "Master, you missed out on Cindy and Sue Ellen, but it's not too late to put us in OUR Silken Bonds. I'd love for you to take my bra and panties off and then put them back on! And if your hands happen to wander wherever they will, then so be it! You are the master and we are your slaves. It's our sworn duty to serve you and pleasure you in every possible way!"

Michelle quickly caught on. She struck an even more outrageous pose that involved leaning forward to highlight her jutting torpedo tits. "Yeah! What she said. It won't feel right if we have to go all day without being properly bound in our undies. By you!"

She was going to say more, probably much more, but I cut her off with a dramatic wave of my hand. "Enough! Remember the sex boycott. You won't be getting any Silken Bondage treatment from me until it's over."

"Why not?" my youngest daughter challenged, while continuing to give me an eyeful of what looked like acres of mouth-watering cleavage.

"Because you're not worthy of it yet," I answered simply. "I only do my Silken Bondage rituals as a reward for my cock slaves who obey me AND who make the time to allow me to enjoy it. Since you've been and continue to be disobedient, that means no Silken Bondage for you."

A chastened looking Michelle straightened back up.

I was secretly relieved. To be honest, with her protruding F-cups, I didn't understand how managed not to topple over every time she leaned forward.

She complained, "Ugh! No Silken Bondage ritual? What a rip-off! And what's worse is that this would be the perfect time for a celebratory double blowjob. In a better world, you could even fuck us right here in the tent. But nooooOOOOOoooo. Stupid boycott!" She groaned wearily and melodramatically.

I said, "Instead of dwelling on things you can't do, let's get a tape measure and some paper and pencil and come up with a blueprint of what we want."

Michelle put her hands on her hips and huffed, "Then I'm gonna take a piece of paper and draw a gigantic picture of your cock. I'm gonna need really big piece of paper to make it even bigger than life size! And I'll cover it in saliva from Ruby and me, and then draw myself squatting above it, showing the very moment your fat cockhead penetrates my virgin cunt!"

I ignored that provocation, and blandly said, "I'm talking about the lighthouse. It's true that none of us are architects, but the more detailed and accurate we can get with our plans, the easier it'll be for Mario."

So that's what we did. Michelle and Ruby were very enthusiastic participants. Due to Michelle's natural artistic abilities, she handled making sketches while Ruby and I used the tape measure and estimated distances. They also created a wish list of features they wanted to add to the lighthouse, which mostly consisted of items to put in it.

By and by, they stripped down to just their underwear, claiming that they were too hot in their long pants. (Never mind that didn't explain why they took their tops off as well.) Then they picked up on my comment on wanting to test out if sex from inside the lighthouse would be loud enough for Nicky to hear from beyond the fence by suggesting a "live test" while we still had the party tent. Michelle suggested giving me a titfuck-blowjob combo while Ruby stood in the pool area to listen for screaming. But, funnily enough, Ruby preferred being the one to give me the titfuck-blowjob combo while Michelle did the listening.

I cut through the potential dispute by reminding them of the sex boycott and pointing out that we could simply scream without having to perform a real sex act. Needless to say, they insisted on the need for "authenticity," but I put my foot down.

We did try out various screams. I did some listening from the pool area myself. My conclusion was that normal sex acts couldn't be heard from that distance, but particularly loud and/or piercing screaming could be heard. That was about what I'd expected. However, we didn't know what the difference might be in the lighthouse compared to the party tent. Our testing made us want to go for a thicker material to cover the lighthouse "walls," perhaps even glass.

With that accomplished, we spent the next half hour or so taking down the party tent and putting it in my minivan (a.k.a. the "Pussymobile") and most everything in it back into the house. Luckily, the girls stayed in a good mood despite the mundane nature of the work, because they were still riding high from the lighthouse idea.

I had an erection nearly the entire time. For starters, it was somehow extra enticing to see them in just their underwear, especially since they were wearing particularly sexy, lacy kinds. I think it was actually more titillating than seeing them completely naked, since I'd seen so much of that lately, and the fact that we were outside on a beautiful sunny day added something extra.

Furthermore, they knew I was checking them out and they went into "extra flirty" mode. They spent much of the time talking about all the different things they could do inside the lighthouse, which mostly involved very vivid and detailed descriptions of blowjobs at sunset, fucking at midnight, and the like.

I could tell they were testing my ability to resist their charms. But I didn't mind much because I'd cum twice not long before, and even though I was aroused, I also felt mostly sexually satiated. I was ready to put my foot down if they went too far, but they kept their undies on and refrained from touching me. Since we remained productive, I was willing to cut them some slack. Still, I suspected this was just the first salvo in their larger war to get me to break my sex boycott.

I will readily admit that seeing them both prancing around for me in their underwear was quite enticing. It didn't help knowing that all I had to do was snap my fingers and they'd be on me like white on rice. I could easily picture myself standing there with my hands on their heads while they knelt naked in the great outdoors, contentedly licking and slobbering all over my erection. Damn!

At one point, while we were taking a drink break in the kitchen, I had them take a look at Sue Ellen's work schedule that she'd posted on the refrigerator door, and had them add their own work schedules for the week to it. I saw that neither of them had shifts at the video store today, and made my plans accordingly.

Actually, it didn't matter a whole lot if they were working there or not, since my general plan was to spend most of my time away from the house except in the evenings when Mindy and Cindy would be home. I could handle some sexy teasing, but I figured being in the house all day long with the two Hellions was asking for too much teasing temptation trouble.

One important fact they mentioned was that they'd already heard from Nicky, who apparently had sent an e-mail the night before. She conveyed that she wanted to chat to Mindy, me, and others through the video link around eight or nine, our time. She was going to be out all day, but figured she would be back in her room to get ready for dinner around then. They gave her an affirmative reply, but she probably hadn't gotten it yet since it was three hours earlier in Hawaii and she apparently had left her hotel room before they could e-mail her back.

I had mixed feelings about communicating with her again so soon, given how yesterday's video chat with her had gone. Between Mindy giving me a secret handjob and Nicky briefly taking her bikini top off, that had been a fiasco. But I figured it wouldn't be hard to learn from my mistakes for this chat and all future ones. For starters, I'd make sure to talk to her alone so secret handjobs were completely impossible.

Once I had the packed-up party tent in the minivan (which I did myself, since they didn't want to be seen on the street in their underwear), I packed up my laptop and a few other things, and drove away. It was sad having to leave without giving the Gruesome Twosome good-bye hugs or kisses, but I figured it was best to avoid touching them or I could wind up violating my sex boycott already.

My first task was to return the party tent to the store where Mindy had rented it. Once that was done, I found the piece of paper Sue Ellen had given me with her banking information, went to her bank, and deposited $10,000 into her account. Well, almost. At the last minute I remembered there was some government rule about investigating single deposits of $10,000 or more for "suspicious activity." Not wanting any extra hassle, I made the deposit for $9,700 instead. I also recalled a lot of other people did something similar, going just under the threshold.

While driving around town, I also took care of some other errands that had been piling up.

Then I went to Mindy's office. I did give Min and Cin hugs and kisses, but they were in business mode and I made sure it stayed that way by avoiding any kind of sexual discussion and staying all business too. The purpose of my visit was to show them the sketches of the lighthouse made by Michelle, as well as the notes that were mainly full of Michelle's and Ruby's ideas. Happily, Min and Cin liked just about everything and only made few minor changes. That meant we were totally prepared to talk to Mario the handyman later.

That visit turned out to be rather short, due to the easy agreement, so I finally turned to my main task of the day: working on my novel at Mama Mia's.

I was a little bit anxious about how Sonia would react to me showing up again. She'd spent a lot of time and energy trying to get me to leave yesterday, showing up at my booth and pestering me over and over again. I figured she wasn't likely to do that again, since it clearly hadn't fazed me. But I didn't think she would just throw in the towel and let me hang out there without trouble. What would her next line of attack be? Would she simply kick me out?

Since I wasn't going to be able to eat lunch with Mindy and Cindy, due to their lunch break being taken up by meeting with Mario, I decided to eat lunch at Mama Mia's. I figured Sonia would soon find out about that, and she might be more lenient towards me if she saw I was actually spending a decent amount of money there instead of just buying the occasional drink while working on my laptop for hours.

I really did want to get on her good side, but I also couldn't resist keeping to certain "traditions," even if they tweaked her nose a little bit. Heck, I must admit I was having fun tweaking her. I can't explain it except to say that she was so wound up and uptight that she was very tweakable. It was like she was a puffed-up balloon that was practically crying out to be popped.

I knew Sue Ellen was finished with her volleyball practice by then and had started her shift. I was careful to sneak to an out-of the-way booth towards the back - but not the one in the separate room I'd used for previous sexual shenanigans. Then I waited until Sue Ellen was finished with a customer and stood up to get her attention.

Sue Ellen immediately rushed over to me. She bowed her head and whispered breathlessly, "Master! I'm sooooo happy to see you!"

I must have been smiling from ear to ear, because I was so delighted from seeing her so very happy. I swear, she was beaming so much that her face was actually glowing. I said, "We just saw each other, like, an hour ago."

"I know, but you hit me with the volleyball court news, and then the lighthouse news, and then I didn't even get to hug and kiss you good-bye!" She looked around furtively. "Can I do that now, a big good-bye kiss? Then I want to follow it with an even bigger 'welcome back' kiss! And then just a general 'I love you so much' kiss!"

I held my hands out in a stop gesture and sat back down. "I'm sorry. I'd love that, but we'd better avoid all kissing inside Mama Mia's for now. If we could limit ourselves it would be okay, but I'm pretty sure once we get started we wouldn't be able to stop."

"Mmmm!" She licked her lips, seemingly unbothered by that answer. "You're probably right. In fact, I'm salivating like crazy right now. All I can think about is how I could get away with sneaking under the table and sucking your incredible, enormous, master-cock for a long, long time! Are you SURE I can't do that?!"

"I'm sure." I already had an erection, just from having Sue Ellen near me, but I was determined to not to push my luck so far that it would be a no-brainer for Sonia to kick me out.

My adorable Cupcake bit her lip in the most adorable manner. "Darn it! It just... NEEDS to be sucked! So much! UGH!" She stomped her foot. "What if the Bat wasn't here?"

"Hmmm... Then maybe... But she is here, isn't she?"

"Dammit, she is! ARGH! She's ALWAYS here!" She clenched her fists and tilted her head back in supreme exasperation.

I couldn't help but grin as I told her, "That's too bad. But even so, I think there's something important that you're forgetting...." I held a hand out expectantly.

As I'd hoped and anticipated, her eyes went very wide when she realized what I meant. For an extra bonus, her jaw dropped down dramatically too and she even brought her hands up and clutched the sides of her head. "NO!"

I just grinned and kept my hand out. "Yes."

The look on her face was absolutely rapturous, with a good dose of shock added in. One would have thought I'd just given her a large diamond ring. Then, with her smile still splitting her face from ear to ear, she reached into her uniform and soon came out with her bra. She laid it on the table in front of me and whispered, "Master, you're soooo baaaaaad!"

I chuckled. "I probably am."

She looked all around conspiratorially, and then whispered even more quietly, "I want you so very much right now! Are you SURE I can't just duck under the table for a few minutes? Ten minutes, maybe?" Then, somehow, her eyes opened even wider. "Ooooh! Or better! You could take me to the bathroom and fuck the HELL out of me! Please, Master, please!"

I had to shake my head. "Unfortunately, you know my answer. I'd love to, but we can't. Besides, what about your other customers? Isn't this the lunch rush? Today, you spoke about wanting to do your part for the harem and not just be a mooch. So show me how professional and impressive you can be."

It took a few long moments, but her demeanor changed as she gathered her willpower. "Right! You're right. But I'm warning you!" To my surprise, she aggressively pointed her finger at me. "First, I had such a wonderful, tickle attack-y, slurpy, sucky morning. THEN you hit me with the money thing to put me at ease. THEN you hit me with the volleyball court plan, and THEN the lighthouse plan! And now THIS!" She gesticulated wildly, showing how incredulous she felt.

I shrugged. "What? All I did was ask for your bra. I do that every time I come here. That's not such a big thing."

"I know. But it's so totally great! Gaawwwd! It makes me feel so enslaved! And loved!" She wagged her finger at me some more when she added, "I warn you, if you do one more totally awesome thing to me today... well... I don't know what! I'll probably lose control and have to suck you under the table, even if that means defying your orders and losing my job! I can only take so much!"

With that, she suddenly rushed away.

That left me amused and chagrined, because I actually was planning on ordering lunch from her. But she didn't even give me a chance. I also was going to mention to her that I'd already put the money in her bank account, but I figured I'd better wait or that might push her over the edge.

I decided that Sue Ellen was too emotionally worked up and sexually aroused for me to deal with her as a regular waitress, at least for a while. Heck, I was dangerously aroused myself. My penis was very stiff and I found myself extremely tempted by Sue Ellen's suggestion that I take her to the bathroom and fuck her. I figured the odds of getting caught were small, but they weren't nothing, and I didn't want Sonia to "beat me" that way.

So I looked around to see who else was waitressing, hoping to see a friendly or at least familiar face. I noticed the closest waitress to me was reasonably slim and shapely but she looked to be in her fifties and didn't have an attractive face. That surprised me, since most of the waitresses at Mama Mia's were exceptionally attractive and often unusually busty. Furthermore, this dark-haired, light-skinned waitress had a sour face. She didn't seem the friendly sort, so I decided to give her pass.

I continued to look around and saw another waitress (besides Sue Ellen, who was dealing with another customer). I didn't recognize her, but she fit the Mama Mia's prototype: young, sexy, and fairly busty. She had short spiky hair in a style very similar to Ruby's except her hair was blonde instead of red. I waited for the right moment and then waved my hand at her to get her attention.

She came to me with pad and pen in hand. But when she got close, her facial expression was strange. When she reached my booth, the first words out of her mouth were, "Ah, the notorious Dan Cooper."

That puzzled me greatly. "'Notorious?' How do you even know who I am?" I could see from her nametag that her name was Lori, and I remembered Sue Ellen mentioning her, but I certainly didn't recall ever meeting her.

"Oh, come on. All Sue Ellen does is talk about you, and I've been here one of the times you came in last week. It's just that you were so busy with your sexual games that you didn't notice me. But before you try to seduce me, take a good look at this." She held up a hand and brought it close to my hand, showing off her wedding ring.

I held my hands up defensively. "Okay, Lori, I get it, you're married." I gave her a brief look, and now that she was much closer I noticed that was probably in her late twenties. I knew some women in customer service wore wedding rings just to ward off advances, but the fact that she was older than most of the other waitresses helped convince me her ring probably was legit. "But what gives you the impression that I'd want to seduce you?"

She rolled her eyes. "Oh, please. I know the full story. Sonia has warned me about you. Is it really true that you've enslaved poor Sue Ellen into your harem? Your actual factual harem?!"

Worried that Lori might be hostile, I had to be careful with my words. "That's only true from a certain point of view. Sue Ellen is very sexually submissive, and she gets off on talking about calling herself 'enslaved' and calling me 'Master' and such. But that's not my thing. I go along with it because I know she likes it. We have a pretty normal relationship, actually."

Lori rolled her eyes again. "Yeah, right. Just your typical married man who lives with FOUR sex slaves to boot!"

I raised my hands higher. "Sheesh! What is this, some kind of inquisition? I'm just here to eat lunch and work on my laptop. Considering that I don't know you from a hole in the ground, I think it's very unprofessional for you to attack me out of the blue with all kinds of claims about my personal life, especially my sex life!"

That took her aback. She recomposed herself, and then said, "Sorry. My apologies. It's just that I want to be perfectly clear that I'm a happily married woman and I don't want you to so much as flirt with me. After everything Sue Ellen has said to you, I'm kind of... daunted by you."

"'Daunted?'"

"Yes! She makes it seems like you have some kind of mind control powers or overwhelming sexual charisma or something. And now that I've seen you up close, I see that you're handsome, sure. In fact, you're uncommonly handsome. But you're just a guy. If you've got some special powers that you haven't used yet, keep them in check around me!"

I'd just put my hands down, but I raised them up defensively again. "Trust me, no special powers. I'm just a very, very lucky guy. And I promise you, I have no intention of flirting with you, or trying to seduce you, or anything else. I take marital fidelity VERY seriously. And before you say what you're bound to say, know that my wife approves of and even vigorously encourages my relationships with Sue Ellen and others. So that's a different thing. But actual cheating? No way! You're perfectly safe with me."

I didn't realize how tensed up she was until I saw her visibly relax after I said that.

I added, "Besides, I don't know what you know exactly, but I've put a stop to any sort of sexual antics inside this restaurant, at least for a while. I'm on very thin ice with Sonia, and I don't want to push her too far. So, now that we've gotten all that out of the way, can you just treat me like a normal customer? I'd actually like to order some lunch."

She sighed, though I couldn't read her facial expression to get what that meant. After a pause, she said, "Sure. And I'm sorry if I came on like I was attacking you, but you have to see it from my perspective. I mean, look at that!" She nodded towards Sue Ellen's bra lying in plain sight on the table. "That tells me you haven't shut down the 'sexual antics' entirely."

I tried to wave a hand dismissively. "Well, that's kind of a tradition we have going. Since you seem to know so much, you probably know all about it already. But I promise you, that's the extent of it. In fact, the reason I called you over is that Sue Ellen is in a very excitable state and I just want to be treated like a normal customer. So I figured it's best if I get another waitress until she calms down."

Lori nodded. "Okay. Fair enough. Let's start over." She pondered something for a few moments, and then said, "Look. I'm not... against you. I can see how happy you've made Sue Ellen. Our shifts happen to overlap a lot. When she started working here, about a week before you first showed up, she was her usual smiling, happy self, but I could sense a lot of that was forced. She wasn't happy with her boyfriend Mike, as well as some other things in her life, but she was trying to put on a brave front. Since then, she's just about the most constantly blissed out person I've ever met! Heck, even Laura walks around with a new spring in her step, and I understand you haven't even touched her yet."

I replied, "No, I haven't, but... it's complicated. Actually, I still don't know you from a hole in the ground. I don't know why I should be talking about any of this with you."

She nodded. "Understood. But I think the odds are good our paths are going to cross a lot, even if Sue Ellen only works here through the end of the summer, like she says she will. So there's no point in pretending you're just another customer."

I nodded back. "Okay, fine. Good point. And I'm glad to hear you're not against me. I promise you, I'm not taking advantage of Sue Ellen in some 'love 'em and leave 'em' way. We've made some VERY serious commitments to each other, long-term commitments, and I couldn't be more serious and sincere about that. I'm in love with her and I hope you can see that she's in love with me. I know the whole multiple lover thing throws people for a very big loop, but I hope you'll hang in there and won't be quick to judge. My goal is to keep that big smile on Sue Ellen's adorable face for many years to come."

"Good," Lori replied. "That's what I'm trying to do, be tolerant despite all the weirdness. I definitely don't approve of all this 'sex slave' and 'harem' business, but as long as you're making her that extremely happy, I'm willing to cut you some slack. Now that we've gotten all that out of the way, let's REALLY start over. Would you like to order something?"

"As a matter of fact, I would. I'll take the eggplant sandwich and a vanilla milkshake, please. And could you tell Sue Ellen that I'm not trying to snub her or anything, but I'd prefer for you to wait on me until she calms down?"

Lori nodded, and muttered, "Got it." She was distracted because she scribbled my order down on her pad and then looked up to stare at Sue Ellen. After a long pause, she said, "She really is... I don't even know how to say it. Radiant, maybe. Buzzing. Flying on the ground. Whatever you did to her, she's even MORE jubilant and energized than usual! It's probably a good idea that she stays clear of you for a while, or... I don't know. Sparks will fly and there will be an actual earth-shaking explosion!"

I grinned at that. "Exactly. She really is an amazing woman. And thanks again for being understanding, and getting all this sorted out up front. You are a very attractive woman, but if you have a husband or even a serious boyfriend, that means 'hands off' in my book. So I swear to you, no matter how you may see me treat Sue Ellen or even someone like Laura, you're totally safe with me."

"Good." She smiled back. "Somehow, I actually believe you. To be honest, you don't look like the notorious sex god you're portrayed as. Sure, you're very handsome, as I said, but you come off like an ordinary suburban dad type."

"That's because I AM an 'ordinary suburban dad type!' I'm so glad you said that, because sometimes I feel like I'm losing my mind. All kinds of amazing sexual adventures have happened to me recently, but I swear I haven't been the instigator. I'm an ordinary average guy at heart, so please just treat me as such."

She eyed me curiously. "I'll try. Though it's not like I can simply forget that you're an 'ordinary average guy' who just happens to have four sex slaves!"

I winced. "There is that."

She left shortly afterwards, after double checking my order.

Once she left, I thought, I wish I could convey just how sincere I am with all that. Yes, she's attractive, but that wedding ring really is the end of the story. And even if that wasn't the case, I'm not looking for any more lovers! Maybe if she was single AND a total jaw-dropping stunner I might be more tempted, but she's not. Besides, even then, I have too many lovers already! What I do hope for here at Mama Mia's with the other employees is complicity. Meaning employees who know about my sexual antics and are willing to turn a blind eye to them. That's it. And since she knows so much about me and doesn't seem to hate me, perhaps she can at least tolerate me. Well, maybe, if I can get to know her better and make a good impression. 

And at least she doesn't out and out hate me, like Sonia! That's a big plus! And frankly, that's more than I deserve, given all the wild stories that seem to be going around. I really need to talk to Cupcake about keeping her lips shut. She told me that she only talks to Laura and one or two others, and that's probably true, but then each of them talk to one or two others, and before long even the Bat knows absolutely everything. Not good! 

I was halfway through eating my eggplant sandwich when I saw Sonia headed towards me from the back of the restaurant. If looks could kill, I would have been struck down dead!




Chapter 3



I braced myself as I watched Sonia stomp her way towards me from the dark depths of the back of her restaurant. She was steaming mad. It looked like she was ready to deck me!

She came right up to my booth and put her hands on her hips. "YOU! You again!" She looked up as if talking to God. "Jesus fucking Christ! What have I done to deserve this?!" She shook her hands beseechingly towards the heavens only to put them back on her hips.

She leaned forward and glared at me again. She spoke through clenched teeth. "What. Are. You. Doing. Here?! Please tell me you're just here to eat lunch and scram. Do NOT tell me you're going to stay all fucking day!"

I replied, "Actually, I'm eating lunch, as you can see." I nodded down towards my mostly eaten eggplant sandwich. "Then I plan on staying here for the most of the afternoon."

She raised her hands up above her head and clutched at the air. "ARRGH! I knew you were going to say that! Why me, Lord?! Why me?! Why am I cursed with having this deviant sex monster trying to ruin my life and drive me out of business?!"

She dramatically planted a hand on the tabletop, which allowed her to lean in closer towards my face. "This will not stand! Look at you and your fucking bra!" She glared angrily at Sue Ellen's bra, still in full view not far from her hand. "Would you fucking remove that from sight, at least?!"

I shocked her by responding, "Sure." I took Sue Ellen's bra into my lap and out of her direct sight as I continued to talk. "I would prefer more 'please' and less 'fucking,' but that's a reasonable request."

That caused her to stand all the way back up. She put her hands back on her hips and exclaimed, "Why the hell didn't you do that yesterday, then?! It was sitting out in full view the whole fucking time!"

"Because you didn't ask me," I said in a deliberately calm voice. "Sure, you railed about it a lot, but you didn't ask."

"Well then, what if I just ask you to fucking piss off, leave my restaurant right now, and never darken my door again?!"

"You could do that, but then you'd be welshing on the terms of our bet. I know we don't get along, but even so, I admire you and I think you really are an honorable person who wouldn't actually demand that I leave."

She bristled even more. "'We don't get along?' That's the understatement of the year! I'm in the fight of my life just to keep my restaurant afloat, and the least thing I need is some dangerous sexual deviant stalking my staff here all day long!"

She planted her hand back on the table and leaned in aggressively again. "But you're not going to get to me today. You know why? Yesterday, I let you get to me and distract me because I tried to deal with you myself. I came to your table far too many times, and it didn't do any good. But today is your UNlucky day, because Paula happens to be working here too."

She waved a hand in Paula's direction. I realized that Paula was the name of the fifty-something frowning waitress I'd been wondering about earlier.

She continued, "Paula's not just my best and most experienced waitress; she's also one of my managers. When she's here, I know she'll take care of everything. She knows all about your perverted and disgusting ways, and she's told me she'll be glad to make your life miserable until you finally wise up and fuck off on your own accord. No bets broken there. So... HA!" She stood back up and folded her arms triumphantly across her chest.

I was distressed to find that Sonia had an apparent ally in her effort to get rid of me. But I had a plan that had been slowly forming in my mind over the past couple of days during rare moments when I wasn't feeling totally overwhelmed by my ongoing sexual adventures. Basically, I wanted to make myself too useful to Sonia for her to get rid of me.

I held a hand up in a "stop" gesture. "You could do that if you want, although I warn you that I'm not going to go easily."

She huffed, "What the hell is with you and my restaurant?! You never used to come in here. I certainly would remember someone with your face! And now it's like you're fucking planning on living here!"

With my hand still up, I asked, "What do you mean, 'with my face?' What is it about my face?"

That threw her for a loop. She looked away, and muttered, "Never mind about that!"

I got the sense she would have blushed, except her face was already reddened from anger. From her curious reaction, I suspected she thought I was unusually handsome, but she was loathe to admit it.

However, I left that slide since I wanted to get to my plan. "Whatever. And by the way, I strongly object to being called a 'deviant' and a 'monster' and all the rest. Anyway, I'll make it easy on you and on Paula. I've brought my laptop and I'm planning on working here all afternoon. But I'll make a mini-deal with you. I want to talk to you for just five minutes about your restaurant. Just FIVE minutes! If you think what I say has absolutely zero merit, then I'll leave as soon as I finish my lunch and I won't come back until tomorrow."

She wailed, "'Tomorrow?! Joy!" She groaned loudly. "Why do you keep coming here?!" She unfolded her arms and shook her hands in agitation.

"I have my reasons," I said cryptically. "Partially, I'm interested in this restaurant as a business. I think you're sitting on a potential gold mine."

She snorted derisively. "Yeah, right! I'm just barely breaking even. And ANOTHER motherfucking Olive Garden has opened nearby, and this one only a few blocks away. 'Gold mine?' More like a money pit!"

"Well, that's what I want to talk to you about. I have some ideas that I think will completely turn this place around."

"YOU?!" She pointed at me accusingly. "From what I understand, you're an author of stupid, pulpy books, not to mention being a full-time sex freak! What do YOU know about running a restaurant?"

"Absolutely nothing," I replied honestly.

"Ha! Thought so. Do you at least have some knowledge of running a business?"

"Nope. I'm totally clueless on that too." I put my hand back up. "I know, I know. You're going to ask why the heck you should take any advice from me. But all I'm asking is five minutes. If what I say is nothing but crazy ramblings, then tell me so and I'll leave you alone the rest of today. Just today, mind you, but this would be the easiest way to get rid of me for that long."

She asked suspiciously, "And if I don't think you're the crazy idiot that you obviously are?"

I held my hands out wide. "Then, I do stay the rest of the day, and you and Paula can't hassle me during that time."

"That's it? And I get to decide?"

"You do."

"That's a fucking no-brainer then. Fine. Let's hear your stupid little... whatever."

I pointed to the opposite side of the booth I was sitting in. "Please sit. I get five minutes, but I want your full attention. If you stand, you're going to be impatiently looking around the room."

She looked at that side of the booth skeptically. "Okay, fine. Whatever. But NO touching. Not even a knee brushing under the table or some sneaky crap like that. The way I look at it, you're like some kind of disease. The thought of you touching me makes me ill."

"And I like you too," I said sarcastically. Although the truth was, I did kind of like her, in weird way. She had a lot of spirit and passion. Unfortunately, much of that was directed against me.

She slid into the booth, then looked at her watch. "Okay, I'm timing you. Your five minutes exactly begins now."

"Okay, good," I said. "No interrupting for you, okay?" After she reluctantly nodded at that, I started into my pitch. "Here's the thing. I don't know jack shit about how to run a restaurant, I'll admit. But I have lived only a few miles from Mama Mia's for many years, and I know a lot about this area and the people who live in it."

That got her attention, at least to some degree. I hoped that she hoped she might at least learn some useful local information from me.

I told her, "This restaurant would do well in this area as it was, oh, say, about twenty years ago. But it's changed a lot since then. To be frank, most of it has gentrified and gotten a lot wealthier. Mama Mia's is a kind of a working class greasy spoon. That's not an insult. You serve quality food for a reasonable price."

That got a proud reaction from her. "That's right. That's practically my personal slogan. Our food is MUCH better than that pseudo-fast food crap they serve at Olive Garden!"

"I completely agree. Unfortunately, that's not what the people around here around looking for. The newer, wealthier people, I mean."

"Bullshit! That's what everybody wants. Who the fuck wouldn't want great food for a cheap price?"

"Bear with me. Of course that's a great combination, but there are other factors. I've known this place has been a hidden treasure for a long time. You may not remember me, but me and my wife have been coming here occasionally for years. But most of what I'll call the 'new crowd' will never find out how good this place is because they'll never give it a try. They want something upscale and classy, and they think this place is beneath them."

She glared at me. "And that's your big insight? I've very aware of that already, thank you very much. But it takes money to make money. I wish I could give this place an overhaul from head to toe, but I can't afford it. Like I said, I'm just scraping by. And unlike you, I don't have money to burn. Oh yes, Sue Ellen raves about how big your house is and the enormous backyard with the pool and the deck and the direct view of the ocean and blah blah blah. If I had that kind of money, believe me, I'd be putting it into my restaurant. But I don't, so I can't. Are we done here?" She started to get up.

"Not hardly. I'm just setting the scene." I waited until she reluctantly returned to her seat. "As it so happens, the 'new crowd' has some quirks you can take advantage of. When it comes to food, they're concerned more about food purity and quality than a fancy building and classy decor. And this is the key word: 'organic!' They're CRAZY for organic anything! You're in the ideal location to take care of that. This area has been changing rapidly, and most restaurants haven't kept up. There are very few restaurants around here that serve any organic food whatsoever."

Sonia sighed impatiently, like she was dealing with a stupid child and was running out of patience. "Look. I know all about organic food. That's been a thing since the sixties. But that's a niche market, less than five percent. And it's not who we are. My customers roll their eyes at that kind of thing and especially at the ridiculous prices."

I said, "Maybe so, but that means you need new customers, and more of them. Sure, organic is a niche on a national scale, but it's growing in popularity and it's all the rage in this area. I can't emphasize that last point enough. There's a Whole Foods just a mile or two down this very street! Have you seen how the parking lot there is full all the time? That's the 'new crowd' I'm talking about."

She made another scoffing noise, but at least she was paying attention.

"Like I was saying, you're sitting on a potential gold mine. Here's what I would do if I was in your shoes and I had a very limited budget. Come up with some organic options for your most popular dishes. It doesn't even need to be all organic. If you just have say, organic pasta and organic tomatoes, that'll be good enough, at least for a start. Print up new menus with a special organic section highlighted and just test the reaction. If it works, then you can go more in that direction."

I went on, "But here's the thing, and here's the key: make a huge sign, and I do mean a HUGE sign, out in front. Bigger even than your 'Mama Mia's' sign. And put it right up to the main street, so anyone driving by can't miss it. Have the sign say: 'new organic menu.' That's it. I swear, all those people coming and going to Whole Foods will swarm to this place like bees to honey!"

I continued, with growing enthusiasm, "And here's the great part: the new crowd types I talk about are rich, very rich. They don't mind being ripped off and paying way more than they should for organic food at places like Whole Foods, because they've got money to burn. Sure, your costs for the organic items will go up a little bit, but your profit margin for those will go up way more! I don't know the exact numbers, since I admittedly know next to nothing about the restaurant business, but the difference is bound to be so huge that you literally can't miss!"

I added, "I tell you, you're missing out. It's like running a dollar store in Hollywood: you might break even or even make a little money, but you could be doing soooo much better. This place has gone way upscale, and you're still clinging to the remnants of the working class crowd. More and more they're going to eat at the Olive Garden, since that place can beat you with more advertising and other advantages of being a large chain. You need to either change with the times and location, or die. The key to your salvation is the organic menu. Sure, a complete makeover and a grand reopening would be best. But you could still do a lot on the cheap. Having a big 'organic' sign out front is the key to the whole thing!"

I sat back and waited for her reaction.

She stared at me for some long moments with a look that could only be described as sullen and annoyed. Finally, she asked, "Is that it? Are you done?"

"That's the gist of my main point. I could say more. I have many more ideas, actually. I've been thinking about this a lot in recent days. But maybe this is all falling on deaf ears, so I'd like to see what you think before I say more."

I felt hopeful, despite her continued hostile glare. I thought it was significant that she'd started out occasionally glancing at her watch, obviously keen for the five minutes to end, but she'd forgotten all about the time about halfway through my pitch.

After another long pause, she said, "Good. I'll admit, your idea isn't totally crazy. But you know nothing about the restaurant business and it shows. Your ideas would never work, for a whole variety of reasons that I'm not even going to go into because it's a waste of my time talking to someone like you. So, since you're done with your damn five minutes, finish your damn sandwich already and get the hell out of here!"

I was shocked. "Really?! You're going to kick me out for the rest of the day?"

She snorted derisively. "I'd like to kick you out for the rest of time, but I'll take the rest of the day for starters."

I said, "I don't believe you mean that. I think you're a better person than that. I know you hate me, but I actually do really admire you, and I sincerely mean it. When I see you, I see someone who has been put in a bad situation. Sue Ellen tells me this restaurant fell into your lap as the main part of your divorce settlement, and you knew nothing about running a restaurant or even running anything at all. But you've put your heart and soul into this place and kept it going mostly through lots of hard work and sheer determination."

She said fiercely, "That's right. And that's why I'm so eager to kick you out and keep you out before you turn this into some den of iniquity for your perverted sexual games! To think that I would take advice from the likes of YOU! I might as well take advice from a pedophile neo-Nazi!"

I shook my head sadly. "Sonia, I think you're better than that. When you say that, you're letting your personal hatred of me trump doing what's best to make your restaurant succeed. My ideas are good and you know it! You're just too stubborn and angry to admit it. And I have much more to say. I don't know the restaurant business, it's true. I'm just an author. That's true too. But I'm a successful author, because I'm observant about human nature and the world around me, and I'm creative. I know way more about the new crowd that's taking over this area because I'm one of them, and I associate with them. I'm betting you don't, and you don't even know many people who do, because if you did you'd already be making changes to move with the times. Do you really want to see your restaurant die just because you hate me?"

There was another long pause. She looked to be on the verge of exploding and yelling her head off. But instead, she seemed to manage her temper, though just barely. She actually clenched her hands in the air and growled, before exclaiming, "You! You're the most fucking... frustrating man I've ever met!"

She got out of the booth and stood up. Then she glanced down at my mostly eaten eggplant sandwich. "Finish your fucking sandwich already!"

"Are you going to kick me out after that or not?"

She turned away and ran her hands through her hair like she was on the verge of tearing her hair out. "ARRRGH! I'll admit... you have a slight point with your organic... fucking... bullshit. Just a slight one, mind you. It's still not workable for reasons you can't even begin to see, but you're not totally crazy. So, technically speaking, I guess you're allowed to stay. But I sure as hell hope you'll leave anyway!"

With that, she stomped to the back of the restaurant and disappeared out of sight. She seemed just about as angry when she left as when she'd arrived.

Despite her anger, I couldn't resist grinning. A-ha! Gotcha! She is a stubborn jackass. And I know, 'cos I'm one too. But she can't deny that I have a point. In fact, the more she ruminates on it, the more she's going to realize that I have a VERY good point. I'm convinced that the organic route is her best way forward, and I think she's going to come around and put that big organic sign out front before too long. Which means that, no matter how much she hates me, she needs me. I've got all kinds of ideas and insights that can help her out, because I do know these neighborhoods in a way she clearly doesn't. 

And that, in turn, means she can't kick me out! At least not yet. Hopefully, in time I can prove my worth and come to some kind of cooperative relationship with her. The more I think about it, the more I realize she IS sitting on a potential gold mine. If she can draw in the Whole Foods organic crowd, she could make a killing! And since she's so short of money, I could invest in this restaurant and make a share of that. 

Now, admittedly, it's going to be a long road before I can change her attitude enough for her to tolerate more sexual hanky panky here. So I'm going to have to be on my best behavior for who knows how long. But somehow or another, I'm going to get her to come around on even that! I don't know how yet. Even a business relationship wouldn't be enough. But it's a key first step. 

I would have ruminated for longer, but Sue Ellen suddenly rushed to my booth and held her arms open wide. Her emotional face showed that she was desperate for a hug.

I was reluctant to so much as touch Sue Ellen because I was afraid of losing control, or having her lose control, and giving Sonia an easy excuse to kick me out of Mama Mia's for good. (Even though technically under the terms of our bet she wasn't supposed to kick me out for any reason, I knew that she was very close to doing so anyway.) But this was different, because I could see Sue Ellen wanted a hug for an emotional reason, not a sexual one.

So I stood up and wrapped my arms around her. She squeezed me so tightly that it surprised me. I didn't try to resist or cut it short. I knew this would look weird to the other customers, and there was still a decent-sized lunch crowd, but comforting my Cupcake took top priority.

Before I could ask her what was wrong, she spoke quietly near my ear, "Phew! I'm so stressed out! I wanted to rush in and defend you when the Bat attacked you like that, but yesterday you told me no, that I should let you fight your own fights."

"That's right. That's still true."

She wailed, "But it's so hard! She's so MEAN! I didn't catch it all because I had to at least make a token effort to help my customers. But I was listening in here and there, mostly at the beginning, and she called you some really mean names. I swear, I wanna just up and SMACK her in the face!"

She pulled back from the bear hug so she could demonstrate that by smacking one hand with her other one.

I chuckled. "Uh-oh! I definitely don't want to get on your bad side." The angry and determined look on her face somehow seemed incredibly sexy yet adorable to me.

Before I could say more, she squeezed me tight again. "Not you! You could never do wrong in my book. Well, almost never, 'cos I can't forget the whole 'dating stinky boys' thing. I love you so much! When she treats you like that, I just really want to... GRRR! RRGH!" She clutched her hands into fists even as she continued to hug me. "I'm madder than a wet hen! I'm just fixin' to fight back somehow! How can she call you those things when you're just about the most wonderful man anyone could possibly imagine?!"

I created some separation between her body and mine, so I could look down at her beautiful face while I brushed her bangs off her forehead. "I love that you're so supportive, but I'm not all that. It's just you don't know my flaws yet, so you put me on a pedestal."

She replied hotly, "That's not true! Everybody who knows you says-"

I hushed her by putting finger over her lips. "Ssssh. Let's not argue about that here and now. The key thing is that you did stand back and stay silent. That's good."

She raised her fists like a boxer. "Yeah, but I'm THIS close! If she says one more mean thing about you... I swear..."

I cut in, "You'll do nothing. Keep letting me fight my own fight with her. Please!"

She was exasperated. "But... but... I can't just be like the old lady who fell out of the wagon!"

She was going to say more, but I interrupted, "Wait, what?"

"Oh, sorry. I guess that's one of my Southern sayings. It means you're not involved and just stay out of it."

I grinned. "Exactly. Be like that old lady. Fall out of that wagon."

She giggled, and then crushed me in another big hug. "You're so great. Even when my feathers are all ruffled, you make me laugh. But I still can't forgive her. I'm seriously fixin' to go back to her office right now and quit in protest!"

I pulled back enough to resume eye contact. "Don't you dare do that! I've got a careful plan and you'll ruin it by doing that or confronting her, period. Please, just let me handle it, like I've been doing alright so far. Did you see how she wanted to kick me out but in the end she didn't?"

"I know, and I was really impressed, but... it's so hard! I just love you so much! And as one of your loyal cock slaves, I feel it's my duty to do something or at least say something."

I couldn't tell if others were paying attention, since I was trapped in Sue Ellen's embrace, but the last I'd checked, nobody else was within hearing range. Still, I lowered my voice to be extra careful. "Your duty, as always, is to obey me, and I'm telling you to play it cool with her. I'm on top of the situation and I've got a plan."

She caught on to my desire for secrecy and whispered back, "Master, can you tell me the plan? Please? And can I help with it? Then at least I'd be doing something instead of just simmering with frustration!"

"Please simmer a little longer. It's better if I don't tell you the plan, especially right here and now. But it's a good one. Trust me on this, okay?"

Actually, I didn't have much of a plan beyond what I'd just told Sonia, much of which Sue Ellen heard. My main hope was to pursue being so helpful to her restaurant that she couldn't get rid of me. But I didn't want to say much to Sue Ellen because I was mostly winging it.

Sue Ellen sighed and reluctantly whispered, "Okay, Master. If you say so."

I could feel her relaxing in my arms as she apparently deliberately let some of her anger go. I was surprised she was able to do that.

I just continued to hug her for a minute or more, even though I knew the longer it went on, the more likely Sonia would come back and complain, or her manager Paula would complain.

Finally, she whispered, "Thanks. This is nice. But I'm still all tensed up." She tilted her head back and looked up into my eyes. "I could really go for a nice long blowjob right about now! Gaawwwd, I'd just love to bob and slurp and choke on your enormous master-cock until tears are streaming down my face. That would totally help me de-stress."

I chuckled a little bit. "That seems to be your solution for just about everything."

"As a matter of fact, it is!" She giggled. "See? Just talking about it is making me smile already. Besides, even through everything I'm still all horny and worked up from everything you did before. The volleyball court, the lighthouse, taking my bra again - it's all too much!"

It wasn't easy, but I managed to break the hug. "I'll tell you what. Go back to your customers right now. We'll talk more about that in a little bit, okay?"

Her face lit up. "So, does that mean you...?"

"Go! We'll talk later. Maybe we can find a way, but later and somewhere else."

"Okay! God, I love you so much!" She left me with a big smile on her face and an actual skip in her step - she literally skipped away.

I finally was able to take a good look around. None of the customers seemed to be paying me any mind. Probably some of them noticed the hugging at some point, because it would be odd to see a waitress hug any customer. But when the hugging went on and on and stayed innocent, they must have lost interest.

The one exception was the manager, Paula. She was on the other side of the room dealing with a customer, but when I looked her way she happened to look back my way and gave me a nasty glare.

Uh-oh! She's definitely not what I call friendly. I wonder why she didn't come over and break up my long hug with Cupcake though. She certainly had good reason to do that, especially since Sue Ellen does have a few customers to deal with. I wonder if Paula is scared of me? It sucks being called a 'dangerous sexual deviant' and 'sex monster' and the like, but if there's a silver lining it's that some people like her might keep their distance. 

I sat back down and finally managed to finish off the remainder of my eggplant sandwich.

Once I was done, Lori came by to take my plate away. But she lingered, and said, "Boy, that was some confrontation. I've rarely seen Ms. Bossi get that angry. And yet... you're still in one piece." She laughed good-naturedly. "I was busy with customers so I missed most of it. What were you two talking about so intently?"

I grinned at her. "Hmmm. You seem more interested in gossip than actually taking my plate."

She grinned back. "Like I was saying, I don't approve of your lifestyle, but it's silly to pretend you're just like another customer. If Sue Ellen is to be believed, you're practically like her husband, from her point of view. And there's no love lost between me and Ms. Bossi. Or should I say Ms. Bossy." She smirked at that.

I grinned. "A.k.a., the Bat."

She looked around, probably to make sure Paula wasn't within listening distance. "Exactly. A well-earned name. So yeah, why not share a little bit of juicy gossip?"

"Okay, fair enough. You probably know how she'd like to kick me out, but I don't want to be kicked out. I like coming here, mainly so I can see more of Sue Ellen's smiling face. So I'm trying to be useful so she'll at least tolerate me. I gave her some ideas on how to make this place more profitable. She must have felt they had at least some merit, because I'm still here."

"Interesting. I can't wait to see how it turns out. I should warn you, she actually gave me and Dolly a little speech before our shifts started, all about you! She painted you as the second coming of Satan and tried to encourage us to be mean to you so you'd leave."

The name Dolly didn't mean anything to me, so I assumed it was one of the other waitresses. I asked, "I take it her instructions didn't work too well on you?"

"Nah. To be honest, I've got my doubts about you, but so far you seem to be behaving like a normal customer, so I don't see any reason to drive good paying customers away. Besides, I'm not exactly keen on the Bat either. So I'm just happy to sit on the sidelines and enjoy my popcorn. But you'll win big points with me if you can take her down a notch or two."

"I'll remember that. Thanks."

She nodded and then finally actually took my plate away.

That left me time to think. Hmmm. Interesting. I've got a feeling that most of the other waitresses probably feel much like Lori. I'm sure they're wary of me after hearing some wild gossip, much of it actually true. But if they watch and interact with me and see that I don't have horns or fangs, that'll help a lot. And it sounds like nobody likes "Ms. Bossy, the Bat," except maybe Paula. That could be a class thing, where Paula identifies herself more as one of the bosses than one of the workers. 

But in any case, I wonder if there's some way I could use the animosity towards her to my advantage. Hmmm... I can't think how, off hand. But it's a good thing to keep in mind for the future. 

I didn't have a watch, but I did have a rough sense of the time. I mentally plotted out my plans for the next hour or two. Then I called Sue Ellen over to fill her in.

This time, Sue Ellen was in more of a professional mode. She asked, "How may I serve you, Master? Oooh! I get shivers just from saying that!"

I asked, "Did you get in trouble with any of your other customers for the long hug with me?"

"Nah. It was only a couple of minutes and I'm good at smoothing things over. But I did get a question about who I was hugging." She looked pointedly towards an elderly couple sitting a few booths away. "I told them that you were my boyfriend. Is that okay?"

"Um... in this case, I guess. It's better if you can avoid saying anything though. And definitely don't tell them the truth!"

She giggled. "Of course not! Both of 'em would have had heart attacks!"

"By the way, have you taken your break yet?"

Her face lit up. "No! I've only been here since noon, you know. Why, do you have any ideas? Because I do! I'm not supposed to take my break until the lunch rush is over, but it's tailing off. I'd love nothing more than to spend every last minute of my break sucking on the King until you shoot a spermy explosion into my mouth!"

"Actually, I'm thinking along similar lines. I figure you're still worked up from before and you could use a sexual release."

"Oh my gosh! So much! And walking around bra-less, and with you in my sight most of the time... it's really hard to concentrate on my other customers. All I want to do is drop to my knees, rip my uniform off, and worship your incredible cock with my lips and tongue and fingers!"

I looked around with worry, then made a downward gesture with my hands. "Keep it down, okay? Someone might overhear you. Anyhow, I'm feeling the same way. Except it sounds like you can't take your break just yet, and I've gotta go back home to meet with the handyman about the lighthouse. So what if we meet in the parking lot when I get back? I could call you before I come in, and then we could have fun in my minivan."

"Oooh! AWESOME! You mean the Pussymobile, right?" She winked.

"Sure."

So Sue Ellen and I made plans. I didn't want her to miss out on eating lunch, but she told me she could sneak in eating something in the restaurant once the other customers were all gone. Even Paula didn't mind when waitresses did that occasionally, so long as there was absolutely no work left to do.

I paid my bill, leaving a big tip for Lori. I figured that could only help win her more to my side. Then I took my bag containing my laptop and left.

Talking to Mario about the lighthouse project was relatively straightforward and easy. When I got there, Mindy and Cindy had just arrived, and Mario had too. We showed him our plans, and since we trusted him to do a good job at his usual reasonable rate, it was mostly just a matter of deciding the quality of materials to use. It was a relief when he told us that we wouldn't run into any permitting problems since what we were planning on building didn't qualify as a building or an addition.

We told him that it was urgent, he told us he could start getting the materials tomorrow and have one of his assistants begin the work the day after that. Then it would take only a "few days" to finish after that, though he wasn't sure how long since he was juggling a couple of other jobs at the same time.

Mindy, Cindy, and I considered that very good news. Tomorrow was June 5th, and Nicky was due back on June 16th (which by the way happened to be Father's Day). So, even if it took Mario five or six days to finish the lighthouse, it still would be done with a few days to spare before Nicky came back.

I spent about half an hour dealing with Mario, until he had to get back to another job. It would have been nice to spend more time with Min and Cin, but they had to get back to work right away as well.

So I got back in my minivan and returned to Mama Mia's. Needless to say, I was eager to help Sue Ellen get rid of all her extra sexual energy! I loved her blowjob enthusiasm, but in my thinking some oral action was just for starters.




Chapter 4



I had called Sue Ellen a couple of minutes in advance to tell her I was on my way, so when I pulled back into the Mama Mia's parking lot, she was already standing there waiting for me. Not only did she frantically wave, she bounced up and down, excitedly causing her big breasts to bounce lewdly in her waitress uniform. If anyone else had been watching, they would have known right away that she was bra-less. Luckily, although there were a lot of cars in the parking lot, nobody was walking in or out. 

With the parking lot being rectangular in shape, it was hard to figure out a "safe" place to park. Luckily, there was a big van near the back of the lot, and I was able to park just behind it.

I must admit that I was feeling giddy, almost like I was experiencing my first "puppy love" all over again, except this was more about lust at the moment. Oh boy! My Cupcake is such a BABE! Soon, she'll be slurping and sucking hard on my dick, and she's REALLY good at that! God! Especially when she gets started with the deep throating. I wonder if she'll do that again?! 

By the time I had the engine turned off, Sue Ellen already was pounding on the sliding door, eager to get to the back. I crawled between the front seats and opened the door from the inside.

She rushed in like every second counted, but made sure to close the door behind her. While she did that, she exclaimed, "Oh, Master! I'm so thrilled! I can't even put it into words! I need this so very badly!"

Outwardly, I kept my cool. Mostly, anyway. But I was thinking, Me too. Me too! My dick was fully erect and ready for action.

As she finished closing the sliding door, I was hastily tilting the back seats down to make a flat, bed-like space. But I'd also noticed that she was wearing very noticeable cherry red lipstick, which was a change from when I'd left the restaurant less than an hour earlier. I asked, "What's with the lipstick?"

She moaned like I'd just told her something extremely arousing and orgasm-inducing. "HNNG! That's because I'm so very, very eager to suck your cock! I want to use the lipstick to mark just how deep I go down your enormous shaft!"

She'd shifted around in place so she was sitting facing me. She flashed a big smile and then started to pull her uniform off over her head.

But I urgently exclaimed, "No! Don't!"

That gave her pause, though just barely. She froze in place with the top already above her magnificent tanned tits, and asked, "Why?! It's a plain fact that slaves best suck their master's huge cocks while topless, or better yet, completely naked. It's essential!"

"Why?" I asked. Partly I was genuinely curious about her thinking, and partly I simply thought it would be hot to hear her talk about it.

She looked and sounded very impatient. "Master, please! My meal break is only for thirty minutes, and I want to use every last second sliding my lips up and down your huge shaft! Your virile sperm is the only meal I need. There's no time to explain more than to say it helps me feel totally slutty and totally uninhibited, so I don't just want to suck your cock, I need to worship and adore it with every fiber of my being! Please, just trust me on this, okay?!"

I was right, it IS hot to hear her talk about it! I especially like the "every fiber of my being" part, because I know it's true! She really does give her all. God, I'm so excited that I've got butterflies in my stomach! 

She was in such a hurry that she pulled her uniform all the way off as she was talking. Since her uniform was a one-piece, that left her in just her shoes, socks, and panties. She got busy removing them too, starting with her panties.

I was going to tell her to stop, because I had a plan that involved the blowjob as just the warm-up act. I worried about her being above window level and having other people see her. But I decided that trying to get her to keep any clothes on right now would be an uphill battle and only waste time. I could just get her to ease off me when the time came. Besides, all the windows were tinted anyway, except for the front windshield.

Sue Ellen was simply ravenous. As soon as I was sitting comfortably against the inner side of the minivan and I pushed my shorts down my thighs, her lips were wrapped around my shaft. She swallowed my thickness so fast that it was remarkable. I still didn't think she'd physically adjusted to my unusual size yet, but that didn't matter because she overcame every obstacle through sheer determination.

Aaaah! That's it! God DAMN! Just look at her staring up at me lovingly while her lips stretch out wider and wider... Fuck me! She's clearly struggling and suffering here at the start, but she doesn't care! 

Within seconds, she was bobbing down on me and using lots of tongue to boot!

The resulting surge of pleasure for me was so great that my ass actually lifted up off the floor for a few seconds. I had to struggle just to breathe because she literally took my breath away. I put my hands on her head and thought, Jesus H. Christ! On a pogo stick! Yes, this is a full "pogo stick" situation! Gaawwwd, that feels incredible! She really is something else! 

It only took about a minute before tears started rolling down her cheeks. I would have been alarmed except that I'd learned in the last week or so that this was considered a very good thing. In fact, she probably would have felt she wasn't doing a good enough job until she shed at least some tears. That made me wonder exactly how much pain she was feeling compared to how much pleasure, but I figured I could never truly know.

The minutes passed in exquisite rapture for me. She sucked me with such passion and talent that I just about lost my mind. For the first couple of minutes it was touch and go if I would cum or not, because she was so cock-hungry that she couldn't control her own actions. She fingered her pussy and clit as she sucked her way through about three orgasms. Each time she came, she would scream into my boner. The sounds of her muffled ecstasy drove me crazy.

Although I was just sitting there, doing little more than occasionally stroking her hair or clutching at the sides of her head, I found myself sweating and my heart thumping wildly because it was such an intense experience.

But after a while she finally calmed down enough to remember that the only way she could enjoy all thirty minutes of her break time was to keep me from cumming too soon. It was less intense but more enjoyable when I was able to calm down enough to stop constantly squeezing my PC muscle and panting hard.

I had been keeping my eyes closed most of the time, because merely looking at her sexy nude body might be the final straw pushing me into orgasm. However, I was able to look around and take stock of my surroundings. God, what a trip, doing this in the "Pussymobile," in a friggin' parking lot! I doubt anyone can see through the tinted windows, but they sure can see through the front windshield. In the future, I'm going to have to be more mindful of that when I park the car. Or, better yet, I could put up one of those cardboard heat visor things that cover nearly all of the windshield. 

Fuck, man! What's amazing is that there is going to be a next time. And not just one, but many! I'm a fucking harem master and I love it! Ha! Phew! Damn, every moment feels so good. I wonder what Sonia would think if she came to the parking lot looking for her employee and found us like this. It could happen! Geez, I'd kind of like to see her peer through the windshield and gawk at Cupcake doing all her "worshipping and adoring with every fiber of her being." I'll bet the Bat doesn't even do blowjobs for anybody, or if she does she does them reluctantly and without any enjoyment. Her loss! Look at how Cupcake is having the time of her life! 

I was having such a great time that I forgot all about my plan to stop the sucking after just a minute or two and spend the rest of the time fucking her instead. I went into a kind of state where I hardly knew up from down; I was just reveling in the seemingly endless erotic joy.

I was startled out of my reverie when she pulled her lips all the way off my shaft and repositioned so my boner was buried in her cleavage. Then, with her head craning down to lick the tip while she stared adoringly up into my eyes, she said, "Master, you make me so very, very happy! I reckon I could spend the rest of my life slurping and bobbing on your huge cock, and it would NEVER get boring!"

With my lust in control, I growled, "Good, because you will! Every day, for decades to come!"

She reacted like I just slammed my cock up her cunt. "UNGH! HNNG! Just thinking about endlessly serving you for 'decades to come' exactly like this, naked, kneeling, drooling and slurping all over the King... OH! Wow! Shivers and tingles! It makes me so overjoyed that I'm about to cry!"

I knew exactly what she meant, because I was feeling shivers and tingles all over too. Still, I had to point out, "But you're already crying. Tears are streaming down your cheeks."

"I know, but that's just the usual tears of effort from nearly busting my jaw on your sheer thickness! At first I tried hard to resist crying whenever your cock plunges into one of my orifices, but now I love to let the tears flow. Especially when I suck! Somehow, it makes choking on all your hot and throbbing cock-meat even MORE satisfying! I swear, I'm hot as blue blazes!"

I have to admit, I'm kind of getting into the whole teary thing too. Seeing any of my slaves with their faces wet with tears shows the supreme effort they put into pleasuring me. How can that not turn me on? Ironically, Mindy's the only one who isn't much of a crier, since she's gotten so used to my size from years ago. 

As Sue Ellen was talking, she was licking all over my cockhead while tightly titfucking the rest of my shaft. It was an extremely effective combination. Then she swallowed down to the ridge of my cockhead and just past it. I figured her talking was done for a good while, since she spent the next minute using her mouth and tits to stimulate every last inch of my erection.

But she suddenly freed her mouth back to just licking, allowing her to say, "Master, permission to deep throat you? Please?! That's why I wore the red lipstick, to see just how far I can go. Then I'm going to work on going a little deeper each time, until I have every last fraction of every last inch of your gigantic cock inside my lips! Oooh! And I'm going to work on endurance too! I'm fixin' to be your deep throating queen! I know all your slaves will be able to do it soon enough, but I want to be the very, very best at it!"

My teeth were clenched, because she was slowly bringing me closer and closer to the cusp of orgasm, continuing the tight titfucking and lots of cock licking the whole time she talked. Still, I managed to point out between my heavy breathing, "Um... your lipstick... it's all gone."

She pulled back enough to free all of my shaft from the depths of her cleavage. She gave my hard-on a good look-over. "Shoot! The King certainly is red, but that's just an all-over red from being so hot and angry and demanding. I can't really see any of the lipstick at all. I guess between the titfucking and all my lip sliding, it got smeared in too much. But never fear!"

Her smiling face was radiant as she pulled further away from my crotch, found her discarded waitress uniform, and fumbled around with it. "I'll betcha didn't know these tight and skimpy dresses have pockets. A-ha!" She pulled a tube of lipstick out and tossed the uniform aside. "Time for a fresh application!"

I should have closed my eyes to let my arousal level come down some. But I couldn't resist watching her put the lipstick on her lips, not to mention ogling the rest of her naked beauty. Sue Ellen had such a natural appeal that she didn't need to wear much make-up, if she wore any at all. I certainly didn't remember seeing her wear bright red lipstick before.

For some reason, it strongly aroused me. Perhaps it was symbolic of how she'd fully given herself to being a slut, my slut, but without any shame or regret. I suspected she never wore that kind of lipstick for Mike or any of her previous boyfriends.

Sue Ellen looked past me, and I realized she was checking her lipstick application in the reflection of the tinted window behind my head. But then her head jerked back towards my boner, and she exclaimed with delight, "Oooh! It's twitching! And bobbing! All on its own! Master, is that because you like my lipstick look?" She carelessly tossed the lipstick away and grasped my boner again.

"It is," I sincerely replied. "It's like you're saying, 'These sweet lips are meant for sucking cock. Your cock.'"

That excited her so much that it was almost comical. Her eyes went wide and her jaw dropped, though she somehow managed to smile through it all. She'd just resumed stroking my boner, but she took her hand off again so she could shake and gesticulate with both her fists. "Ohmigod! That's EXACTLY what I'm trying to say! Because it's TRUE! Oh, Master, my mouth, my hands, my tits, my cunt, my whole body... it exists to serve you! I love you! I love you so much!"

She still hadn't made any attempt to wipe her face clear of tears, because she apparently wore them like some badge of pride. But she'd stopped shedding new tears for the past couple of minutes, since she'd stopped bobbing on me. As a result, I could see new tears welling up in her eyes as she tried to express the extent of her love and devotion.

I was very emotionally moved, and I tried to share that feeling with her. "Cupcake! I love you too! I've never fallen for anyone so fast. Two weeks ago, I didn't know you from Adam, but now I already feel like I can't live without you. The harem simply wouldn't be complete without you in it."

The tears welling in her eyes suddenly started streaming down her face. "Oh, Master! Master, Master, Master! Please stop talking like that, before I simply DIE of too much joy! You're gonna make me too big for my britches. I thought I was in love with Mike and a couple of other previous boyfriends, but what I felt with them is NOTHING compared to this! This is true love! Being one of your cock slaves is the absolute BEST! And the best part of all is that I can express my love with my body, and especially my mouth!"

She'd been merely holding my hard-on with one hand while she practically swooned from the unexpectedly emotional moment. So I wasn't expecting it when she lunged her head down, engulfed my cockhead, and then kept going until her lips were very near the base of my shaft! Just like that, in about three seconds flat, she'd deep throated me!

Now it was my turn for my eyes to go wide and my jaw to drop. Sure, she'd deep throated me before, and she was even starting to make a habit of it, but it still shocked the hell out of me. Sure, the physical pleasure was incredible, but what wowed me even more was the way she stared up into my eyes. There was so much love and lust in her expression that it took my breath away.

Then, with all but a fraction of an inch of my thickness in her mouth, she started to apply her considerable oral talents. First, she carefully started "milking" my cock with her throat. I'm not sure what exactly she was doing or how it worked, I only knew the end result felt unbelievably fantastic. I clenched my teeth and waved my fists in the air like I was being operated on without any anesthetic, but it was all joy and no pain.

Thankfully, she waited until that initial surge of lust passed through me. Then, as she kept on milking me with her throat, she used her lips and tongue to devastating effect as well. She somehow managed to bob back and forth about an inch, which improved the milking deep down even more.

GOD! FUCK! I thought we'd have a little "suck and fuck" fun in the car while she had her short break, but this is turning into much more! So much love, so much pleasure! She's gonna wreck me for the whole rest of the day! HNNNG! 

She kept at it for a solid minute. At least I'm guessing it was about a minute from the way I kept panting hard, but the truth is I lost all track of time. By the time she pulled off, I was in a daze. I don't know how I managed not to cum, because I was too far gone to think about squeezing my PC muscle or taking any other measures.

She eventually pulled all the way off. Even more streaks of tears flowed down her face and dripped onto her big breasts. She clutched at her throat in a way that concerned me.

I was about to praise her to the high heavens, but I was still in an erotic daze. She practically took the words out of my mouth when she said, "That was amaaaazing! Gaawwwd, I love it so much!"

I managed to gather my wits enough to say, "Are you serious?! That's what I was going to say. I thought deep throats are supposed to be great for the guy but an ordeal for the girl."

There actually was a twinkle in her teary eyes as she replied, "Yeah, but the best possible ordeal!" She winked. Then she sat all the way up and tilted her head back as if overcome by the whole experience, which she probably was. "Master, you have no idea how much I LOVE doing that! I feel like I'm in my element. I mean, I can tell that I'm stimulating every last inch of your cock, all at once! As a cock slave, you have no idea how wonderful that feels to me."

I said, "But deep throating is mainly about pleasing the guy."

"Excuse me for my language, Master, but that's bullshit! Whoever says that is doing it wrong. It's like a non-stop orgasm for me, but better! And the mental rush is ever greater. This is literally what I live for, to serve you and arouse you. It's the perfect symbiotic relationship!"

I marveled at her use of the word "symbiotic." I thought it over, and said, "You know what? You're probably right. And it's great that you love it, because you really are turning into a deep throating queen."

She squealed and clapped her hands. She couldn't have been happier.

I looked down at my boner to see if there was evidence of a lipstick ring. Sure enough, this time not only was there one, but it could hardly have been more obvious if she'd drawn a ring around the base of my shaft with her lipstick tube. I pointed out, "Look! You got your ring this time."

She brought her hands to the side of her head as if she was afraid her brain was going to explode from too much excitement if she didn't keep it in place. "OH MY GOD! OH MY GOD! That's just... TOO GREAT!"

Then, like flipping a switch, she was suddenly all business. Brimming with energy, she pleaded, "Master, please! Can I do it again? And again and again and again?!"

I put my hands over my crotch before she made another surprise lunge. I chuckled. "Now, wait a sec. I love your passion, but we should take it one step at a time. Deep throating isn't easy on your throat, no matter how excited you feel about it. Besides, what about the time?"

That made her frown and even scowl. "FUCK the time!" Then she added more lovingly, "Master, all I want to do is be with you like this, with you clothed and me fully naked to symbolize my humiliating and total submission to your power and virility! Let me play hooky and spend the next couple of hours worshipping and adoring your cock in every possible way! Please?! I can deep throat you some more, and cuddle, and kiss, and you can plunge your-"

I interrupted. "Wait! We don't have to do everything at once. I, at least, need to pace myself. Remember, we have the rest of our lives together."

That moved her so much that she rushed at me and squeezed me in a tight hug. "Master!" She seemingly kissed me all over my face at once, and then planted a really big smooch on my lips. By the time that kiss was over, she was jacking me off with one hand. "Master, please, say that again!"

I was almost afraid of making her too overjoyed, but I risked it anyway by saying, "We're going to spend the rest of our lives together - you, me, Mindy, and the other cock slaves."

I could feel her body shiver in my arms. "Oooh! Goose bumps! Thinking of them and all the sharing we'll do makes it even better!"

I growled as if I was upset, "Yeah, well, I hope you like cum, and lots of it, because I'm going to pump you full of cum, every single day. You'll never know what hole I'm going to pump full of hot cum next, because your body belongs to me and I'm going to use your body like a pin cushion for my own selfish desires!"

Normally, I would never say something that outlandish, but I was so very aroused that I was feeling slightly out of my mind. Besides, I was hamming it up, knowing what she wanted to hear.

Sure enough, she squealed with joy. Then she brought a second hand to my hard-on and began sliding both of her hands up and down it in tandem.

Encouraged by the fire in her eyes, I went on, "The way I look at it, I love you so much that I can't really fully express it with words. So think of my cum as kind of my hot and creamy liquid love for you. Whenever I cum on your face, or your tits, or down your throat, or deep in your cunt, it's like I'm saying 'I love you' millions of times over, one for each spermatozoa that shoots out of me."

This time, she positively screamed, "MASTER!" Then, without any warning, she repositioned and fully impaled my boner all the way in her cunt!

I was just as surprised as when she deep throated me, and just as aroused.

At first, she let out a long moan of supreme satisfaction as she settled into place, sitting and shifting on my boner. But within seconds, her moan turned into an orgasmic shriek. She tilted her head back and let out so much noise that I could scarcely believe it was all coming from her. At the same time, her entire body jerked and convulsed like she'd lost any semblance of motor control.

I had to carefully squeeze her tight to prevent her from sliding off me and collapsing on the floor, or even hitting her head against the other side of the limited backseat area. I also hoped against hope that screams from within this minivan couldn't be heard well outside it, or perhaps they could be but nobody was in the parking lot.

I grimaced and clenched and struggled with all my might not to cum with her. It was very tempting, but I wanted to hang on for the full thirty minutes of her break and then let go right when it was time for her to leave. I didn't know what time it was because neither of us wore a watch and I couldn't see the clock in the front of the minivan from where I was sitting, but I guessed at least half of her break time was over.

I found it kind of funny and ironic that I'd planned to have her suck me for just a couple of minutes and then switch to fucking. Instead, she'd wanted to suck me the whole time, but she'd wound up taking the lead and switching to fucking after all. The truth was, I didn't care much what we did. As long as I was with her, I knew I'd have a great time and I was sure she would too.

For a couple of minutes, not much happened because Sue Ellen's massive orgasm finally petered out and she was simply limp with my arms around her. She looked even more adorable than usual resting with her eyes closed, a big contented smile, and her cheeks soaked with tears. Despite the lack of movement, there was no way my dick was going to go flaccid, especially while I was balls-deep inside of her. I welcomed the respite, since I'd been dangerously close to the brink.

However, I also worried about the time. If my guess was correct, we only had five to ten minutes left, if that, and I wanted to fuck her for a little while before finishing by cumming inside her. I still couldn't see the clock with Sue Ellen on me, but as soon as she started to stir, I started to fix that by saying to her, "That was great, my sweet Cupcake."

She opened her eyes as if coming back from a long night's sleep and smiled at me with blissful satisfaction. She didn't need to say anything because her heart was on her sleeve, as always. Besides, even if it hadn't been, I could feel her vaginal muscles bearing down on my thickness squeezing rhythmically as if to ensure that I wouldn't leave her..

I hastened to add, "That said, we need to worry about the time. Remember that I'm in the middle of a fight of sorts with Sonia, and it won't do to have you be late."

Sue Ellen just mewled and snuggled into me. "Ohhh... Master... please don't say that. All I want to do is stay here in your strong arms, with your massive cock fucked ALL the way inside me. There's literally no place I'd rather be, nothing I'd rather do, than to be fucked balls-deep onto your cock. This is heaven on Earth!"

I ran my hands up and down her bare back. "Mmmm... That sounds nice. But I'm your master and I must insist. Let's start by taking a look at the clock."

She pouted, "Is that in the front seat? Does it mean I have to get off you?"

"Yes, and yes. That would be easiest."

"Awww... But... okay." Just like that, she pulled up and off  me. She somehow managed to exert a powerful suction on my cock when she did that, which resulted in an incredibly lewd and astonishingly wet sounding schlorp and pop when my shaft was finally freed from being imprisoned within her hungry vagina.

I don't know why, but that provocative squishy sound made me both very proud of her and disappointed that she couldn't keep sitting on my erection a lot longer.

Not embarrassed in the least by such lewd noises, she crawled a couple of feet away from me until she had a clear view of the front seat area. Knowing that I was watching, she made sure to wiggle her ass enticingly.

I was surprised and more than a little suspicious at how quickly and easily she got off me. I figured she had to have some angle. But I played along, and asked, "So, what's the time?"

"It's three past time for more fucking!" She crawled back to me, smirking in a very Mindy-esque manner.

I asked patiently, "No, really."

She struck a sexy pose on all fours, letting her big tits droop nearly to the floor. "Really, we've got ten more minutes. So I've gotta redouble my efforts to make you cum! Can I try something new?"

"Certainly." I couldn't wait to see what she'd come up with next.

"Okay. Master, please, lie down. All the way down."

I did so. I actually had to go at an angle to have enough room.

She squatted over my crotch, facing me and with a foot on either side of my torso. She squatted much like a frog, with her knees far out from her body. Then she held my hard-on up to her dripping wet nether lips and slowly impaled herself back down onto my thick pole.

This time, she didn't immediately cum, but just let out one very, very long contented sigh. "Aaaaaaaaaaaaah! Bliss! Pure cock slave bliss!"

I couldn't have agreed more about the pure bliss part. I asked, "Is that why you didn't mind getting off me? 'Cos you wanted to try this position?"

She replied a bit sheepishly, "Yeah. When I'm not with you I like to fantasize about all the different ways I could pleasure your cock, and I think this one has a lot of potential. With my knees way out like this, I can turn my entire body into sort of a bouncy spring. I think so, anyway. I never tried this with Mike."

"Well, let's see how it goes. It's new to me too."

"Oh, really?! COOL!" Her entire face lit up with delight. Then she started rising and falling on me. It was just like she was doing some squatting exercises except that my cock was inside her, and with each squat she went from having me balls-deep in her to very nearly pulling all the way out.

Right away, both of us could tell this was a really great way to fuck. She was mostly going slowly, but sometimes she would surprise me by going faster. It felt fantastic at any speed. I was amazed that Mindy and I had never tried this exact position in all our years together.

Sue Ellen raised a fist in triumph. "YESSSS! It's working!" Then, a bit uncertainly, she asked, "Can you feel it, Master? Is it good?"

I had to laugh at that, and I did, because the answer was so obvious. "Of course! It's great! Why don't people do this all the time?!"

She smiled from ear to ear, after confirming that I was greatly enjoying it. After another couple of quicker squats, she slowed down to answer, "I think... because it's very tiring... on the squatter. It's like doing... a pull-up or sit-up... each  time."

"You make it sound like you're doing 'sexercises' to help you build stamina for even better fucking."

Sue Ellen just threw her head back and groaned lustfully as she kept working herself onto my erection.

"Gaawwwd! 'Sexercises' … with the King! Fucking you to get stronger so I could fuck you even MORE! Wow! That sounds like the perfect daily workout plan! The only problem is, I'm not sure... how long I can manage this. ... I've never done it before!"

Gently, I suggested to her, "Don't tire yourself out. There are many great ways to fuck. Switch to something else when you feel like it, and come back to it later if you want." 

"Good idea, Master. Wow! Everything is so great! I don't know how it could get any better. I can't wait until I tell my sister slaves. They're all gonna want to try it!"

It occurred to me that since I was still fully dressed, with my shorts actually still halfway down my thighs, I was in easy reach of my cell phone in my shorts pocket. I pulled it out and grinned impishly. "Why wait? Who do you want to tell first?"

As I'd hoped, her whole face lit up with shock and delight, even as she continued to rise and fall on my pole. "Well, hush my mouth! Can we really do that?!"

"Sure! Why not? Who should we call? I figure the Gruesome Twosome are probably at home together, and Min and Cin of course are at work together."

I was amused to watch her put her hand to her chin and ponder this like it was a deep philosophical question, because all the while she was doing her squats on me like she was an expert at it already. It was pretty impressive how she'd pull out past the crown of my cockhead nearly every single time, and yet she hadn't popped all the way off once.

She stared off into space, seemingly heedless of the fact that she was buck naked in the middle of her employer's parking lot. "Hmmm... Michelle and Ruby are officially breastest friends, so I feel obliged to call them. Plus, they're probably not doing anything that important whereas I don't want to get Mindy and Cindy too hot and bothered while they're at work. But how would that work with your sex boycott?"

I was enjoying the repeated impalements too much to think about that just yet, but I quickly mulled it over and then said, "I think it would help."

Sue Ellen cocked her head to one side while continuing to do her squats impaling herself onto me. "How would that work, exactly?" she asked, puzzled.

"It'll get them frustrated and even more cock-hungry than they are already. As far as I'm concerned, that's a win-win right there."

I must admit I was pleased to hear her sharply indrawn breath upon realizing my plan.

Sue Ellen made up her mind very quickly. "Okay! Call them then!" 

So I did. As soon as I heard the phone start to ring, I handed it to Sue Ellen.

That surprised her, and she brought her squatting impalements almost to a complete stop so she could concentrate on the call.

I hadn't thought to put her on speakerphone mode, but luckily she did. "Hey! Michelle?"

"Yeah? Is that you, Sue Ellen?"

"It is. Please go to speakerphone so Ruby can hear this too. Are you two together?"

"Of course. We're tanning in the nude by the pool while we practice our titfuck-blowjob combo technique with our Dandos. Oh, and Ruby is working on some new song lyrics. from time to time. Sex boycott or not, the quest to be Daddy's perfect sex slaves never ends."

"Good for you," Sue Ellen said. "As a matter of fact, I was just doing that a little while ago, on the real thing."

"GRRR!" Michelle growled. "You lucky slut!"

Sue Ellen giggled. "Ruby, you there?"

"Yeah, sure, "Ruby said.

"Hold on to your hats... No, wait. Since you're naked, you don't have any hats, so hold on to your tits instead. Use both of your hands, especially you, Michelle. Are you doing that?"

"We are now," Michelle said, starting to breathe more loudly. "And we're starting to fondle them too, thinking about you titfucking and blowing 'the real thing.'"

"Good, 'cos now I can tell you that was the just warm-up. I'm sitting in the Pussymobile on my lunch break, and I've got the KING all the way in me! In my tight, hot, throbbing... wet... CUNT!"

That resulted in gasps as well as ooohs and aaahs from Michelle and Ruby. I obviously couldn't see them, but I was fairly confident some serious tit mauling was going on too.

Michelle recovered first, and breathlessly asked, "So he's right there with you, right now? Can he hear what we're saying?!"

"Of course," Sue Ellen replied. "I've got you on speakerphone mode too. I just had to call to share in the joy! I've been sucking on his cock, and deep throating it, and I've never been happier in my entire life! To serve and submit to his huge cock is the ultimate joy!"

Michelle practically scoffed, "Well, yeah. Duh! Tell me something I didn't know a thousand times over already. Like, what are you're doing to him right now?!"

Ruby chimed in, "Paint the scene! Vividly!"

Since the call began, Sue Ellen hadn't been moving on me much, though she did churn her hips on my boner some. But she resumed her squatting impalements while she spoke with excitement and pride. "I'm butt naked and Master is nearly fully dressed. I feel so wonderfully humiliated, forced to serve him like this in the parking lot of Mama Mia's! We do have tinted windows, but I'd be doing the exact same even with no windows because nothing is more important than pleasuring my master's cock!"

Michelle and Ruby both moaned lustily at that, practically in stereo. I could hear them starting to breathe heavily as well. Ruby muttered, "God, that's so true. 'Pleasure the cock!'"

"That's what I'm doing! Right now, I'm churning on it, and bouncing on it, but not in the usual way! I'm trying something he says he's never done before, not even with Mindy. He's lying down and I'm squatting over him, facing him, with my knees spread far to each side. It allows me to bounce up and down on him like a human spring! Every time, I'm impaled all the way!"

The Hellions moaned even louder, much, much louder. Michelle jealously complained, "No fair! That sounds HOT! Way too hot!"

Ruby moaned lustily, "Gaawwwd! Repeated impalements! How many hundreds of times have we fantasized about that?! And she's actually doing it! RIGHT NOW!"

Michelle moaned still louder, like she was already on the brink. "I know! And I haven't even lost my hymen yet!" She squealed orgasmically, "Good god, I… NEED… to fuck myself onto my Daddy's cock so bad! I'm suffering!"

Sue Ellen cleverly said, "Well, you just have to submit to your master. Fully submit to him and the power of his cock! Which is what a good slave does anyway."

I arched an eyebrow at her, but she just smirked and winked at me while continuing to slowly rise and fall on my stiffness.

Michelle complained stridently, "I'm TRYING! He's the one with the stupid sex boycott now. I don't know what he wants from us! I would give absolutely fucking ANYTHING to be exactly where you are right now!"

Ruby griped, "It's cruel, sharing this with us, when you know we're suffering through the boycott."

Sue Ellen spoke earnestly, "Please, please, don't take it that way! I'm only calling you to share the joy. The way I look at it, we're a team. A cock-pleasuring, big-titted, submissive slave-slut team. When one of us is bouncing on his cock, it's like we're all bouncing on his cock, basking in the joy that our master is tripping out on lusty ecstasy! And that's still true, sex boycott or not, because the boycott is just temporary, but we're his devoted slaves for life!" She added more hesitantly, "Is that true, or not true? Please don't tell me I got that wrong."

There was a loud groan from Michelle that sounded like a mix of lust and frustration. "UUUUGGGH! No, you didn't get it wrong. You're totally right! When you put it that way, how can we be mad?"

Ruby added, "'Share the cock,' always. Michelle, she's sharing the cock with us, in spirit, even though we're not there. I'm so very horny right now, pulling on my nipples and diddling my clit. We should thank her, not complain."

"That's true," Michelle replied, "but I love it and hate it at the same time! Gaawwwd! I'm getting so hot and horny right now! I'm totally playing with myself! Sue Ellen, what are you doing to him now?"

Sue Ellen honestly explained, "When you're talking, I rise and fall on him, fully impaling myself each time. But when I'm talking, like right now, I tend to slow down. But also, I've been doing this for a while and it gets REALLY tiring, so I'm thinking about switching positions." Her face lit up as a new idea came to her. "HEY! Why don't you two tell me what I should do to him next?"

Ruby nearly wailed, "OH GOD! Then it'll be almost like he's fucking US! We're fucking through proxy!"

Michelle exclaimed, "Oh shit! Yes, yes, yes! A thousand times yes! The only problem is, what position?! We want to do them all! Wait a sec!"

The sound from the phone went muffled, but we could still hear enough to know that Michelle and Ruby were having very spirited and vocal debate.

Meanwhile, Sue Ellen looked at me and giggled while she picked up the pace of her impalings again.

I thought that the Gruesome Twosome might spend several minutes arguing, since they both can be very stubborn. But after less than a minute, Ruby came back on the phone to say, "We've agreed he should fuck you doggy-style, while you're on all-fours!"

My Cupcake giggled with glee, delighting in the sharing of the experience. She pulled all the way off me to get a little rest before moving into the new position. "Okay, sure. But can I ask why that one?"

There was a long pause before Ruby said, "Can't talk much! ... Too horny! ... Busy masturbating! ... Trust us, good reasons!"

Sue Ellen laughed even more gleefully. I could tell that she genuinely enjoyed making the Gruesome Twosome super aroused through the phone call, and it was feeding back, making her more aroused too. "Okay, fair enough. I'm putting the phone on the floor and getting on all-fours!"

As Sue Ellen proceeded to do just that, Ruby cheered, "You go, girl!"

I finally pulled my shorts all the way off. They'd been down toward my knees and vaguely annoying me for a while, so I was glad to get rid of them.

I got behind my sexy Cupcake and positioned my boner back up against her pussy. I was glad that the Hellions had chosen this position, because although I'd had a great time with all the sexual fun so far, I had been passive and I wanted to get active. After bracing myself with a hand on her bubble butt, I pushed in.

Sue Ellen screamed, "He's pushing it in! OH GOD! OH GOD! SO THICK!"

I could hear Michelle and Ruby screaming just as loudly. It occurred to me that they probably were having as much fun as we were, or at least something close to it.

Sue Ellen continued to describe what was happening for the next minute or two. Practically everything she said resulted in euphoric shouts over the phone. Occasionally, Ruby would make some comment back, which would often get Sue Ellen and me even more worked up.

After a while, I was thrusting in and out with a steady rhythm, so there wasn't much to report. But just when I thought things were starting to die down on the other end of the phone line, Ruby unexpectedly shouted out, "Daddy, spank her ass!"

That surprised me, not least because Ruby was breaking some unwritten rule that had somehow arisen during this call where the three girls talked to each other like I wasn't there. As I plowed in and out, I asked her in confusion, "What, now?"

Ruby panted excitedly, "Yes! Now!" Seeing that she probably needed to explain herself more, she added, "Not like a full-on spanking. Just SMACK HER ASS from time to time! She'll love it, trust me!"

Before I could respond to that, Sue Ellen cried out, "She's right! That's GENIUS! Pure genius! Please do it, Master! I'm gonna cum so hard!"

So I fully sheathed myself in her tight cunt and then kept my boner still as I gave her left ass cheek a good smack.

I didn't realize that when Sue Ellen said she was "gonna cum so hard," she meant after just one smack! And maybe she didn't mean that either, but that's exactly what happened. She wailed like a police siren, and shook all over. It was something to see and hear. Hell, it was something to smell too, because the whole minivan was thick with the smell of sex.

While my Cupcake kept on cumming, I resumed thrusting in and out of her. I also gave her ass cheeks an occasional smack. My goal was to try to heighten and prolong her climax as much as possible, since it clearly was a big one.

When her orgasm finally petered out over a minute later, I heard Ruby say to Michelle, "She came! She came so hard! After just one smack!"

I didn't hear Michelle reply, and it occurred to me that she hadn't talked in a while. So even though I was fully preoccupied fucking Sue Ellen doggy-style, I still asked, "Red, what happened to Shelle?"

Ruby replied, "Oh, she's still here. But we've been cumming like mad and she had a really big 'O.' She's kind of out of it."

I grunted in acknowledgement and returned all my attention back to fucking. It occurred to me that we probably were running out of time, if we hadn't run out of time already. Thanks to the way Mindy had trained me, I felt I could keep going for a while, even though I had been skating close to the edge for nearly the entire time. But I also was so very aroused that I could give in and cum at any time as well. Now that I was thinking about the time again, and seeing that Sue Ellen just had a very big orgasm, I decided it was better that I cum sooner rather than later.

So I told her, "Cupcake, I'm gonna cum soon. Get ready. Brace yourself!" But I didn't cum just yet. Instead, after I felt her stiffen up, I kept on thrusting while I started to smack her ass cheeks more frequently, and with more force. I wanted to give her one last big orgasm so we could both go out "with a bang," and I figured that would be a quick and easy way to get her worked up all over again.

I was right. I could tell from her breathing and the way she started humping back at me that she was like an animal in heat. It seemed she was beyond talking coherently, but she groaned and growled and wailed, getting louder and louder after each smack.

Finally, after about ten really hard smacks in fairly quick succession, I shouted out, "Okay! This is it! Gonna flood your cunt with cum!" Then I smacked her one more time, hitting both ass cheeks with both hands at once.

She went off like a rocket! Her entire body arched and stretched, and she screamed so loud it seemed she had to have a megaphone in front of her mouth.

I would have definitely put my fingers in my ears, but I had to hold onto her hips because I started cumming hard too. In fact, I must admit that although I'm normally fairly quiet during orgasms, I gave her a run for her money with the loud screaming. I was going out of my mind with pure sexual pleasure!

Things were so intense that I kind of lost track of what happened. The next thing I knew, Sue Ellen was flat on the floor and I was lying on top of her. My dick was going flaccid and it had come free from her hot cunt.

All I could do was rest and cuddle. I slid off her back so we were side by side, and I kept an arm around her. I figured that would be more comfortable for her. She seemed very out of it, but she must have been awake because she mewled and purred in appreciation.

I felt supremely sexually satisfied and on top of the world in general. I was so very relaxed that I was contemplating taking a little nap. But there was something nagging at me, and just before I drifted off to sleep, I remembered what it was: The time! Oh shit! Cupcake has to go back to work! 

It took all my willpower, but I managed to lift myself up and scoot forward enough to look into the front of the minivan. I sighed heavily when I saw the clock. Crap! It's five minutes AFTER her break time ended. Plus she's buck naked, sweaty, cummy, and totally out of it. This is not good! 

Sitting up, I found my shorts and put them back on. Then I gently shook Sue Ellen. "Cupcake... Cupcake... it's Dan, your master. Time to get up. You're five minutes over your break time already."

"Oh no!" It turns out she wasn't as out of it as I'd thought she was, because she roused herself in a hurry.

I thought we were in a real fix, because it was so very visibly obvious that she'd been just fucked. She really needed a full shower. So I was surprised when she went to the front passenger seat, reached to the drawer under that seat, and pulled out some supplies, including many handi-wipes, plus a full bottle of water and a towel. She poured some water onto the towel and then proceeded to wipe her body clean of all the cum and sweat.

I had to ask, "How did that get there?! And how did you know that was there?!"

I heard giggling coming from the phone on the floor. I'd completely forgotten about the phone call. If I'd given it any thought, I would have assumed the Hellions disconnected a while back. But apparently they hadn't.

Michelle said over the line, "Poor Daddy. Always the last to know. Master, that's Mom's doing, of course. She's some kind of cucquean super genius. She figured that of course you're going to use the Pussymobile to fuck a lot of hot, tight teen pussy, so of course it pays to be prepared. And since Sue Ellen is one of those hot, tight teen pussies in question, it was key for her to know."

I grunted in understanding. It did make perfect sense, now that I thought about it. But I asked, "Okay, but why did she tell her but not me? Wouldn't it be just as good for me to know too?"

Michelle had obviously recovered from her own orgasmic peak, because her voice and spirit were back to normal. "Nah. Isn't it more fun for you to be surprised? We like to think of it like we're leaving little gifts all over the place to surprise and delight you."

I was cleaning myself with a wetted second towel. Mindy really had thought of everything, it seemed. But I said, "Okay, fair enough, but what if I was fucking somebody else. What if I say, ran into Jane and decided to give her a good fuck in the ol' Pussymobile?"

Michelle asked, "Who, Jane Corlin?"

"Exactly."

"I wish! Daddy, we would LOVE for that to happen. She's such a sexy, busty knockout! Her tits may even be bigger than MINE, I must admit! I think it's high time a hot cunt like hers starts properly worshipping your cock. And not just her. There are so many others who deserve to take at least one ride on the King. But, sadly, you're not ready for that lifestyle yet. The day will come when you just see a hottie, take her back to the Pussymobile and fuck her brains out, but we've got a long way to go until then. So you didn't need to know of the supplies, as long as your slaves did."

I pondered that while I continued to clean myself up. I had to partially take my clothes off and then put them back on to reach everywhere I needed to reach. "I see. So... is it safe to say that your Plan isn't fully realized yet?"

"Oh, that's VERY safe to say! Heck, you haven't even fucked ME yet!"

"Or me!" Ruby added with just as much gusto.

Michelle elaborated, "We've come a long way, but we have a long way to go."

"So what is your ultimate goal?" I asked.

"That would be telling," Michelle said in a playful teasing tone. "But let's just say that you have some bad habits to overcome before you're ready to be the perfect master with the ultimate harem."

I wanted to ask more about that, but just then Sue Ellen said, "Okay, Master, I'm ready to go."

I'd been distracted with the phone and cleaning myself, so I hadn't kept an eye on her. I looked up and was surprised to see that she was fully dressed and looking fresh as a daisy. Well, almost. She had a "just fucked" glow about her that couldn't be cleaned away or covered up. However, I figured there was nothing we could do about that, at least not before she had to go back into the restaurant.

An idea came to me. I gave her an obvious and quick head-to-toes glance before letting a self-satisfied smile settle onto my features. Then, brimming with confidence, I rumbled quietly, ""Uh-oh, not so fast. Come kneel before me with your uniform hiked up and your panties pulled down your thighs."

I thought she would complain about the time, and for a brief instant she looked confused, but then she just smiled wickedly and gleefully cried out, "Yes, Master!" Then she immediately obeyed my instructions.

I hunkered down low in front of her so as to get my face in her crotch. I took a deep whiff of her freshly fucked scent before admonishing her. I muttered, "Not so fast. We have traditions to maintain, even if they're new ones. I need to secure you into your Silken Bondage."

Above my line of sight, which I kept firmly on her bared pubic mound, I heard her gasp in delight and astonishment. "OH! OH!"

I leaned forward and licked my way up and down her pussy lips, even swirling around her clit a couple of times. That made her breath catch and her whole body tense up invitingly. I would have done more, but I was worried about the time. I pulled her panties back up, snuggled them into place over her crotch and possessively ran a hand over her mound - simply because I could. Then I sat back up and looked her in the face. "There. NOW you're ready to go back to work."

She was so excited by this that at first she just gasped for air before she managed to exclaim, "Oh my heavenly days! I think I'm going to swoon!"

I heard Michelle's frustrated and excited voice from the phone still on the floor. "What?! What happened now?!"

Sue Ellen recovered enough to sigh contentedly and then explain, "Master just licked my cunt and bound me in my Silken Bondage! He's fit my panties tightly onto my cream-filled cunt, which means that I'm going to be soaking them with his cum mixed with my own love juices for the rest of my shift!"

Michelle gasped, and muttered, "Good God! Ruby, did you hear that?!"

"Of course!" Ruby exclaimed. "Now I see what she means about swooning! It's sort of like a reverse chastity belt. Instead of keeping cocks out, it keeps HIS cum IN us and smeared on our pussy lips to remind us that not only have we been FUCKED, but we're going to STAY fucked and cream pied for as long as possible! Including in public!"

Michelle gasped again. "Holy... Jesus H. fucking Christ, riding on his pogo stick all around the neighborhood! I'm swooning too! Sue Ellen, I am SOOOO jealous of you right now! You lucky, lucky, freshly fucked slut!"

Sue Ellen giggled joyfully. "I know! I'm going to float through the rest of my shift, with my cunt literally basting in his manly sperm!"

I could tell the three of them were likely to go off on this for a while, so I cut in to say, "Okay, girls, that's enough. Cupcake has to go to work. Now!"

There were howls of frustration from all three of them, but to my surprise, even the Hellions managed to settle down into obedience relatively quickly (for once!).

I ended the call after saying my good-byes to Michelle and Ruby. Before the call ended, I warned Michelle, "We'll be talking more about the ultimate fulfillment of your Plan later." The Hellions also made a point of thanking Sue Ellen for including them in the "epic fuck."

I had to agree with that assessment. Hot damn! That really was an "epic fuck." True, I've had a lot of them in recent days, but I figured that we only had an hour and we'd be lucky to make it a "quickie." Wow, it seems like most every sexual encounter has been pretty "epic" lately. How long can that go on? It can't possibly be sustainable. I suppose we're still in a honeymoon phase, so everything is extra intense. 

I didn't have time to ponder such issues, because Sue Ellen was chomping at the bit to go back to work. She explained to me, "Luckily, Lori and Dolly are sharing my shift, and they'll cover for me for being a little late. But I've only been working there since the start of summer, and I'm getting deep into everyone's doghouse. Worse, Paula is there, and she's a total snitch. She's going to go straight to the Bat and tell her everything."

"Uh-oh! Could that get you fired?"

"No, because I'm a very good waitress overall, and this is the down time where having four waitresses is total overkill. The Bat would send two of us home between lunch and dinner if she could, if there weren't laws about shift times. But I will get a stern lecture and deeper into the Bat's doghouse too. And THAT puts me one step closer to getting fired. But it was TOTALLY worth it!" She flashed me the biggest, brightest smile imaginable.

I couldn't help but smile widely back at her, and say, "I agree. But let's not make a habit of making you late. And hurry back, so you don't make it any worse."

She nodded. By then, she was fully ready to go, and she was already standing by the minivan with the side door wide open. "Master, aren't you going to come back in too?"

"Yes, but I'll wait a couple of minutes, just so we're not seen coming in together."

"Right. I love you!" She blew me a kiss and then jogged back towards the restaurant. She had to hold her breasts as she went since she was still bra-less.

I sat back down on the floor of the back seat flat space and watched Sue Ellen hustle off through the open door. Wow. What a woman! Having Cupcake in my life really is one of the best things that's ever happened to me. She's a treasure. But then again, so is Cindy. God, I've got the best wife in the world, and four of the best slaves in the world! Well, as soon as two of them get a major attitude correction. But still... God, I'm so fucking blessed! 

Thank You, Lord! I don't deserve any of this, but thank You anyway! 




Chapter 5



I had a few minutes to kill before returning to Mama Mia's. I didn't want to get sleepy so soon after cumming, so I took a slow walk around the parking lot. When I was done, I got my laptop bag and walked back into the restaurant.

A small part of me worried that everyone in Mama Mia's would know about the parking lot fuck, and I'd get stared at and even jeered. But thankfully that was an irrational fear. Nobody seemed to even take any special notice when I came back in and returned to the same booth I'd been at earlier.

Nobody, that is, except the waitresses. Sue Ellen was nowhere to be seen, surprisingly enough, but Lori, Dolly, and Paula were standing around without much to do, since there weren't many customers during this stretch of down time.

Paula noticed me in less than minute, and gave me a disapproving stare. She was on the other side of the restaurant, so she couldn't say anything to me, but she actually shook her head at me while she stared. Then she hurried off to the back. I knew Sonia's office was somewhere back there, and I had no doubt she was going straight to warn the Bat that I'd returned.

Lori came to my booth very shortly after I sat down. She had her hands on her hips. Instead of coming to take my order, it seemed she just wanted to talk. "Uh-oh! Dan, you've gone and done it now."

"What did I do?"

"First, you came back. That's going to cause minor uproar in the Bat Cave, I'm sure."

"The 'Bat Cave?'"

"Sorry, that's what we call Sonia's office. It's nothing like a cave, but she is the Bat. Anyway, I suppose you coming back wouldn't be such a big deal except for what you did to Sue Ellen."

I furrowed my brow in concern. "What did I do to her?!"

Lori gesticulated, "I don't know, but it must have been something amazing! She smiles nearly all the time already, as you know, especially since she's been seeing you. But when she returned a few minutes ago, her smile was a mile wide. And she was floating about two feet off the ground!"

I was still frown in puzzlement. "And that's a bad thing?"

"Kind of. The Bat is worried that you're 'corrupting' her somehow. Plus, she came back from her break ten minutes late. I'm sure the Bat is giving her a stern talking to right now."

I nodded in understanding. That didn't surprise me, although I found it odd that apparently Sonia found Sue Ellen's happiness "corrupting." I said, "Thanks for the scoop. I wish there was something I could do to help her, but I don't know what that is."

Lori's hands were back at her sides. "I think it's best you should stay out of it. But I should give you fair warning, since I don't think you know just how upset the Bat can get. I fully expect her to come charging at you in a few minutes like, well, a Bat out of hell."

I grinned at the word play. "That would be fitting. But don't worry, I can handle myself." I suddenly turned around and stood up. From the corner of my eye, I'd noticed someone staring at me the whole time Lori and I had been talking, and I wanted to see who it was. I found myself staring at the other waitress, who by simple process of elimination had to be Dolly. At least I thought she was, because she was black-skinned and when I thought of "Dolly" I pictured a white Southern woman like Dolly Parton or Dolly Madison.

I smiled at the very attractive waitress and said, "Hi, I'm Dan. I take it you must be Dolly?"

She looked at me downright fearfully, which surprised me. "Um, yeah, hi. Excuse me, I've got to tend to a customer." She rushed off to a booth with a couple sitting in it.

I sat back down at looked at Lori quizzically. "What was that all about? She looked afraid of me or something."

"That's because she is," Lori said. "You have no idea how your legend has grown here in recent days. I'm not too worried around you anymore because I'm married and I've very much in love with my great husband. But Dolly, she's only got a boyfriend. Plus, it's pretty obvious that she's exactly your type."

"What do you mean? How could you possibly know what type I like?"

"Because Sue Ellen can't stop talking about you and your exploits. She loves to emphasize how you seduce the very most busty and beautiful women around. Emphasis on 'busty.' And Dolly certainly is that."

I took another look at Dolly as she interacted with customers. I hadn't gotten much of a look at her yet, since I hadn't seen her earlier and then I only talked to her for a few seconds before she rushed off. Upon closer inspection, she was a remarkably busty and beautiful, as well as bigger and taller than average. She looked a lot like a supersized Halle Berry, especially because she had a very similar short hairdo. If anything, she was even more curvaceous and stacked than that very physically impressive star.

She was eye candy for sure, but I couldn't stare too long with Lori expecting me to speak. So I turned back and said, "Okay, I see your point. She's definitely my type, but then again I think she would be any straight man's type, especially if they appreciate womanly curves. By the way, what's up all the exceptionally buxom AND beautiful waitresses here? I know waitresses are usually attractive, since customers like that and it leads to better tips and such. But it's like Mama Mia's takes it to a new level. This place could practically out Hooters Hooters."

Lori nodded. "I know what you mean. We've all noticed it too. According to the 'old timers,' it wasn't always that way, but it started to change when the Bat took over three years ago. And it's really changed in the last year or so. Every new waitress that gets hired - and they're all women, by the way - seems to be more buxom and beautiful than the last. Dolly is a case in point. She's a new hire from the start of summer, just like Sue Ellen."

I wanted to ask just how busty Dolly was, but I figured that would be impolite. A rough guess put her in the E-cup range, but it was hard to tell since she was also rather tall and I only got a few looks at her from across the restaurant.

I asked, "Why do you think that is?"

Lori furrowed her brow. "We don't know, since none of us are exactly chummy with Ms. Bitchy. Excuse me, Ms. Bossi." She rolled her eyes, showing that wasn't a slip-up, nor was it an accident that she pronounced the name "Bossy." "But it's concerning, because she talks about the restaurant being in the red, and in the year I've been here, it seems that talk is getting more frequent and more serious. We speculate that she's getting as blatant as she can with the sex appeal to help turn things around. She makes a lot of comments about how all men are pigs and only think with their dicks, so if you're being cynical with that attitude, it would make sense to pick looks over talent."

"So does that mean the new waitresses aren't as good at their jobs?"

"Sorry, I didn't mean to imply that. They're fine. It doesn't take a rocket scientist to be a good waitress, and it's mostly about being friendly and charming. Most of us have got that in spades. Frankly, this is a good job as far as waitressing goes. With those Hooters-type places, you get a lot of ogling and even groping, and the pay isn't really any better. There are plenty of very pretty college-aged girls keen to make money waitressing, and the Bat takes full advantage of that to pick just the type she wants. The only big downside is our bitchy and demanding boss, but we all kind of stick up for each other against her, so she's not that bad."

I found that very interesting. Hearing that the restaurant was "in the red" certainly would help me with my organic menu idea and other improvement ideas. I said, "Thanks for that scoop. By the way, don't you need to do some waitressing at some point?"

She chuckled. "Good point." She took out her pad and pen. "What would you like?"

"I'm not talking about me. I mean the other customers."

Lori looked around. Paula was back. To my pleasant surprise, Sue Ellen was back too, and talking to a customer. "Nah. We're fine. This is about as dead as it gets. This is when we're given busy work to keep us from getting bored. Frankly, I prefer talking to you to cleaning up."

I said, "Oh. In that case, maybe you can explain why Dolly is afraid of me, 'cos I still don't understand that."

She put her pad away again. "Ah. Well, Dolly is fine with the customers, but she can get very... shy about personal things. That's another thing about us waitresses here. I think the Bat specifically looks for docile and young girls, because they're easier to push around. Dolly is one of those types who is easily intimidated by powerful, dominant people, so of course she's intimidated by you."

"Hold on." I held my hands up like I was under arrest. "Do I look like a 'powerful' or 'dominant' guy? I was trying to stress to you earlier that I'm just an ordinary, average guy who's gotten very lucky with women lately, probably mostly due to my looks and my wife's new attitude about sharing. Can you please tell Dolly that I don't bite?"

"I can try, but like I was saying, you don't know how the legend of Dan Cooper has been growing day by day. You do seem like a pretty normal guy to me, but then again maybe it's just that I haven't seen you in your seduction mode. Have you see 'The Matrix?'"

"Yeah. Good movie."

"Right. Remember how Morpheus offers Neo the choice of the red pill or the blue pill?"

"Yeah?"

"Some of us kind of look at you like that."

"Huh?! You really need to explain. I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Well, if Sue Ellen is to be believed, you're like the red pill in that you have the ability to blow our minds and show us an entirely new world. Except in your case it's the world of almost unimaginable sexual pleasure. But it comes at a cost, of falling into submission and maybe even total sexual slavery, like Sue Ellen has. In the same way, Neo is offered the truth, but there's a big cost to that. So that's scary."

I frowned. "I think that's an absurd comparison, for all sorts of reasons. For starters, I'm not pushing anyone to be submissive or the like. But what do you think? Who came up with that comparison anyway?"

Lori admitted, "I did. So yeah, I do think it's fitting. I'm pretty sure there are sexual pleasures many times greater than what ordinary people with ordinary sex lives ever experience. But I want to experience all that with my husband and nobody else. Since you've come along and made me think about these things I've decided to look into the Kama Sutra and books like that and try some new things instead of being complacent about it."

I smiled. "Good for you! I think that's great. That's a wonderful attitude, and your husband is one lucky guy. Why don't you share that idea with Dolly, and get her to try new things with her boyfriend, if she's feeling tempted by the idea of 'almost unimaginable sexual pleasures?'"

"Well, I don't know if she is or not. She's so shy about personal stuff that I have no idea what she's thinking. I'm just speculating in general about why she might be scared about you. You've created quite a stir." She looked around. "By the way, I should probably go and at least make a pretense of doing some work. Paula is giving me the stink eye."

"Ah. Okay. By the way, speaking of Paula, I gather she's kind of Sonia's minion?"

"Yeah, one of them. Luckily, there aren't many, but unfortunately they always seem to be ones in charge whenever the Bat is in her cave. Anyway, I've gotta go. It's been interesting."

I smiled at her in a friendly way. "Yeah, it has. Thanks for sharing with me and not treating me like a leper. I really think that the more you get to know me, the more you'll realize that I'm not to be feared whatsoever. And then hopefully you can pass that along to Dolly and the others."

She gave me a curious look. "So... are you saying then that you wouldn't be interested in seducing her? She is quite a looker."

I had to be careful in answering that. "As the saying goes, I wouldn't kick her out of bed for eating crackers. But my life has exploded into craziness in the past few weeks. I've got my hands full and then some with the women in my life already. I can honestly say to you that I have no interest right now in getting sexually involved with anybody new right now, and that includes her. The rumors are true that I have a wife and four 'sex slaves.'" I made mocking air quotes as I said "sex slaves."

Lori was kind enough to try and stifle her laugh by coughing once into her hand, but her attitude told me she thought the idea of me "suffering" to keep up with that many sexually demanding women was the exact opposite of a problem. Her eyes twinkled mirthfully at my embarrassment of riches when it came to sexual opportunities.

I did my best Han Solo impression as I told her, "Laugh it up, fuzzball!"

She laughed some more, obviously catching the Star Wars reference.

I continued, "Seriously, it's a real problem. The bottom line is that I love them all and I want to treat them right. Each of them are as great as Sue Ellen is, in their own ways. I don't even know if having five lovers at once is possible for anybody, to do it right, that is, with enough love and attention for everybody. So to get involved with others at this point would almost be sheer madness."

She considered that, and then said, "Thanks for that. The more I talk to you, the more reassured I get. I think the Bat is wrong about you, and Sue Ellen is a lucky girl, even with all the sharing. I hope it works out for all of you."

"Thanks." I smiled at her again. "I really appreciate that."

Lori left after a few words of good-bye. I took my laptop out and turned it on.

But before my computer could even finish booting up, Sue Ellen saw I was free and came rushing over to me. She was mindful of my instructions to avoid any intimate contact with me within the restaurant, so she didn't try to hug or kiss me. She did stand there at attention, like a sexy soldier on parade, with her posture stiff and her bra-less breasts proudly thrust forward as if inviting me to inspect them. I hoped nobody else paid attention to that.

She said, "Master, I have to warn you! The Bat is on the warpath! She totally chewed me out, for like ten minutes, about all kinds of things!"

I asked, "Was it about you being late?"

"Funnily enough, she did mention that, but that was practically the least of her concerns. She... oh SHIT! There she is, coming at us!"

I turned towards the back of the restaurant, and sure enough, Sonia was strutting towards the two of us, looking very pissed off. I muttered to Sue Ellen, "Go! Go back to being a productive waitress. I'll handle this."

Sue Ellen whispered, "But Master! You're my master. I HAVE to stay and help you!"

Once again, I was very impressed by her loyalty. But I felt this was a problem I had to face on my own, so I told her, "Then help me by showing her how good a waitress you can be. That's an order. Go!"

"Yes, Master." She was sad and frustrated she couldn't help, but she walked off.

Right as she did, Sonia came walking up to me. She stopped in front of my booth and put her hands on her hips. She was so hot with anger that it looked like steam would pour out of her ears, though of course none did.

She just glared at me for some long, awkward moments, looking exactly like she was contemplating whether she should punch me in the jaw or not. Finally, she hissed through clenched teeth, "YOU!"

I remained poker-faced and just nodded.

"You! You're back!"

"Indeed I am. I told you I would be. And you indicated you weren't going to kick me out for the rest of the day."

"Yeah, but that was before this latest outrage! You... you... mind rapist!"

"Excuse me?!"

She pointed at me accusingly. "You heard me. Yes, that's what you are, a mind rapist! What you did should be a crime, you scumbag! You sicko! You piece of human FILTH! You're a menace, a serious menace!"

I stayed in my seat and tried to remain patient. "Please, more explaining and less name-calling. What the hell did I do?!"

"You know what you did!" Her pointing finger practically touched my nose. "You had sex with Sue Ellen on her break! In MY parking lot!"

I realized I was in tricky waters, since that was exactly what happened. But I tried to bluff it out. "Maybe we did, maybe we didn't."

Before I could say more, she exploded, "Don't play games with me! I know you did, because she confessed to everything! The oral sex, the nudity, the... the... deep throating... all of it! And worse, she was proud and defiant about all of it! She practically rubbed it in my face. And that's YOUR fault!"

She started poking at my nose again. "You took a perfectly kind and good young woman and corrupted her into some kind of... sexual deviant! That's why you're a mind rapist! You've literally raped her mind!"

I looked around. Luckily, I could only see three booths occupied with customers, and none of them were nearby or seemed to be paying attention. However, all the waitresses - Sue Ellen, Lori, Dolly, and Paula - were staring with interest at Sonia and me like we were in a boxing ring and about to duke it out.

I spoke quietly, "Before you start screaming 'rape' even louder, would you please calm yourself and sit down? Don't make a public scene in your own restaurant and scare off your other customers!"

She huffed, "Fine!" and sat in the booth on the other side of me.

I was silent for a few moments, hoping that might give her some time to start to calm down. But she was intently staring daggers at me, so I decided I'd better start talking before she resumed her ranting. "First off, I strongly object to being called a 'rapist' in a public place."

"I didn't call you a 'rapist,' I called you a 'mind rapist.' It's pretty much just as bad, but technically, it's not crime. You've corrupted and perverted that wonderful, innocent girl! She shows NO shame at your parking lot antics. Instead, she blatantly defies me, telling me she would do it all over just the same, even if I caught you two and called the police! What have you done to her?! You've indoctrinated her worse than the worst cults!"

I tried to take an unusual tack. "Let me ask you this: does she seem happy? Happier than you've ever seen her?"

That brought Sonia up short. It was obvious she didn't want to admit the truth, but fortunately for me she was too scrupulously honest to just brazenly lie to my face. "Yes, I suppose," she grudgingly agreed. "Not that I've known her that long though."

"Maybe even happier than you've ever seen anyone?"

Sonia just glared at me, with her arms folded under her breasts. I was certain she would answer that affirmatively, but she was unwilling to do so. However, she was unwilling to resort to bald-faced lying. Instead, she just glowered at me and curled her lip in distaste.

I waited a decent interval to make sure she wasn't going to answer me, and then said, "A-ha! Your silence is telling. I make her very happy. How is that a bad thing?"

She leaned towards me aggressively, "First off, I'll have to look it up, but I'm sure sex in a car one someone else's private property is some kind of crime, probably an act of public indecency. But even setting that aside, happiness is not always a good thing, in and of itself. If a heroin user shoots up, I'm sure that would make him or her very happy. Then overdose and death! I'm not sure what you're doing to her, but it's like the heroin of perverted sex! She's giving up all her morality and decency for another fix of your, your... whatever!" She glanced sourly in the direction of my crotch, though the table was in the way.

She concluded, "But it's not real."

I responded, "Is love real? Should we call her over here and ask her if I really love her, and if she really loves me?"

Sonia rolled her eyes. "Please, dear God, NO! If I have to hear her get all moony over how much she supposedly loves you one more time, I'll barf! I'll concede that she THINKS she loves you, but she's wrong. Dead wrong! She 'loves' you in the way teen girls have crushes on famous pop stars or rock stars. Just because you're so fucking handsome and sexually... whatever," - she waved a dismissive hand in my general direction - "she's in some kind of puppy love adoration phase. And you take full advantage and use her for your perverted sexual pleasures! 'Love?' HA! Please. She 'loves' you like a heroin junkie loves his or her next fix. That's IT!"

She continued, heatedly, "And I'm seeing her fall apart right before my eyes, and I'm helpless to stop it! Do you have any ideas how fucking frustrating that is?! Look, I try not to show favorites, but she's one of my favorite waitresses, okay? Everybody likes her; everybody thinks she's sweet. So you can't expect me to just stand by and let you mind rape her into total sexual debauchery!"

I sighed heavily. "How am I going to get you off this whole ridiculous 'mind rape' thing? Your heroin example is totally ridiculous, and here's why."

I spent the next minute or two trying to explain the difference between a chemical addiction to hard drugs and the joy of love and great sex. But clearly, I wasn't getting through. Worse, I got the feeling that there was nothing I could say to change her opinion, at least not when she was this upset.

So I gave up. "Look. It's clear that you're pissed. I don't think this is a good time to bash this out. Can we come back to this, after a cooling off period? Why don't we talk about my suggestions for your restaurant, like we were earlier? Did you give what I said any more consideration?"

"I did, and I'll admit you might have a slight point. Emphasis on 'might.' But there's no way I'm willing to talk to you about that or anything else while you're in the middle of mind raping poor Sue Ellen! That would be like chatting to a Satanist about the weather while fully knowing he's about to go off to take part in some ghastly human sacrifice ritual! To even give such a person the decency of a casual conversation is almost an act of complicity!"

I gave her an annoyed look. "Gee, do you always get this ridiculously over the top? I'll have you know that we're only sacrificing a goat this time, not a human."

She stared at me with a sour frown. After a long pause, she said, "I take it that's a joke. Ha ha."

I pulled at my collar like Rodney Dangerfield. "It was an attempt. Tough crowd. Yikes. Anyway, I don't see the point of arguing with you right now, because whatever I say, you're going to turn it against me. Can you just abide by your earlier agreement and leave me alone for the rest of the day?"

"FINE!" she huffed. "But don't think I'm going to let this car sex thing stand. Sue Ellen is THIS CLOSE to getting fired!" She showed a tiny gap between her thumb and index finger. "The only reason I haven't fired her already is that I feel like I have some responsibility to save her from the clutches of you, the human sex monster!"

I tried to joke again, even though I knew that would go over like a lead balloon. "Thanks for the compliment. I suppose that's marginally better than 'mind rapist.'"

"Compliment? You wish! I would rather eat an entire box of nails than give YOU a compliment!"

"Uh-oh! You'd better go to the hardware store then, because a couple of minutes ago you called me 'fucking handsome.' That sounds like a compliment to me."

That shocked her and left her mouth gaping like a beached fish. "I... I... fuck! Look, that's not a compliment; that's just a fact. It's no accomplishment. It's just the luck of the genetic draw. They say Stalin was handsome in his younger days, but he was still a monster. Just like YOU!"

With that, she stood up and started to leave.

But before she could get free from the booth, I said, "Go if you want, but we're not done here. I strongly object to this 'mind rapist' crap, and I'm going to convince you otherwise. Furthermore, I know my business ideas are good, and I know you know it too. I'm confident that we're going to work together on that because it would make too much sense not to."

She threw her hands in the air and glared up at the ceiling, as if calling on God to give her more patience. "ARRGH! Why me?! Why this restaurant?! Why not go harass someone else?! I hate you so fucking much!"

She gave me one final nasty look and then stomped off back to her office.

I sat back in my seat and exhaled with relief. She was so pissed off that I had been on edge, fearful that she'd do something drastic, maybe even punching me.

Phew! Close call! Again. Damn, she's one angry woman. It really sucks that Sue Ellen confessed to the fucking in the Pussymobile. I wasn't anticipating Sonia knowing about that, but in retrospect I can see that was probably way too optimistic on my part. And, unfortunately, as the owner of this restaurant, she does have good reason to be pissed at me and Cupcake for fucking in her parking lot. We should have at least driven somewhere else to have our fun. Damn! I keep wanting to make things better with Sonia, but I only end up making things worse. I guess I can't help myself when it comes to sex with my adorable vixen. 

Worse, I can see where she's coming from with this whole "mind rapist" thing. She has a point there, from a certain perspective, if one doesn't know the full story. At first glance, it seems beyond outrageous that anyone would willingly call themselves someone's sex slave and want to be in a harem. So it's logical for her to conclude that I must be manipulating Cupcake with mind control or something like that. It can't be real love. But it is, and more! It's a great relationship. But how can I convince her of that? She's so dead against me that I honestly don't think she'll be persuaded by anything I say. 

Which means someone else needs to talk to her. Hmmm.... I put my thinking cap on and considered my options.

Sue Ellen came by less than a minute after Sonia left. Not surprisingly, she'd stood close by and listened to the entire argument between Sonia and me. Even the remaining customers had left or were leaving, so she wasn't distracted like she'd been during my earlier argument with Sonia.

Unfortunately, that meant the other waitresses also heard or at least saw most of the exchange. I worried that if Dolly was afraid of me previously, she probably was terrified of me now, with all the "mind rapist" talk.

Sue Ellen and I commiserated. Not surprisingly, Sue Ellen wanted to take some kind of strong action against Sonia for insulting me and treating me as she did. But I told her to just sit tight and trust me. I explained that I had a plan and everything was under control. She was chomping at the bit, but she agreed to play it my way, at least for now.

Then I had her watch my laptop for a few minutes while I went outside to make a phone call. I could have easily done it within the restaurant, but I didn't want anyone to eavesdrop.

Standing in the parking lot, I called Mindy and had Cindy listen in on speakerphone. I gave them a detailed run down of everything that happened between Sonia and me, with a particular emphasis on this most recent argument. Then I came to my suggestion, which was that Cindy should come in and have a talk with Sonia.

They were very surprised to hear that, most especially Cindy. They wanted to know why.

I explained, "Sonia thinks Sue Ellen is a silly, impressionable girl who is being expertly manipulated by me, the seductive older and more worldly wise man. Note how she likened her to a teenybopper infatuated with some pop idol. Cin, if you were to come here and reveal how you feel the same way about me as Sue Ellen does, despite you having been married and divorced and raised a child and so on, that'll make it much harder for her to stick with this 'brainwashed like a cult member' way of thinking."

Cindy said, "I can see that, I suppose. Although, I must admit I wouldn't exactly relish talking to her. She'll bite my head off! But I'll do it for you, Master. For you and Sue Ellen."

Mindy said, "Now, hold on. Honey, I like your thinking. I completely agree that she needs to hear from someone other than you, since she's gotten so very biased against you. But I propose that both Cindy AND I come in to talk to her together. The effect you're trying to get with Cindy will potentially double with me there too."

I had objections to that, but after some more discussion I was convinced. I agreed that Mindy and Cindy should drop in together for a chat with the Bat. Furthermore, Mindy explained that she could easily come up with an excuse to have the two of them leave the office on a supposed errand, and none of her coworkers would be the wiser. So they made plans to show up later in the afternoon.

My only caveat was that they had to be extremely careful not to mention Michelle's or Ruby's names, just in case Sonia was able to piece things together later when she might be able to learn more and figure out the incest. They agreed that was a very good idea and they weren't about to mention those names anyway.

With that sorted out, I went back to my booth and tried to settle down and do some actual work on my laptop. The whole day had been one thing after another, either errands, discussions, or sex, so it was after 2:30 in the afternoon before I could even begin working.

Unfortunately, I quickly discovered that I was too mentally frazzled to do any writing. The latest argument with Sonia had especially rattled me. But luckily, I still had the task of sorting out what should be censored from my novel. I'd made a lot of progress with that yesterday, but I still had more than half of the task to do, and I felt time pressure so I could e-mail Nicky the censored version and give her something nice to read during her Hawaii down time.

This was just the sort of thing I needed to do to help calm down and get my mind off Sonia and other issues. Selecting the text to be censored took all my concentration, but didn't require me to be creative. Even on distraction-free days, sometimes I just couldn't get in the right creative mood.

I appreciated the fact that I was left alone for a while. Sue Ellen came by to tell me that she was going to deliberately stay away from me, because she saw I was trying to work on my laptop and she didn't want to be an all too sexy distraction for me. She also mentioned that she was still "flying high" due to being "caressed and controlled" by her Silken Bondage. But other than that brief visit, she stuck to leaving me be.

Curiously, Paula continued to avoid me. I had yet to have any direct interaction with her. And from time to time I looked around and made eye contact with Dolly, but she'd get very flustered and immediately look away. It seemed clear to me that she was still afraid of me. Plus, there was no further sign of Sonia. I was very glad and relieved, because even just thinking about her caused my blood pressure to rise and my muscles to tense up.

That just left Lori. She was the one who waited on me, but she also seemed to appreciate that I mostly wanted to be left alone to work, so she only came over if I hailed her to get a drink refill or something like that.

As a result, I was able to make good progress on my marking of material to be censored for the next hour or so.

Then, right at four o'clock, Mindy and Cindy came in. To my surprise, they only stopped by to talk to me for less than a minute. They said they had no time to waste because they didn't want to get in trouble for playing hooky from work, and we'd talk later. With Sue Ellen showing them the way, they went into the back of the restaurant, presumably to confront Sonia in her "Bat Cave."

I went back to my censoring work, but I must admit that I had a harder time of it. I kept getting distracted, wondering what was being discussed in Sonia's office. Adding to the mystery was the fact that Sue Ellen didn't return, which meant she had joined the meeting too. Nonetheless, I plowed ahead with my work as best I could.

I thought Mindy and Cindy would only have a short discussion with Sonia, maybe five or ten minutes' worth. But half an hour passed and they still weren't done! I calculated that was more time than all my interactions with Sonia combined. I grew more distracted the more time passed without them returning, until I pretty much gave up entirely on the censoring. I was sorely tempted to get up and at least get closer to where the meeting was. I couldn't hear anything, and I wondered if I would be able to hear shouting if I got closer.

Finally, Mindy, Cindy, and Sue Ellen came out together. Sue Ellen immediately got back to her waitressing because it was almost five o'clock and more customers were coming in. Min and Cin walked up to me with big smiles on their faces.

I stood up and eagerly asked, "How did it go?"

Mindy cryptically replied, "Good, I think. But I can't talk now. I've gotta get back before five o'clock or people will start to notice I'm gone." With that, she resumed walking past me. But, knowing I'd be frustrated by that short reply, she turned back to say, "Call me on my cell phone once I get in the car. We'll talk more then." And then she was gone.

Needless to say, I was outside and eager to call a few minutes later. I would have moved even faster, except I had to shut down my laptop and put my things away. I figured I'd lost my momentum and it was time to go home soon anyway, since we would have a window to talk to Nicky in the next hour or two. I also took time to say good-bye to Sue Ellen and Lori.

After putting my laptop bag away in the minivan, I gave Mindy a call while sitting in the driver's seat. "Okay, Sweetheart, lay it on me. What the hell happened in that long meeting?"

Mindy snickered. "There you are. I'll bet you're dying of curiosity to hear what we ladies talked about."

"Yes, I am."

"As well you may be."

I growled, "If you don't start talking, you'll be dying soon too!"

She chuckled. "Okay, okay. It's so tempting to tease you and draw this out, and revel in my smirky delight, but I don't want to be cruel. In short, we had a... let's call it a productive meeting. Yes, there was some vigorous back and forth, and even some yelling, but I think we made some progress. Sonia still hates you, of course, but I think we cleared up some misconceptions about a few things. For instance, she's promised to try not to call you a 'mind rapist' anymore."

"Really?! I'm amazed. I half expected that to end in a literal bloodbath!"

She chuckled again. "Well, you're not that far off. Things were pretty heated nearly the entire time. There were moments when I worried she was going to up and sock me."

"A-ha! So it's not just me. I've felt that way with her too, more than once."

"Yeah, she's a feisty one. But it helped that we were three on one. She put up a good fight, but we kind of steamrolled her with our numbers and our passion."

"So what the hell did you actually talk about all that time?"

"Sex, mostly."

My heart leapt to my throat. I honestly couldn't believe it. "You're kidding me! Sweetheart, this isn't the time for joking."

"Honey, I'm totally serious. Think about it. Sex is the root of her anger towards you, from the under the table fun to you fucking Sue Ellen in the Pussymobile today. We had to disabuse her of the notion that you're some kind of voodoo doctor who magically put Sue Ellen in some mind control spell or something. Cindy and I vouched that you are in fact a total sex stud and incredible orgasm creation machine, not to mention an all around nice and loving guy. There's no smoke and mirrors. Sue Ellen is smiling from ear to ear and floating on Cloud Nine because you've made her that way with great sex and lots of love."

I tried to say something, but no words came out. I was literally left speechless. I had a very hard time imagining such things being discussed with Sonia, of all people.

Min continued, "She fought tooth and nail, because she likes to see you as a 'mind raping' monster. But we had the facts on our side and she was talking out of her ass. Obviously, we know what goes on behind closed doors, and she doesn't. And with all three of us saying the same thing, that pretty much blew away her attempt to portray you as the big bad wolf eating up Sue Ellen, the innocent little lamb."

I exhaled with relief. "Thank God for all that! That's great news!"

Mindy said, "Not exactly. She really wants to hate you. And just because we knocked down most of her arguments, I get the feeling that we didn't change her opinion that much. In fact, I'm not sure, but she might hate you even more."

"More?! How is that possible?"

There was a pause before Mindy said, "It's hard to explain. Think about some rich blue blood kid who has it all: top grades, great at sports, the hottest girlfriend, and so on. It pisses you off that he has every advantage. Then you find out that he's actually a really nice person and gives half his money to charity and does all kinds of selfless stuff. Wouldn't it somehow piss you off even more? In such an unjust world, how can everything be so perfect for that one guy?"

I chuckled. "I suppose so. I can see that logic, anyway."

She explained, "I think it's like that with her. She wants to be able to easily demonize and pigeonhole you as the ultimate male sexist pig. The fact that she can't is driving her up the wall!"

"So what should I do about it? I'm trying to get her to calm down enough to where I can work in Mama Mia's without worrying about a dagger in my back. To be honest, I have some ideas that I think could really help improve her restaurant and I'd like to help see them implemented. But I don't know if she and I are even capable of having a reasonable conversation at this point."

Mindy said, "I don't know about that part. I think this meeting we just had helped, but now the ball is back in your court. Maybe if you keep going there most every day and generally behave like a nice, normal guy, she'll cool down. By the way, it would help if you don't take Sue Ellen back to the Pussymobile and fuck her within an inch of her life!" She snickered.

"Awwww. Unfortunately, you're right about that, but I don't know if I can restrain myself. We had a really amazing time."

"So I gathered. Your Cupcake was simply glowing. Trust me, I know what a well-fucked woman looks like, and she had that look well over an hour later. But we'll have to talk about that and other matters later. Cindy's driving the car and we've just gotten back to the office. We'll see you at home in a little while, okay?"

The call ended shortly thereafter, once we said the usual good-byes and I love yous.

I started up the minivan and began to drive home. Boy, what a day. At least I did some errands and got a little bit of work done. Now it's out of the frying pan and into the fire, because I've gotta go back home to speak with Nicky on video, which means having to get past the gauntlet of the Gruesome Twosome. I'm sure they're going to make some sort of sexy trouble for me, because of course they will. Already, I can't wait for this sex boycott to be over! 

I drove home with a half-hard boner that was equal parts anticipation and trepidation for what I'd find waiting for me when I arrived.




Chapter 6



As I drove home, I thought about the Gruesome Twosome, and in particular about the phone call between them and Sue Ellen during the "Pussymobile" fuck session. Was that the right thing for me to do, letting that call happen? My goal is to get my two stubborn daughters to break by denying them sex. But I obviously can't stop them from masturbating. Is it better to encourage that and thus hopefully increase their desire for the real thing, or is that too much like an adequate substitute for the real thing? Especially that phone call. I suspect they had a peak experience nearly as good as if they'd really been with me. It's a hard choice, but to help them enjoy something THAT intense probably is hurting more than helping. But I'm not sure. It might make them even more cock-hungry and frustrated, which is good. 

Thinking about how constantly hungry for my cock they were made my balls churn and kept my dick at least half-hard despite all my mental efforts to will it flaccid. I guess I'm not above lusting after them either, which is only as it should be. I love them, and they love me, and we express that in a very physical manner. Still, I wish there was some way I could really know the best way to handle them right now. 

Hmmm. With Cupcake turning out to be such an obedient and loyal helper, maybe I could just ask her to talk to them about the call and try to get a sense on how they feel. That's kind of underhanded, but all's fair in love and war, especially after all the sneakery they've pulled on me. Ultimately, the sooner we resolve this boycott situation, the sooner we'll ALL be happy. So yeah, I think I'll see what I can learn that way. I may have to be more careful with things like that phone call. 

Walking into my house, I knew the Gruesome Twosome would be up to something to help my hair turn grey, but I didn't know just what. I didn't have long to find out, because they obviously had been waiting for my arrival and listening for the sound of the car driving up. They were standing in the front foyer when I walked through the front door, so there was no way I could miss them.

They were quite a sight. They had gone back to the "Eskimo parka" strategy they had threatened to use in the morning. Both of them were wearing thick jackets, complete with hoodies pulled over their heads. The last time I'd seen them in those was when we went on a ski trip to the Sierras. Furthermore, they wore what looked like grey sweatpants and had their arms crossed under their enormous racks.

Yet they remained outrageously sexy even through so much padding. For instance, although there wasn't any cleavage showing for either of them, there was no way for them to prevent the "shelf of boobs" effect that their posture enforced on them. I know I shouldn't be surprised anymore, but I can't deny that it was ego inflating to know that my daughters were outrageously stacked and that their tits were all mine for the taking. Plus, their faces were just as heartbreakingly gorgeous as ever.

They stood side by side, defiantly blocking my way further into the house. Michelle led their "revolt" by loudly exclaiming, "Daddy, we're mad as hell! This sex boycott has got to stop! We've been thinking about it, and while we greatly enjoyed talking to Sue Ellen while you fucked her, we think that was some clever ploy on your part to get us even more sexually frustrated. So we're declaring that we're not going to take it! We're not going to play your little games!"

Ruby added, "Yeah, that was a low blow. That was a kind of orgasmic torture. Ever since that call ended, all we can think about is how much we need to have your huge cock pop our cherries and plow our tight, wet, little cunts deep and hard! It's like you're trying to drive us crazy!"

I thought, Hmmm, interesting. Maybe getting them worked up like that helps more than it hurts after all. Or is this a pose, like Brer Rabbit not wanting to be thrown in the briar patch? I'm really going to have to see what Cupcake thinks about it. 

I couldn't resist teasing them a little bit, "Isn't that what you think about most of the time anyway?"

"Yeah, but it's way worse than usual!" Michelle earnestly complained.

I smiled with genuine relief. "Thank goodness! I'm pleased as punch about your outfits, and I'll tell you why in a minute. But first, I feel the need to defend Sue Ellen. That call came about because she was talking about how much she wished she could share her experience with her sister slaves and 'breastest friends.' Since I had my cell phone within reach, I pulled it out and told her to make a call. She's not conniving like you two are. Her main impulse was just to share the joy."

Holding up a hand to forestall any disagreements, I added, "If you doubt me, ask her yourself later. Frankly, you should be ashamed, thinking so badly about her!" I was laying it on a bit thick, since it had occurred to Sue Ellen and me that the call would help with the sex boycott. But still, I felt I was being honest because I knew she would have made the call anyway, simply from wanting to share the joy.

My bombshell daughters looked abashed and even ashamed. Ruby said, "Sorry. I guess that was uncalled for. It's just that we try to put ourselves in her shoes and so we naturally assume that she'll think and act like us. But she keeps acting in ways that, frankly, we find perplexing."

I said, "That's because she's a genuinely loyal and obedient slave. You should aspire to think and act like her. If you could fully convince me that the same could be said for you, then this sex boycott could end tomorrow."

That perked them up, but at the same time they were left consternated, wondering how they could accomplish that.

I gave them a stern looking over. "Now, back to your outfits. I must admit, I came home with my dick semi-stiff and threatening to go fully stiff, mostly from thinking about what you two would look like and be wearing when I got here." I grabbed at my crotch through my shorts, carefully outlining the shape of my mostly erect penis through the fabric.

They both gasped with wide eyes. Ruby even moaned and sensually licked her lips. Michelle started subtly wiggling in place, though I doubted she realized she was doing it. She began to reach for her breasts, only to change her mind at the last second, perhaps because she realized her thick parka was in the way.

I was secretly thrilled at how easily they got aroused merely from my dick getting stiff. It was just like one of Pavlov's dogs salivating at the ringing of a bell. That was causing my dick to finish fully engorging in a hurry, because their reflexive responses to my display was such a powerful reminder of how fully dedicated they had become to serving my cock already. I didn't need the reminder that my daughters pretty much literally lived with sex on the brain, but it made me proud to see it nonetheless.

However, despite my rising arousal, I acted as cool as a cucumber. "But of course I don't want to get aroused around you two, because then I'll be all dressed up with nowhere to go, as it were. So imagine my delight to see you two all bundled up like this. I'll be able to go flaccid in no time. And that's especially appreciated because I came here specifically to chat with Nicky between five and six, just as you knew I would. The last thing I want is to be horny and erect when I'm talking to her."

Both of them opened their mouths to say something, then apparently thought better of it.

I concluded, "So I applaud you on your 'winter weather' clothing. I hope you keep it up and dress like that around me all the time."

The two bombshell girls stomped their feet and practically howled in frustration. As they frowned and groaned, they looked to each other and nodded. Michelle asked Ruby, "Plan B?" Ruby nodded with approval.

Then, with the two of them still blocking my way, they suddenly and dramatically unzipped their parkas from the front, revealing that they were wearing absolutely nothing underneath! Just seeing their enormous tanned tits come into view after being fully covered up literally took my breath away. They got their jackets off and tossed them aside as quickly as possible. But they didn't stop there. They yanked down their sweatpants just as fast. Since they were barefooted and without underwear, they wound up buck naked in a fraction of a minute!

Michelle sighed with satisfaction as she reached up and used her hands to stroke her gorgeous long blonde hair back into place. "Aaaah! That's much better. I hated wearing that stupid jacket anyway."

I was careful how I stood, in order to keep my surging erection hidden. I shook my head and told them, "Nice try. Unfortunately, you're my cock slaves, and my word is still law. I'm ordering you to go up to your room right now and put on some reasonable clothes. Not Eskimo parkas, but not nudity either. Just dress like normal teenage girls, for once. That's an order!"

They moaned and groaned in frustration. Michelle stomped her foot again (setting off a delightful tit-quake), and complained, "You can't do that!"

Ruby griped, "You leave us with no leverage. How are we supposed to influence you to get you to give up this ridiculous boycott?!" She clutched at her massive boobs from below, pushing them together. Clearly, she was trying to make the most of her nudity while she still could.

I replied, "You're not. This is a big part of why there IS a sex boycott right now. You're the ones who want to be my cock slaves. You say that you've fully dedicated yourself to serving me, mind and body, heart and soul. And yet you want to be in charge all the time, always having things your own way. You can't have both things at once. Have you ever heard of a harem where the slaves boss the master around?"

The two of them just sheepishly looked at their feet. Neither bothered to answer, since they both knew there could only be one valid answer to that question.

I put my hands on my hips. "I thought not. We ALL want to get this boycott over as quickly as possible, and believe me, that means me as much as it means you. Do your part by showing me that you have that ability to obey me, that you can act like REAL cock slaves and not just pretend ones. This is not, I repeat, NOT, something you can fake. I know you too well, and I'll figure things out eventually, which means I'll just have to start the sex boycott all over again."

They groaned unhappily from hearing that.

"So either you obey me, your master, and live up to your six rules and your general cock slave way of life, or this sex boycott will last indefinitely. If you actually want to serve me and be enslaved to my cock, my balls, AND my cum, you're going to have to show me that you mean it. And that starts right now with you getting out of my way, going upstairs, and putting some normal clothes on."

They frowned and grumbled, but they nodded obediently.

"Then I want you to show me how to do the whole video chat thing, so I can do it on my own in the future. I still haven't mastered the technical aspects of that. Then you're going to leave me alone while I chat with Muffin. There will be no secret handjobs or other tomfoolery this time! And once I'm done with that, I figure I'll head back to the McGrath house."

Michelle nodded. Clearly, she was feeling chastened and was trying to do her best to act the part of the obedient slave. But it was a real struggle for her. "Understood. Yes, Master." There was a long pause, then she added, "If we do all that... before you go... couldn't we at least suck your cock for a little bit? It wouldn't really count against the boycott if we only do it for a few minutes, right? I just..." She took a deep breath. "I need to taste it again, and feel it completely filling my mouth!"

Ruby eagerly added, "Or you could spank us! We're naked already and we've been bad. Why not just bend us over that sofa there" - she nodded towards the nearest sofa in the living room - "and whack our asses until they're burning red? We deserve it!"

Michelle nodded vigorously, which was enough to set off another tit-quake. "Good idea, Ruby! Actually, a spanking followed by a prolonged double blowjob would be an even better idea! Daddy, remind us that you're the master and we're the slaves by using us for your selfish pleasure!"

I could tell the two of them were starting to get carried away with their lusty desires. I had to hold my hands out in a "stop" gesture. "Stop it! Just stop it already. That's not going to happen. First off, merely putting on some clothes and then showing me how to use the video chat is no major effort that merits a big prize. That's just common courtesy. Secondly, I told you there will be no contact between us, period. Even hugs and kisses are out, until the boycott is over."

Michelle threw her hands up in the air and looked towards the ceiling, which did wonderful things to her knockout nude body. "There you go again with the stupid boycott! Just tell us what we need to do to end it, and we'll do it already!"

I grinned, because that was an ideal set-up for me. "Good. Start by putting on some clothes and then help me get the video chat started. Then leave me alone until I'm done talking to Nicky. That's a very good first step on what is going to be a longer road."

Michelle clutched air in front of her, and growled in aggravation. "ARRRGH! Daddy, you're soooo maddening! You're, like, Mr. Buzzkill! No, worse, you're Dr. Buzzkill!"

I grinned some more. "Doctor? How did I get promoted to doctor?"

She clutched the sides of her head like she had a migraine headache. "Because you're such an expert at being a buzzkill that you must have gotten a post-graduate degree in it!" She clasped her hands together as if in prayer. "Can't we at least eat dinner together, after the chatting is over? We could all be together as a family, and I could kneel under the table and suckle on your cock to help you enjoy the meal. You'd hardly notice, I promise!"

Ruby similarly made a prayerful gesture. "Or I could." She looked to Michelle. "We could flip a coin for it. Or take turns."

I could see the two of them were on the verge of arguing about that. "Sheesh! Didn't you hear me? I might get talked into staying for dinner, if Mindy wants that. But NO touching! Does an under-the-table blowjob count as touching?"

"NO!" Michelle defiantly put her hands on her hips, and seemingly tried to sway me by staring me down. "That's just common courtesy. We're cock slaves. It's who we are. It's what we do!"

I waved a hand dismissively. "Enough already. You're just wasting time with your fantasizing. It's like you don't hear me at all, which is another reason why a sex boycott is necessary. When I got here it was already a little bit after five, and Nicky said the window to chat is between five and six. Plus, I seem to remember ordering two of my cock slaves to go and get decently dressed, twice already, but instead I've got a couple of unruly daughters who would rather stand naked in front of me and stomp their feet and argue over whether or not they have to obey me." I gave them both the "you're skating on thin ice" look and said in my most ominous Dad voice, "Do I need to repeat myself a third time?"

Michelle and Ruby knew what that tone meant when I used it. It was most gratifying to see Michelle blanch and look properly chastened.

"No, Daddy," they chorused, finally bowing their heads in acceptance of the inevitable.

"So let's get cracking. Chop chop!" I clapped my hands. 

They bent over and picked up their discarded parkas and sweatpants. Of course, they couldn't help but wiggle their sexy bare asses as they did so. I wasn't sure if they were deliberately trying to provoke me or if that kind of behavior was so ingrained in them by now that they did that without even thinking about it. Either way, I got a close up view of their pussies between their legs, and I could see how very wet they both were.

I tried not to think about what it would feel like to spear them onto my cock and pop their cherries. I tried. I didn't succeed, of course. I had to remind myself to be strong and see the sex boycott through.

Then they glumly turned around and started dragging themselves up the stairs. And it really was like dragging, to the point that it was a wonder they managed to stay standing the whole time.

Good grief. What a couple of prima donnas. Of course, they can't just walk up the stairs like normal people; they have to make a big production out of it. It looks like this is going to be a long and difficult boycott. They don't seem to take me seriously. As if I'd agree to a blowjob or spanking that easily. Sheesh! 

I couldn't resist watching their sexy, undulating asses until they were out of sight. I must admit that my dick was as hard as a steel bar, thanks to their nudity and their eagerness to get their lips around my cockhead. But I never had any worry that I would actually give in and let them have their way with me. It wasn't even close.

I waited a full minute then I went upstairs and put my laptop bag away and took care of a few minor tasks. I checked the clock and saw it was 5:15. I wondered when Mindy and Cindy would be home. Lately, Min had gotten much better about coming home right at five, but considering that the two of them snuck off to have their talk with Sonia, it made sense that they'd be a little bit late, if they were good about making up for their lost work hour.

I had hoped they would be home by the time I started my chat with Nicky, if only so they could keep an eye on the Hellions and prevent them from eavesdropping and/or somehow conspiring against me. They had shown their cards that they wanted Nicky to join them in incestuous sexual slavery to me, and since they were just as willful as ever, there was no telling what they would do to help make that happen. That was probably the biggest reason I needed to quickly bring them to heel with the sex boycott, to get them under control before Nicky returned from Hawaii.

I waited a couple of minutes in the hope that my erection would go down. But unfortunately that just wasn't happening. The Gruesome Twosome got me stiff in the first place, but it was thoughts of seeing Nicky on the video that kept me that way. I recalled how she'd gone topless for a little while in our chat just yesterday, and visions of her doing that again were so strong and vivid that I knew I could wait an hour and my boner wasn't going to go away. I would just have to grin and bear it.

I went into Michelle's room. Luckily, the Hellions seemed to have settled down and were trying to make a good impression on me. They did dress relatively normally. Well, mostly anyway. Both of them wore short shorts and tight tops without any bras. It would have been scandalous in any normal household, but for them it was fairly restrained. At least all of their private parts were adequately covered by fabric, although a lot of that fabric was being stretched in decidedly lascivious ways.

I tried to ignore the way their F-cups and E-cups wobbled freely in their tight shirts and had them sit me down in front of Michelle's computer and show me the ropes about the video chat. It wasn't hard to learn, especially since I was already computer savvy in general. After just a couple of minutes, I was confident I'd be able to connect and chat without them around.

Then, with everything ready to go, I told them, "Thanks for explaining that. Now, I want you two to go down to the pool and hang out there."

Michelle protested, "The pool? It's cold out there at this hour."

"No it isn't. It's summer time. I don't care what you do; just stay out of the house."

Ruby acted hurt. "Why? Are we that odious to you?" She ran her hands up and down the sides of her upper body. "Are you that opposed to looking at us and even touching us?"

"No, of course not. I love you all up. But I also know you're trouble with a capital 'T', especially when it comes to my relationship with Nicky. I don't want you snooping or meddling in any way, shape, or form. If you stay by the pool, I can check out the window from time to time to make sure you're still there. If you're not, there will be severe consequences. Do you understand?"

They nodded sullenly.

I looked all around the room. "And I know I'm in 'enemy territory' here. Knowing you two, I'm fairly certain you've set up a secret camera somewhere to record any video chat I take part in. Which is why we're going to move all the equipment needed to my office right now instead."

One would have thought I'd announced that I was going to cut my arms off from the way they protested in dismay. That confirmed my guess that they had something set up in the room that they didn't want me to know about. As expected, they vigorously asserted that doing the chat on another computer was impossible. But I knew enough about computers to see through their excuses.

Within five minutes, we had things set up in my office. It actually would have only taken a minute or two since it was mostly just a matter of unplugging the camera from one computer and plugging it into the other, but they dragged their feet and tried to throw up every obstacle. I had to use my "master card" and remind them that the longer they were disobedient, the longer the sex boycott would last.

The only downside of doing the chat in my room was that my computer monitor wasn't as big or as high-res as Michelle's. But I still had one much larger than the standard size, so it wasn't much of a loss.

Right before I started the chat, I had the two Hellions go all the way outside. I had to go to the window and peek down to make sure they were by the pool as they were supposed to be. Then, finally I was ready to see if Nicky would be there.

Sure enough, she was. We exchanged quick e-mails back and forth, and then switched to video chatting. It was startling to suddenly see all of her upper body right in front of me. Although my monitor wasn't as high quality as Michelle's, she still was larger than life, and it still felt like I could reach through the screen and touch her.

She flashed me a big smile. "Hi, Dad!"

I had a hard time keeping my eyes on her face, because her enormous breasts seemed to fill more than half of the screen. Worse, she was wearing nothing but her skimpy red bikini top. It was tough enough for me to handle her showing off that much skin, but that particular top brought back a lot of powerful erotic memories. I'd started the chat with a hard-on, and clearly it wasn't going to go down any time soon.

However, I did my best to hide my forbidden lust. I smiled back. "Hi, Muffin. Is this a good time?"

"Oh, sure. I'm in no hurry. Remember that it's three hours earlier over here. Kara and Kendall - you remember them, the Australian sisters?"

I nodded, trying hard not to let my eyes wander away from her face. "Sure."

"I've had a very busy day with them already, and we've gone back to our respective hotel rooms for some siesta time. I need a rest after lazing on the beach all morning!" She laughed at her own comment, causing her breasts to jiggle.

I gulped, but I made sure to laugh along.

She went on, "I have to be careful about not getting too much sun too fast, or I'll get a sunburn. I figure I'll chat with you and Mom and my sisters, and then take a little nap. Then I'll go get them and we'll have fun the rest of the day and into the night."

It was hard to ignore the feeling of tightness in my shorts. "Sounds great. So what have you been up to?"

She flashed her pearly whites at me. "So much! I'm having a ball! So many fun things have happened already that I don't even know where to begin!"

As she spoke, I noticed that her hands were going to her shoulder straps. Then, just like that, she started sliding them down both shoulders at once. In a matter of seconds, her straps were nearly down to her elbows and her all too prominent nipples were on the verge of being exposed. She suddenly grew a little shy, hesitated, and asked me, "Do you mind?"

My brain had a hard time processing what was happening. Oh shit! She's going to go topless again! All I could do was mumble, "Um..."

But I think there was some kind of conspiratorial link between my neck muscles and my dick, because I found my head nodding without my brain having much say in the matter!

Her shyness passed and she smiled widely. "Oh, good." She quickly pulled her bikini top the rest of the way off.

Suddenly, my monitor was filled mostly with bared breasts! The webcam was set so that I could see from the top of her head down to just below the bottom slopes of her tremendous E-cups, and not much else.

My mouth was suddenly dry and I gulped. I felt butterflies in my stomach and my stiff boner throbbed almost painfully. Even though I'd just spent some time dealing with my other two similarly endowed daughters while they were fully naked, somehow seeing Nicky's bare breasts affected me much more. Unlike Michelle's distinctively torpedo shaped tits, my oldest daughter had more well rounded globes, but they were similar to her sister's in that they sat firm and high on her chest.

I just hoped against hope that I didn't look as hot and bothered as I felt.

After tossing her top aside, which produced an incredibly sexy shaking of her tits, she settled back down and smiled easily. "Thanks for being so cool about this, well, you know. I need your guinea pig help even more than ever, due to an exciting new development: I've met a boy I really like!"

I was so horny that my head was spinning. Not only had Nicky gone topless, but she had her upper arms pressed tightly against her sides. Since her breasts were so big that they were actually larger than her frame, that caused them to push together, creating a dramatically enticing line of cleavage. Was she doing that on purpose, just to arouse me?! Or was that just a natural pose for her? I didn't know, and frankly, I was afraid to find out.

I had to force myself to pay attention and say something intelligible. "Oh, really? Tell me more."

"His name is Matt, and he's really nice. I wouldn't have met him had it not been for the Aussie twins. That's what I call Kara and Kendall, by the way. They're not really twins, but they look so similar that everyone pretty much thinks they are. They even have the exact same haircuts. Anyway, they've forced me way out of my comfort zone. I feel like I'm riding a wild tiger, and it's scary, but I'm having the BEST time! Luckily, since they were already here before I was, they met a lot of people and knew who was staying a long time and who wasn't. They basically set me up with Matt. He's going to be here the full two weeks, the same as me! Isn't that great?!"

"Um, yeah." I was reeling. A part of me was stunned that she had met a potential boyfriend. I have to confess that while I was happy to hear that, I was also jealous. At the same time, a part of me was so aroused from seeing this close-up view of my topless bombshell daughter that I couldn't hardly think or breathe, period.

So I definitely wasn't feeling loquacious. All I could do was mutter, "Tell me more."

"Sure. Matt is a real dish, AND he's really nice! He's pretty much the top catch around here, according to the Aussie twins and all my new friends. He's my age, and he's going to college too, except up in Seattle. And it's kind of funny, because he's not Hawaiian, but to my eyes he sure looks like one. Ethnically, he's half-Japanese and half-Caucasian. He's got a nice deep tan, black hair, and a winning white-toothed smile. He's really hunky and handsome, even in the same league as you!"

"Um, thanks. What's his personality like?"

"Mostly good. He's charming, but almost TOO charming, if you know what I mean."

"No." God, I'm so horny! Why does she has to keep fidgeting around? Gotta stay focused, like a good dad! 

"He's kind of like a male Michelle, if that makes any sense."

"Meaning...?"

"Meaning, he's super attractive and he knows it, so he's kind of full of himself because of that. He's very suave, very confident. Frankly, he's what we call a 'player.' We get along great, but I know he's not interested in me for my intellect. He's a horny young guy, and he can't stop staring at these."

She cupped her enormous breasts from below and hefted them up slightly, then let them fall.

It was a casual move, like she was pointing out a new haircut or some other innocuous feature, but it very nearly caused me to cum in my shorts! Actually, I realized that wasn't technically true, since my boner had grown so stiff and urgent that it wound up sticking out the bottom edge of my shorts, resting along one of my thighs. I didn't fight that, since I was alone and stuffing it back into my shorts would practically be an impossibility anyway.

Instead, I shifted in place a little bit and let more of the shaft slide free. I knew I shouldn't do tthat, but it felt too good to resist. It felt particularly good to let the air of the room cool the sensitive head and tip, now that it was so hot and engorged.

Meanwhile, she continued to explain, "So that would be a bummer, if I were interested in him as a serious, long-term boyfriend. But I'm not. My goal here in Hawaii is to get over Steve, loosen up, and have some fun. I'm not looking for Mr. Right, I'm looking for Mr. Right Now. So in that sense, Matt is ideal. I like him in a physical kind of way, but I'm not all moony for him. And he feels the same about me. Basically, what I'm looking for is a fun, no-strings-attached fling, and he's a very good fit for that."

She paused, and looked at me in a curious way. "Boy, this is kind of strange, isn't it? I don't think I've ever talked to you like this before. This sounds more like a conversation I'd have with Mom or the Gruesome Twosome. But I feel like you and I made a real breakthrough during my last visit, and we can be more intimate with each other. Do you agree, or is this too weird for you?"

I thought, Too weird! It's so freaky thinking of my darling little girl in the hands of a player like this Matt guy. Even weirder is talking to her while she's so gloriously topless! But I can roll with it. I can be a cool dad. 

I smiled warmly, and said, "Oh, it's not weird. Well, not THAT weird." I chuckled a bit nervously. "Let's put it this way: I'm flattered that you feel comfortable enough to talk openly to me like this, and I hope it continues."

Her face went from concerned to jubilant. "Good! Let me finish explaining, then. I realize that he's a bit of a shark, but I've got a shyness problem to overcome, so I need someone to push me forward."

I couldn't help but comment, "You don't look shy to me." I looked down at her immense tits in an even more obvious way than I already had been.

She looked down too. "Oh, this? Yeah!" She giggled. "I suppose I don't exactly look like a shrinking violet right now." She giggled some more, causing more quivering and shaking. "But honestly, this is GREAT therapy for me! Now that I've met Matt, I've gotta push myself out of my shell. I need practice getting out of my comfort zone. If I can be like this with you, it gives me confidence to do stuff with him too."

I had to ask, "So, are you going topless when he's around?"

"Oh, no! No way! Not yet, anyway. We haven't really done anything, yet, as a matter of fact. I only met him yesterday, and I still have my shyness problem going on. But pretty much from the start we paired up, and it's kind of obvious amongst my group of friends that we're a pair."

It was getting more difficult to not think about the hardness of my cock, resting on one of my thighs. But all I could do was grin and bear it. "You have a group of friends?"

"Yeah! Isn't that great?! Actually, it's more accurate to say that Kara and Kendall have a group of friends and they've sucked me into their orbit. They're both so outgoing and fun and beautiful that people tend to flock to them. We have a little group of about seven or eight, and we all kind of hang out together on the beach and for meals and partying and stuff. They're all great people, 'cos the Aussie twins are like the coolest of the cool, so they only pick top notch people to hang out with. Including ME! I've never been one of the 'cool kids' before, so I'm pretty psyched about that."

"Oh, come on. You've always been a top catch."

"Well, yes and no. In terms of a potential date, I guess I've been pretty high up, even before my late growth spurt." She took a deep breath and looked down, to draw my attention to the main area of growth in that spurt.

Ironically, it felt to me like I momentarily lost the ability to breathe myself when she did that, as if she were somehow sucking up all the oxygen in the room from thousands of miles away through a computer screen.

She sighed gustily and ruefully admitted, "But I sort of rejected all the attention and tried to blend into the background as much as possible. I hung out with the 'nerdy girl' clique, as you know."

Wanting to be supportive, I said, "Maybe so, but that was your own choice. You could have associated with the 'A-list' clique if you wanted to."

"Maybe, but they all seemed to be a bunch of fakes and phonies. Whereas Kara and Kendall are totally genuine and fun. They have a great sense of humor. You'd really like them, I'm sure. I suppose I still have an objection against being thought of as one of the 'beautiful people' even though I guess I'm objectively beautiful."

"You are," I said. "There's no doubt about that." Hot damn! My dick is definitely saluting that idea! 

She smiled. "Thanks. But I don't like how Michelle and Ruby only associate with other girls of a certain look. I've kind of rebelled against that attitude of theirs, because if you think like that, maybe you're missing out on some really great people who don't fit into that look. But here with this new group of friends I've found, it's like everyone is attractive, smart, AND fun. Like Matt. He's become part of our group, and everybody really likes him. Not just me."

I said, "I'm glad to hear that, but I've also got to wear the 'protective parent' hat. Could he be bad news? For instance, does he do drugs, or encourage you to-"

Nicky interrupted, "Dad, don't worry. I'm a big girl."

I couldn't resist letting my eyes drop down to the magnificent breasts on display in front of me at the bottom of the screen. Damn, you can say that again! My little Muffin has grown up and OUT! 

She seemed not to notice my gawking, although her grin turned into a slight smirk. "It's true that I'm not that worldly wise when it comes to picking guys, since I haven't done much dating aside from Steve. But I know I'm covered here because the Aussie twins have got my back. I lucked into them on my first day here, and we've become REALLY good friends in a short time. From literally my first hour with them, I told them my tale of woe about Steve and how I was never that happy with him and my plan to have a summer fling in Hawaii, and they vowed to help. They're VERY protective of me, and they've been screening guys for me. Matt has passed muster so far, but he's on a very short leash with them. And me. I'm not going to be pushed around by some aggressive guy, that's for sure."

"Well, that's good, I suppose." I started to reach for my erection in order to stroke it, only to come to my senses and reconsider.

"It is!" she insisted. "As for drugs, you know me, I'm not interested in that. The only thing is that a couple of the people in our group are over 21, and we do drink some alcohol. But in moderation only. The Aussie twins are looking out for me on that too. You really should meet them. In fact, I think I'd like to introduce them to you and Mom on our next video chat. Once you talk to them, I'm sure you'll worry a lot less about me. They're cool and fun, but responsible. For instance, they're very anti-drug, saying that getting high on life is the best kind of high."

Nicky suddenly brought her hands up and gesticulated to emphasize her strong emotion. "I'm having SO MUCH FUN! I swear, this is turning into one of my best vacations ever!"

My heart leapt to my throat, because her gesticulating set her giant tits wobbling in the most enticing way. And the video quality was so high that I could have counted every last bump on her areolae.

So it was mostly for my own sanity when I waved my hands and said, "Okay, okay! Calm down, please. I get it. You're having a great time."

"I AM! And it's mostly thanks to the Aussie twins. They pretty much arrange everything, and I'm just along for the ride."

"So what have you actually done so far?"

"In terms of activities, not that much. Mostly, we just hang out and chat. We go to the beach a lot, which is RIGHT in front of the hotel. So easy! Or sometimes we'll lie out on the balcony of one of our hotel rooms, or a neat spot on the roof we've found, so we can tan topless."

That raised alarms for me. "You go topless with others?! Who, exactly?"

She giggled. "Don't worry, Daddy. When we do that, it's just with us girls: me, Kara, Kendall, and sometimes Dora and/or Brittany. Those are a couple of other really nice girls who have become part of our group. I'll tell you more about them later, if you're interested."

She continued, "And of course we do a lot of swimming in the ocean or the pool. Plus, sports. Amongst other things, the Aussie twins play tennis at about the same level I do. Talk about a lucky coincidence, right? There are SO MANY fun things to do just within the hotel grounds. We've hardly scratched the surface. And we've hardly stepped off the grounds at all yet. But we're talking about going on a big road trip tomorrow. I'm REALLY excited about that. The Aussie twins have their own rental car, so we're going to pile the whole gang into it and start exploring the rest of the island!"

"Including Matt?" I asked, trying to keep a poker face. I've only heard his name and already I hate him. Why? This is supposed to be the kind of thing I want for her, isn't it? 

"Yeah, he'll be coming with us." There was an uncertain pause, and then she asked, "Are you okay with that?"

"Sure. It's fine. It's just that it all sounds too good to be true."

She beamed brightly, and bounced in a way that set off a maddeningly arousing tit-quake. "I know! Can you believe it?!"

I said soberly, "I'm not sure that I do. I mean it DOES sound too good to be true. There must be some downsides you simply haven't seen yet."

She wasn't dissuaded much. "Oh, I know everything isn't perfect. For instance, I already told you that I see some flaws in Matt. And the Aussies aren't perfect either. As an example, I doubt I'd be able to stay good friends with them for the long-term, because they're so energetic and intense, always wanting to check out the next new thing, whereas I'm more laid back. But in terms of getting me to push myself out of my shy ways and make the most of my vacation, it's like a match made in Heaven!"

We talked some more about various things, mostly what she'd done and what she was planning to do, as well as the people she'd met.

It was natural that most of the focus was on her, since she was having an exciting vacation, but she eventually got around to asking about me. Obviously, I couldn't say much about what was really happening to me, since it was nearly all intensely sexual. I dodged that by telling her about our plans for the "lighthouse" in the backyard. She said that was a very good idea, and gave it her full approval.

There was much more we could have talked about, but Mindy had come home by then and she walked into my room without knocking, wanting to get in on the call. That was embarrassing, because I had my boner hanging out the bottom of my shorts. Even though I wasn't touching it, she definitely saw it, saw Nicky's round bare breasts, and gave me a knowing smirk.

What distressed me even more than getting caught was knowing that she might well approve. At the very least, she wasn't going to disapprove.

I decided it was a good time to end my portion of the chat anyway. After discretely tucking my still rampant erection away, I told Nicky that Mindy was here and that I'd be handing the computer over to her.

Nicky said, "Okay, but when will we talk again? With the time difference, plus the fact that I'm not in my room much, it's best to arrange these things in advance. And I really want you and Mom to meet the Aussie twins. Since she's there too, let's hash out a time."

So that's what we did. With Nicky planning to go on a possible all day trip tomorrow, it was decided to wait until the day after that, also during her "siesta time," which would be between five and six California time.

With that settled, I waved good-bye and then got up and went to the window. Unfortunately, I'd forgotten about checking on the Gruesome Twosome to see if they were remaining in the backyard and not scheming somehow. At least when I did check, they were where they were supposed to be.

With Mindy taking over the chat, I gave my wife a kiss on the top of her head and retired to my room.

I figured that it was a good idea to stay for dinner, as the Hellions had suggested. However, I wanted some time to be all alone and totally bereft of any sexual stimulation so I could calm down and process what Nicky had told me.

I laid on my bed with my eyes closed and tried to calm down and let my mind go blank. I succeeded in relaxing some, but I couldn't stop thinking about Nicky, which meant my damn penis simply wouldn't go flaccid.

After a couple of minutes, I sighed to myself. It's hopeless! I can NOT avoid being aroused by my eldest daughter. She's just too gorgeous! And what's up with this damn topless chatting stuff?! How am I supposed to cope with that?! Is this becoming set as some new tradition? Doesn't she have any idea how her body affects me?! It's all fine and good for her using me as her "guinea pig" to help her get over her shyness, including getting over her body issues, but what about the effect she's having on ME?! 

And what's this about some sneaky guy named Matt?! He sounds like a real asshole. All charming and handsome, but I'm sure that all he cares about is getting some nookie! Fuuuuuck! I know I shouldn't get jealous and possessive. I don't want to get all incestuous and creepy with my darling pure angel. I have to remember that Shelle and Red are naturally submissive nymphos, even with all their bluster and willfulness. If I don't take sexual control of them, then somebody really bad inevitably will. But Nicky is different. She needs this. Okay, maybe not a "player" like Matt, but she needs to date normal guys and go on to live a normal life. I suppose he's harmless enough as long as she doesn't fall in love with him. 

What's wrong with her getting some experience with dating and even sex while she's in Hawaii? I need to be mature about this. She's a full adult, off at college, and it's time for me to let go. I have a lovely wife AND four cock slaves! FOUR! I simply cannot sexually desire my innocent Muffin in any way. It doesn't matter how sexy and stacked and all around mouth-wateringly amazing she looks, and even feels... God, why did she had to sit topless in my lap so much during her visit? It's like I can still feel her sitting on my... 

UGH! Those are the thoughts I cannot have! Period! And I'm not allowed to have an erection while thinking about this stuff either. Down, boy! 

I sighed heavily. Clearly, I have a problem when it comes to Nicky. It's probably just going to get worse once she returns back home. Maybe the best thing is for her to get it on with Matt. The more I hear about that, the better. That'll allow me to get all jealous and upset like a proper protective dad, and let me to burn out my inappropriate lusty feelings. Besides, I need to be supportive, regardless. 

But, dammit, why does she have to be having such a great time in Hawaii? The rest of her summer at home is going to seem boring and ordinary in comparison. 

I kept my eyes closed as I continued to lie on my bed. By and by, I was able to clear my mind from unwanted thoughts. Well, mostly at any rate. Luckily, and fairly incredibly, the others left me alone. I suppose that's because Michelle and Ruby stayed outside until Mindy finished chatting with Nicky, and then the girls had their own turn chatting with their older sister.

I was grateful. I needed a mental break. Eventually, I was even able to will my penis back to a flaccid state, and I very nearly drifted off to sleep.

Right as I was on the verge of dreamland, Mindy came in and told me that if I was staying for dinner, it would be ready in a few minutes. I grunted affirmatively and forced myself up to deal with whatever would come next. I looked forward to dinner with all of my in-town family, but to be honest I was much more eager about the prospect of seeing Cindy and Sue Ellen after dinner was over. I was certain we'd have great sex without much worry about a time limit, and we'd even get to go to bed together.




Chapter 7



When I came downstairs, still dressing in my usual "summer casual" of T-shirt and shorts, I found Mindy and Cindy milling about in the kitchen, putting the final touches on dinner. 

I walked up to Mindy and gave her a loving kiss on the lips.

She didn't speak, but purred happily. When the kiss ended, she held my head in place and gave me a longer and even more passionate one.

Then, when I was freed, I went to Cindy and French kissed her too. The result was similar, and I ended up necking with her longer than I'd expected.

I must say I was tickled pink that I could make out with both of them, and not only did they not mind, they would have been upset to have it any other way. Due to Cindy's age being similar to mine, I kind of thought of her as my second wife. I got practically giddy thinking of having both of them as my wives for decades to come, even just in terms of little things like kisses in the kitchen before dinner.

Once I was finally free, I stood in the middle of the kitchen and asked, "So, what's cooking, ladies? Can I help?"

Mindy said, "To answer your first question, homemade enchiladas. As to your second question, you snooze, you win. Meaning, while you were napping, we finished everything. However, you can help set the table."

Cindy appeared concerned about this. "Um, Min, should he really be doing that? He is our master, after all. I'd feel better if I do that instead. It's unseemly to have the head of our harem perform such mundane tasks."

Mindy brushed that concern aside with ease. "Nonsense. I need you here to put the final touches on the meal. Besides, yes, we're part of a harem now, but not the conventional kind. True, Dan dominates us all, but most of the time he wants to stay grounded as an 'ordinary, average guy,' and I agree... for the most part." She looked right at me and gave me a smirky smile.

Then she resumed, "So I think it's healthy if he continues to chip in with the chores and such." She turned to me to see my reaction. "What do you think, Honey?"

I was already collecting the silverware to put on the table. "Absolutely. I wouldn't have it any other way. Cin, I've been doing some research in recent days on traditional harems. In short, they suck. They had lots of viciousness and in-fighting and very little love. We need to forge our own way. Let's not pretend I'm a divinely blessed sultan or demigod or whatever. Yes, I love dominating my cock slaves, and you all love being dominated, but I still put my pants on one leg at a time, like any other guy."

Cindy nodded. I couldn't tell how she felt though, because her face didn't show any strong emotion.

Mindy joked, "Let's not go THAT far. You definitely don't put your pants on like any other guy. First, you have to take the tree-trunk-sized King and flop it over your shoulder so it doesn't get in the way. Then... Oh, hi girls." I was sure she was going to go off on an absurd account ending with my dick being larger than a truck, but she interrupted herself because Michelle and Ruby came into the room.

The Gruesome Twosome had just come down from the second floor. They looked glum and listless, and they were dressed in surprisingly normal clothes, which were even less revealing than the "normal" clothes I'd forced them to put on a little while ago. They just stood by the counter, as if needing someone to tell them what to do.

I walked past them with glasses and silverware for the table. As I set the table, I heard Mindy ask them from the kitchen, "So, girls, did you just finish chatting with Nicky?"

"Yeah," Michelle said in a voice sounding as listless as she looked.

Mindy asked, "Did you have a good chat?"

There was a long pause before Michelle said, "I guess." She and Ruby then drifted over to the dining table and took their usual seats. Strangely, they hardly seemed to notice me.

I could tell something was up with their attitude. I knew them well enough to sense that they were even more upset than they were letting on, but they were trying their best to act normally. However, they were both such emotional people that they couldn't hide their true feelings very well.

(In retrospect, I must have been extremely clueless not to notice their overwhelmingly powerful lust for me during their "Dark Years". But then again, I am notoriously slow on the uptake.)

Mindy and Cindy brought out the food and drink, with my help, and then we all sat down.

The meal proceeded as one would have expected. Mindy got the discussion rolling by asking me about how things had gone with Sonia at Mama Mia's. I gave an account of everything that happened, though I kept my account of my sexual adventure with Sue Ellen in the "Pussymobile" to a minimum to prevent an outbreak of horniness.

Min and Cin were very interested, and asked various questions to find out more.

The Gruesome Twosome, by contrast, were almost eerily quiet. They listened carefully enough, but they remained glum and listless.

Eventually, I finished the account of my "battle" with Sonia. I couldn't resist asking, "Okay, girls, what's wrong?"

Michelle looked down at her plate and mumbled, "Nothing's wrong." She was pushing pieces of her enchilada around, but she'd hardly eaten any, although the rest of us had mostly finished.

Mindy made an annoyed face. "Oh, come on. I don't know who you're trying to fool, but it's not working. You're clearly upset about something, so let's talk about it. Need I remind you that your dad is your master, and cock slaves are not allowed to lie to their masters?"

I could see the struggle on Michelle's face in response to that. She finally said, "Okay, fine! Sheesh. I'm a little pissed off at Nicky right now, okay? Let's just drop it. It's an issue between her and me."

I pointed out, "And evidently it's an issue between her and Ruby, since she also looks like she's been sucking on lemon, and she hasn't eaten much of her food, just like you. If I could hazard a guess, I'd say it's obvious Nicky told you about Matt, didn't she?"

Both Hellions clenched their teeth and their fists from my mention of Matt's name. It looked like they were on the verge of having some sort of emotional outburst.

I pressed, "Well?"

Michelle took the lead answering, as usual. "No comment!" After another painful pause, she clarified, "Daddy, you said we need to be on our best behavior in order to bring the sex boycott to an end. Look how hard we're trying. We even dressed up in these ridiculous clothes!" She waved a hand over her incredible curvaceous body.

Ruby was like a pressure cooker ready to burst. She looked down in disgust at her clothes, and couldn't resist, "I HATE it! I feel so, so... normal! UGH! I feel like I'm a stupid character in some stupid sitcom, like Full House or Friends or something. This is NOT how a cock slave should dress around her master, ever! It's an outrage!"

Surprisingly, Michelle was more restrained. "Ruby, I hear you, but keep those feelings in check. This is what our master wants, so this is what he gets. We can't help it if he's a stubborn Dr. Buzzkill sometimes."

Ruby reluctantly nodded, but the two of them were still tensed up and clenching their fists.

I knew it wouldn't take much for them to lose their cool, but I couldn't resist saying, "I can see you're not happy about the clothes, but that's not what's REALLY bugging you, is it? This issue with Matt-"

I couldn't say more, because Michelle glared at me through narrow eyes as she interrupted, "Daddy, don't even go there! You don't want to stir up a whole hornet's nest. Let's just say we're not exactly happy with our supposedly 'older and wiser' sister right now."

Ruby added, "Yeah! We're not going to say anything because we are trying to be on our best behavior. We know that you have some kind of foolish, misguided, and downright insane resistance to turning Nicky into another one of your cock slaves, and we're trying to respect that. So we're determined to just stay quiet and choke down our bile, and our disgust at her, her..." She gesticulated in frustration at being unable to find the right words.

Michelle filled in, "Her total betrayal! Betrayal of us, our family, and most especially our daddy master! Who does she think she is, despoiling and degrading her body by letting a stinky, filthy boy touch her where only Daddy should be touching her?!" She dramatically pushed her plate of food away. "I'm sorry; just thinking about it makes me sick to my stomach!"

Ruby similarly pushed her plate away. "Same here. I can't eat! I promised myself I wasn't going to say anything about Stinky Matt, but how can I stay quiet any longer in the face of this utter travesty?! Even as we speak, he could be kissing her, or pawing at her massive breasts, or worse! It makes me so upset that I'm going to be physically ill!" She suddenly stood up and rushed out of the room.

Michelle did the same. It was unusual to see her following Ruby instead of the other way around.

I watched with concern as they hurried out of sight. At least I was comforted by the fact that they went up the stairs. Had they gone to the first floor bathroom, that would have suggested they really were in danger of getting physically sick. But it seemed this was more a case of being psychologically upset.

Mindy, Cindy, and I just sat there in stunned silence. Once the girls were gone for good, Mindy said, "Phew! Well, that was... interesting. And that was them fighting with all their might to restrain themselves. Imagine if they let their feelings fly!"

I nodded. "Yes. Those two are so passionate that it's downright scary sometimes. I should have realized that Nicky would mention her new relationship with Matt to them and that they wouldn't react well."

Cindy said, "Yeah, but what can you do about it? They're young and in love... with you. I remember being that age. Everything seems extra intense, especially if it involves sex or love."

I nodded again. "That's the big question, what to do about it. This issue about Nicky is probably going to be a major test of my sex boycott. It could be the key sticking point. It so happens that they love sex with me, and I love sex with them, so we're in agreement most of the time. But when we're not, that's when it becomes clear that I'm a 'master' who has very little control over my supposed 'slaves.' They call me stubborn, but once they get an idea in their head, like their notion that I need to get intimate with Nicky, they're relentless about it."

Mindy said, "True, but what's happening is good, relatively speaking. After you went to have your nap, Nicky told me all about her promising fling with Matt. With her safely in Hawaii, the Gruesome Twosome can't do a thing to hijack that. They can rant and rave all they want, but they'll just have to get used to it. With two weeks to think about it, maybe they'll come to see that she's too 'spoiled' from 'stinky boy' interaction to be 'worthy' of you, or something like that."

"I see what you mean," I said. "Let's hope it works out that way. But all Hellion tantrums aside, what do you think of this Matt character? Did Nicky tell you that she considers him a smooth player?"

Mindy replied, "Yes, she did. And normally that would raise red flags for me, but given the overall situation, maybe that's exactly what she needs. It's good to go through a 'rebound guy' for her to get Steve all the way out of her system, and it's good for her to get some dating practice to build up her self-confidence and so forth."

I said, "I'm glad to hear you feel that way. I was worried you might side with the girls, that Nicky needs to sexually save herself for me or something like that. At times, you've been as bad as them about Nicky, and at other times you've sided with me. Your cucquean ways are a total mystery to me."

Mindy seemed forthright when she said, "To be honest, they're a mystery to me too. I'll freely admit that I can be like Dr. Jekyll and Mrs. Hyde about it. Luckily, since Nicky is off in Hawaii, I can deal with this rationally and not let my lust rule my brain. But... Honey, I have to be completely honest, since we're soul mates and so much more... If she was sitting naked in your lap right now, I'm pretty sure some flip would switch in my brain and I'd go all in with my cucquean lust. It's good that we all are aware of that and you can keep me from getting carried away by not putting me in insanely arousing situations."

Cindy chimed in to say, "It's good you put it that way, because I feel the same. I think back to our hot tub incidents during Nicky's visit. I kind of lost my mind to lust too. But hearing about Nicky and Matt in Hawaii, it doesn't bother me. I completely concur that that's a good and healthy development. As long as we're mindful of our weaknesses, we should be okay. Right?" She looked to me for approval.

I nodded. But I thought, Easier said than done. All I have to do is prevent a horny mood from developing around Nicky, but she's so sexy lately that everything about her is too arousing! 

Cindy asked, "What about you, Master? Do you think she can handle herself with this 'player?'"

I carefully considered that. "I must admit... I am somewhat concerned, if only because she has so very little experience dating, period. I don't count her time with Steve, because once a couple is going steady, it's very different. Prior to Steve, she didn't really date at all. She's never been 'played' by a 'player.' I suppose nothing really terrible is likely to happen to her in Hawaii, but I don't like to see her get emotionally hurt."

I continued, "A lot depends on the mysterious 'Aussie twins,' Kara and Kendall. Cin, do you know about them?"

Cindy explained, "I guess you didn't realize it because you were napping, but I sat with Mindy all through her chat with Nicky, so I think I'm fully up to date on everything. And yeah, she raved a lot about the Aussie twins. They seem too good to be true."

I gesticulated emphatically, "That's exactly what I said!" I calmed down a bit, and continued, "We'll see. There are a lot of wonderful people out there, and maybe they really are the bee's knees. She said she feels they have her back and they'll be on guard about Matt. Maybe they will, and it's all good. I don't know if she mentioned this to you, but she wants me to meet Kara and Kendall through the video chat the day after tomorrow."

Mindy said, "She told us that too. I'm thinking that Cindy, you, and me can chat with them at the same time, 'cos they probably don't want to have separate but similar conversations with us. That is, if you don't mind Cindy being there too."

I rubbed my chin as I considered that issue. "Hmmm... That's a tough one. Normally, I'd say 'Of course you should be there, Cin. How could you not be?' But we don't know what the Aussies know about our unique lifestyle. Do they believe, like Nicky does, that you're my official mistress? And if they do, are they okay with that? Do you know if any of that come up at all during your chat?"

Cindy said, "As a matter of fact, it did. Nicky asked me some questions about how things were developing between you and me, as well as between you and Sue Ellen."

"What did you say?" I asked guardedly.

"That everything is proceeding wonderfully, of course." Cindy flashed me a big smile. "Of course, I was very strategic with what I did or didn't say, and Mindy was right there to make sure I didn't screw up. I particularly emphasized how you and Sue Ellen are getting increasingly intimate, so she'll continue to gradually warm up to that idea."

I said, "Uh-oh. Just how graphic were you?"

"Not very. I think getting somewhat graphic is good, to kind of shock her into accepting this is really happening. But we didn't really go into details because we were running out of time, what with the Gruesome Twosome wanting their own chat time with her, but we probably will get into it more during some later chat."

I grumbled, "Oh, great." But I could see that talking about such things in greater detail could help push Nicky into accepting them as the new reality.

Cindy went on, "Anyway, when she told us about you making plans to chat with the Aussies next time, we said we wanted in on that, and the issue of what they know came up. It turns out she told them about the 'official mistress' situation with me, but she hasn't said anything about Sue Ellen or your 'open marriage' situation in general, at least not yet. She probably doesn't want to freak them out with too much weirdness."

I said, "That's prudent and understandable. So that settles it, then. It should be the three of us talking to Kara and Kendall in the next chat. You two are more emotionally tuned in than I am about this kind of thing. It would be good if you put your heads together and figure out in advance what to ask them to determine if they're for real and they actually have Nicky's best interests at heart, or if they're the stab-you-in-the-back kind of so-called friend."

Mindy nodded. She was in a surprisingly serious mood, maybe because of the way the Hellions had cast a pall over the whole meal with their sour attitude. She said, "Agreed. We'll do that, for sure. And you're right, us ladies have a kind of special radar about that sort of thing. But I think Nicky is a good judge of character, and at this point I'm assuming she has fallen in with a good bunch of people, including the Aussies. That's not so hard to believe, is it?"

"No, I suppose not," I said. Like Mindy, I trusted Nicky's judgment of character, but I was being a protective, worrying parent anyway.

After a pause, Mindy asked me, "What about you and your jealousy? I know you, and I know you felt sexually tempted by Nicky during her visit. Plus, fathers are notorious about having trouble with their daughters dating guys in general. How are YOU feeling about Matt? Be honest?"

I let out a long exhale. "Phew! Sweetheart, you don't shy from the tough questions, do you? I'm loathe to admit it, but yes, I am feeling considerable sexual desire for her. I'm trying hard to keep those feelings in check, but I can't deny that they're there. That's why I don't need you or the Hellions or anyone else to fan those flames. I'm having a hard enough time as it is. Especially with her insisting on chatting with me topless! Good grief! What's up with that?!"

My wife said, "Thanks for being honest about that. It's nothing we didn't notice already, but it's good if we can speak about it openly. As far as the topless thing goes, I think she really is benefitting from that. You saw how she started to blossom during her last visit. There was a dramatic change in her shyness from when she arrived to when she left. I don't think you can deny that, can you?"

I could only sigh with exasperation. "No, I suppose not."

"Right. Anyhow, maybe she gets a little thrill from showing off her body to you. As she should, by the way - she's got a great body and she should be thrilled and proud to have it. But mainly she's in the middle of a crash course in getting over her body issues. For instance, if she's brave enough to be topless for you, that'll give her a huge boost in wearing a bikini for Matt. You see what I mean?"

I grumbled, "I suppose so. What do you think, Cin? I mean, things got more than a little weird during Nicky's visit, and I'm trying to bring things back to normal. How can I de-sexualize things if she's basically naked every time I chat with her?"

Cindy replied, "I know it's not easy for you, Master, but I would say just hang in there. Grin and bear it. Yes, you're working at cross purposes to some extent, but the top priority is getting her to loosen up so she'll have success with Matt. Imagine if she was being her usual prudish self, totally covering up even in the Hawaiian sun."

Mindy said, "I completely agree. That's the first priority. Besides, Honey, you promised to be her guinea pig. That wasn't just an idle promise you made, was it?"

"No... I suppose not."

Mindy went on, "Good. We need to put her on the path of finding a good replacement for Steve back in Berkeley. Matt is just a stepping stone along the way, but an important one. I'm sure she'll date some more when she's living with us the rest of the summer. Our goal is to have her go back to Berkeley a fully confident and self-assured woman, especially when it comes to her sexuality and physical appeal. Along the way, there may be times when you're put in a tough spot, and you'll find yourself more than a little turned on."

Her eyes seemed to light up as she continued, "Considering how she's filled out, and especially where, there'd have to be something wrong with you to NOT be turned on by her, at least a little. Besides, all daughters practice the feminine wiles on their daddies before trying them out on other guys. But the key is that as a father there's a line you won't cross with her, and that the proper outlet and release for all of that is to instead redirect whatever sexual energies you have onto, and into, the rest of us, rather than in her direction!"

She appeared to reconsidered that, and said, "Well, okay, maybe a few ropes of cum on her face or chest, but that's it."

I was not amused, and ignored her attempt at humor altogether. I narrowed my gaze suspiciously. "What you're saying sounds disturbingly similar to the whole 'reasonable bounds' idea from weeks back. We know how that worked out, with the boundaries continually shifting until they pretty much fell apart. Now you're talking about not crossing a line. But what is that line, and what if it starts shifting too?"

My wife placatingly spread her hands. "Admittedly, that's a danger. And the brutal truth is that you're mostly going to be on your own when it comes to holding that line. Michelle and Ruby can barely contain their desire for you to get intimate with Nicky, and I've been proven to be unreliable support on that, since I can slide into one of my cucquean moods at any time. Cindy is in a similar boat as me, especially if we're together. Sue Ellen might be able to help you some, but it mostly falls on your shoulders."

There was a longer silence as I pondered all that. I sighed sadly. "You're right. It does fall on me. At least I have the benefit of experience. I've slid down the slippery slope once, and I'm not going to let that happen again. I've gotta put aside my concerns about Matt and root for her and him to have a serious fling. The more she gets involved with boyfriends, the more my worries about inappropriate sexual feelings will fade in importance. Things need to take their natural course, with her finding a good boyfriend. I just wish she'd pick a nice 'boy next door' type instead of a smooth player."

Cindy said, "Don't think that way. Think of Matt as some kind of human sex doll. She's just practicing on him. The worst outcome would be for her to come across some really great guy and start to fall in love with him, only to have them sent back to very distant towns once their two weeks in Hawaii is over."

Mindy added, "That's why Matt being a smooth operator is actually a very good thing. He's so obvious about it that she can't have any illusions about him. And he'll be aggressive, which will help push her out of her shyness zone."

I fretted, "I know, I've been thinking all that too, but what if he's TOO aggressive? For instance, what if he expects her to put out on one of their first dates together, and she doesn't? Maybe he'll end up date raping her!"

My wife put a comforting hand on mine. "That kind of thing is always a worry. That's the world we live in. But I feel better that Nicky has allies with the Aussie Twins, and her other new friends. Matt has become part of that group. If he does something terrible to Nicky, he'll become a pariah and the rest of his Hawaiian vacation could be ruined. Certainly he must know that. And the Aussies apparently are very protective of Nicky. From what I hear, I don't think they're going to let her get into a situation where that could happen in the first place."

I sighed heavily. "God, I hope you're right!"

After a significant pause that indicated the discussion had run its course, Mindy stood up. "Does anyone want some dessert?"

"What have we got?" I asked.

"Not much, unfortunately. I do have some yummy cookies, or cake. But I was thinking we could make some homemade ice cream. We have all the ingredients for some kind of fruity sorbet that isn't so fattening."

I said, "That sounds great. It's been a while since we've used our ice cream maker machine. However, it's going to take too long. To be perfectly honest, I'd like to get out of here before the Gruesome Twosome come around again and make more trouble. Besides, I've been thinking it would be nice to have some special one-on-one time with Cin here back at her house." I gave Cindy a warm look and reached across the table to hold her hand.

Her face lit up like a neon sign, and she squeezed my hand firmly. She practically whispered, "I would love that!"

Mindy was not pleased, and if she was trying to hide her feelings, she didn't do a good job of it. Not only did she sigh, but she put her hands on her hips. After a pause, she said, "This is where it gets tough, isn't it? Honey, it wasn't easy for me sleeping without you last night. Right now, I'd love nothing better than to just hold you and talk and have fun until bedtime... and maybe have a little sexy fun time at some point... but that's not going to happen, is it?"

I stood up and gave her a hug. "Unfortunately, no. Especially the 'sexy fun time' part. There is a sex boycott going on, and while I think spending some time together is okay, if we spend a lot of time together, it'll just make the lack of sex that much more difficult. Besides, I'm looking for a silver lining, and I figure this is a good time for me to get to know my other women better."

Mindy just silently nodded as she continued to hold me tight. "I understand. And you're right. I've done you wrong and I haven't been as supportive as a good wife should. This is where I start to pay the price. You're right that if we're around each other a lot, that'll just prolong the boycott and make things more difficult on everybody. It's best that you go now. Don't even stick around for dessert. It's like getting into a cool pool. You could take forever slowly getting in, or just jump in and get it over with fast. Go! Now!"

To my great surprise, she suddenly pushed me away, as if she wanted me to race out of the room.

However, instead of moving I held her head and kissed her lips.

She actually tried to resist at first, which surprised the heck out of me. But within seconds she melted into me and kissed with a rare intensity.

I was surprised again, but I quickly recovered and kissed back with just as much passion.

After a minute or two of hot necking, I was surprised yet again to feel wetness on my cheeks. I pulled back and discovered that tears were flowing from her eyes.

She suddenly jerked her head and tried to wriggle free from my hug. "Don't look! I don't want you to see that I'm crying!"

I kept a firm hold on her, and asked, "Why not?"

She resolutely kept her head tilted so I couldn't see her reddened eyes. "Because... I don't know. I should be stronger. I don't want you to worry about me. Gaawwwd! The boycott has only been going for 24 hours, and I'm already like this!"

I held her chin and forced her to resume eye contact with me. "Sweetheart, listen. This is going to be tough on both of us. Probably, it'll be a lot tougher on you because I've got Cindy and Sue Ellen to help me. But it's tough, and it's only going to get worse. Probably a hell of a lot worse. But never doubt my love for you. This is just like one of those 'purge' or 'cleansing' diets people go on, except we have to do some emotional purging. But we'll make it though, I have no doubt."

Tears were still running down her cheeks as she said, "I don't doubt either. But that doesn't make it much easier. We've always been so very, very close! Not just emotionally, but in terms of physically staying close, epecially every night. I could handle no sex or sleeping apart if there was a normal reason, like one of us being hurt or sick or on the road, but to have both of us perfectly healthy but sleeping in different beds in different houses…" she heaved a great big sobbing breath before blurting out, "it feels like a divorce!" She resolutely turned her head aside so she wouldn't be looking at Cindy

I noticed Cindy out of the corner of my eye and she appeared to be very distraught, to say the least. I'm sure she didn't want to be seen as "the other woman."

"Don't say that!" I told Mindy from my heart. "This is the exact opposite. It's going to make our relationship stronger, the harem stronger. We can't have everyone being willful and going their own way and still live a harem lifestyle. Some 'tough love' is necessary. You can see that, can't you?"

She nodded. "Of course. I'm not trying to talk you out of anything. I'm just lamenting that it's hard."

"Would it make it easier on you if Cindy and Sue Ellen stay here with you? I don't want you feeling like you're being replaced."

Her eyes opened wide with alarm. "Oh, no! Dear God, NO! Please, sleep with them and FUCK them. A lot! That makes it a lot easier on me. To think of you being all alone and sexually unsatisfied would make this twice as hard on me!"

I narrowed my eyes suspiciously. "How? I don't understand that. If the shoe were on the other foot and you were sleeping with another guy..."

She spoke forcefully. "Forget about that comparison, because it's totally different! I'm a cucquean, okay? It emotionally satisfies me knowing that a great woman like Cindy or Sue Ellen is keeping you happy. So go, now, and fuck her hard and long! Make her take every last inch of the King! And when Sue Ellen gets home from work, fuck her too! If you promise me you'll do that, I'll sleep a lot better tonight."

I furrowed my brow. I don't understand that reasoning at all. But then again, that's nothing new. This cucquean stuff remains a total mystery to me. But the main thing is that I trust she's sincere. 

I forced a smile, and told her, "Okay. That's what I'll do. It's strange what we're doing, but somehow I have a gut feeling that this is necessary. Don't you agree?"

"Yes, I do. Like I said, I'm not trying to talk you out of the sex boycott at all. I just wish it was over already. So, please, go. I've got Michelle and Ruby upstairs. I'll go talk to them and I'll be okay."

Cindy had been standing by, trying not to get in the way, but she deemed it right to step forward and wrap her arms around both of us. After she did so, she said, "Min, have no fear. We're a team. I'll take good care of our man. Before long, our harem will be healed and whole again. We're friends for life, all of us, and family now. There's no way this can't work out, because we love each other so much."

Mindy grunted, "UGH! Why'd you have to go and say that, especially the 'L' word? Now I'm crying again!"

Sure enough, my wife was sobbing in my arms (and Cindy's). We just held each other for another minute or two, until her tears stopped flowing.

Mindy was the one who eventually elected to break the hug. As she wiped her cheeks, she said, "Okay, I feel better. I needed to do a little hugging and crying, it seems. Thank you, both of you. Now, go! For real this time!"

After a little more small talk, some heartfelt good-byes, and more kissing and hugging near the front door, Cindy and I finally did leave together.

I took Cindy's hand as we walked the short distance from my house to her house. I commented, "Boy, this isn't going to be easy, is it? I meant it when I said it's going to get a lot worse."

She said, "I know. We all know. Things have to reach a breaking point for them to have a meaningful emotional change. She's not close to that yet, and neither are the Hellions. But everyone understands this needs to be done. Even the girls, although they'll complain until their voices get hoarse, on some deeper level they understand that it's time for you to take full control of the harem. Stay strong, Master, and I promise I'll help you any way I can."

I briefly turned her way and smiled. I squeezed her hand. "Thanks."

I stared ahead. We were walking down the middle of the street, since it was completely deserted. God, how fucking odd. Here we are in the middle of suburbia, talking about harems and masters. But this is my life. This is no joke. It's time to get tough. This next week is going to be brutal! 




Chapter 8



As soon as Cindy and I got inside her house, Cindy began taking her clothes off. She seductively purred, "Master, you seem stressed. Let me lighten your mood by emptying your balls into me. How would you like to take me?"

As she said "take me," she turned around and invitingly wiggled her ass at me. That seemed to strongly suggest where she wanted to get taken.

This is new, I realized. Although I suppose I shouldn't be all that surprised, now that she's one of my cock slaves. I guess I should have realized that sometimes when Cin can have me all to herself like this, she'll make her desires plain enough that even I can recognize them. 

However, I just stood there by the front door, still frowning. "I'm not stressed so much as simply sad. I'm thinking about Mindy crying just now. That wouldn't be so bad, but I know that it's just the start, since the boycott is just getting warmed up. There's going to be a LOT of crying and sorrow in the days to come, and not just from her. We know how emotional the Gruesome Twosome get. I imagine that Min has gone upstairs to talk to them and the three of them are crying their eyes out right now."

I looked at Cindy, who already had most of her clothes off. "So it's better if you stop undressing, because I don't see how I can get aroused when I'm in this mood."

She continued to disrobe anyway. She wasn't trying to do a striptease, as she seemed to think it was more important to make her nakedness a fait accompli before I could complain too much. "I understand how you feel, Master. But what's the good of wallowing? I've read that the biggest problem for depressed people is rumination - meaning thinking about their problems too much - and the best cure is keeping their minds busy with other thoughts. As one of your cock slaves, I feel it's my duty to put a smile back on your face, and the best way I know how to do that is through pleasuring your cock."

She timed her undressing with the last of her comments. Once she was nude from head to toe, she struck a sexy, cheesecake pose, with a cocked hip and a hand behind her head.

Unfortunately, I wasn't aroused in the slightest. "Cin, I appreciate what you're trying to do, but this isn't the time or place. There's nothing wrong in wanting to wallow in sadness for a while. I'll agree that excessive ruminating is bad, but sometimes it's good to work through one's feelings, like having a good cry."

"Okay, I'll tell you what. I'll start a fire" - she nodded towards the fireplace in the living room - "and you and I can just cuddle and talk for a while. If you want to vent about your sad feelings, I promise I'll be a great listener."

I asked, "A fire? Why? It's summer time, and we're still on the tail end of a heat wave."

She grinned knowingly. "True, but it's easy to get cold if you're completely naked like I am. And don't think for one minute that I'm going to put my clothes back on. In fact, I want you to get nude too. That's the price I'm going to have you pay in return for me listening to all of your wallowing."

I reacted with pretend shock. "Mrs. Robinson, you're trying to seduce me. Aren't you?"

She caught my quote from "The Graduate." She just smiled coquettishly and said, "Well, no.  I hadn’t thought of it." She struck another provocative pose. "Here's the deal. We'll talk, and that'll help you take a load off your mind. And if, at some point, you start to get horny, I'll be able to help you take another kind of load off. And even if you don't, won't it feel nice to just cuddle skin on skin in front of a roaring fire. I think cuddling is highly underrated."

I couldn't help but grin at that. "You've got me there. I'm big on cuddling, and I like relaxing in front of an open fire. But I warn you now that I'm not going to get aroused."

Her grin turned into a knowing smirk that reminded me of Mindy. "We'll see if you're right about that. Why don't you undress and get the fire started. I'll go get us some wine, Oh, and since we never did eat dessert, what about some cheese and crackers?"

"Sounds good."

A couple of minutes later, we wound up sitting together in a big easy chair. True, it wasn't the Dream Chair, but it was a nice one, with just enough room for us to cuddle up side by side instead of her having to sit in my lap. I'd pulled it in front of the fire, which already was burning nicely. Cindy had turned the overhead lights off and wrapped us in a light blanket. At her request, I'd also moved coffee tables to either side of the easy chair, so we had a convenient spot to put our wine bottle, glasses, and food.

I sighed contentedly after taking a sip of the red wine she'd given me. "Aaaah. This is cozy. But I call foul. Clearly, you're using inside knowledge to get to me. You know I've got a soft spot for cuddling in front of a fire with Min. You even knew about how we like to snack on wine and cheese. It's true that we don't do it naked, due to having Satan's Spawn running around the house most of the time, and we don't do it in the summer, but otherwise, this feels like the many times I've done this with Min."

She said, "You're right, I did take advantage of inside knowledge. I hope you don't mind, because this is fulfilling a very big fantasy for me."

"Really? How? All we're doing is cuddling." I had an arm around her and she had an arm around me, but we weren't actively doing any fondling.

She responded, "True. But not all fantasies have to be about sweaty, wild sex. I've known for years and years about your and Mindy's 'cuddling in front of a fire' tradition, and this has been a daydream vision for me more times than I care to admit. And now it's happening, for real! I don't know if you can tell how thrilled I am, but for me this is about as good as it gets. I mean in my entire life! It may get AS good as this, but I can't imagine it getting any better."

"Wow. Why?"

She snuggled herself up against my side in a way that was both intimate and enticing. "Because of what it symbolizes, and what it shows about how you feel about me. Sure, I love that you use and dominate me sexually. I've more than made peace with the fact that I'm sexually submissive. I wouldn't have it any other way. So if you're offering more of that, my answer is 'more please!' But cuddling like this goes beyond that. This is what two people in love do. We're naked and touching each other, and we could end up having sex, but we don't necessarily have to. It's a joy in and of itself just to be together."

I nodded, and stared into the fire. "Indeed. I like that a lot too. And I would have thought I'd feel guilty doing this with you instead of Mindy, especially tonight, after seeing her cry, but for some strange reason that's not bothering me too much."

Cindy murmured hopefully, "That's because you know that she would want this to happen right now. What would make her madder than a wet hen is if I just left you alone to wallow. Even if you want to feel sad, it's a different thing if you're doing it with someone you love cuddled up next to you."

"Very true. And by the way, 'madder than a wet hen?' Did you get that from Sue Ellen? I've never heard anyone else but her say that."

Cindy grinned. "I suppose I did. I like her colorful Southernisms. They're so her." She turned her head towards me, causing me to turn my head enough to for us to make eye contact. "Anyway, let's let the sadness out, together. You'll feel better later."

"Yes, let's. But before I unload on how I feel about the sex boycott making everybody sad, there's something I've been meaning to talk to you about for some time, but for some reason, something always comes up."

She took my flaccid penis in hand and briefly lifted it up and then let go of it. "Usually this. Quite literally. But please continue."

There was a pause as I tried to gather my thoughts. "It's about Ruby. Well, you and Ruby. One day, Ruby was your daughter alone, and then the next day she was my daughter and Mindy's daughter too. How do you feel about that? I mean, yes, we've talked about that some, but I feel like we haven't talked about that enough. As a result, I think we're still walking on eggshells to some extent. For instance, Ruby has refrained from calling Mindy 'Mom' or 'Mother,' and I think that's out of concern that she would hurt your feelings."

Cindy and I had been staring into the fire, but she made eye contact with me again. "I'm perfectly fine with the change. In fact, I see it as a 100% positive. You have no idea how tough it's been on me trying to raise her all by myself. Even when my ex who shall not be named was in the picture, he wasn't much of a father. But another way to look at it is that I didn't raise her alone, because you and Min were there all along. This just formalizes a reality that's existed ever since Ruby was in diapers. For instance, you were her real father figure years and years before I divorced you-know-who. Why do you think she spent so much time at your house since forever?"

I pointed out, "Well, there's the huge crush she had on me, not to mention that she and Shelle are basically joined at the hip."

"Yes, but they could be joined at the hip at my house or anywhere else. And yeah, her crush on you had a big part to do with it, but your house was the de facto hangout spot well before she hit puberty."

"What are you trying to say?"

"You've been her true dad all along! You've been both the best and the only real father figure she's ever known. That's one reason why I'm so overjoyed that this harem has come together like it has. For a long time, I felt it was tragic that our true family would never be truly and formally realized, due to all the social rules against it. But now it is! To me, that's just as great as the sex. We're not just a harem of beautiful women dedicated to serving your cock. We definitely are that, no doubt, but we're also a real family!"

This inspired her so much that she suddenly repositioned, winding up sitting on my lap with her face up to mine. She moved in for a kiss and we spent the next minute or two necking.

However, I wasn't done with the discussion. Once my lips were free again, I said, "You make it sound so easy. And I guess it is when it comes to me, since I'm the only father figure in sight, now that your ex is long gone. But I'm more concerned about a potential bumping of elbows between you and Mindy. What about that? So far, there hasn't been much problem because you two haven't had any serious disagreements. But what happens when you want Ruby to do one thing and Min wants her to do another? I can already see them trying to play you off each other."

Cindy slid the light blanket off and let it drop to the floor. "Excuse me, Master, but I'm plenty warm now that the fire is burning bright. Is that okay with you?"

I ran my hands up and down her sides. "It's fine. Although I think you just want me to see and touch all of your fantastic uncovered body."

She smiled knowingly. "There's that too. To answer your question, sure, there will be problems like the one you mention. But here's the thing: Min and I are VERY like-minded when it comes to parenting. She and I have probably talked to each other as much or more about the difficulty of raising Michelle and Ruby as she and you have. We know all their tricks, including them trying to play us against each other. We know the importance of presenting a united front, which includes you, by the way. Nothing is going to change, except that we'll be officially acknowledging the reality that's been there all along. So I'm not worried at all."

I persisted, "But it's not that easy. Yes, you're got three wonderful daughters now, including Nicky."

Curiously, she growled approvingly, and then fastened her lips to the side of my neck. She applied a powerful suction that I felt all the way down to my toes!

"But!" I hastily added, trying hard not to be distracted from the point I was making. "Ruby is always going to be your favorite. Sure, you can say they're all equal, and you should, but the truth is you'll feel a special connection with her. She's got your genes, you breast-fed her, you spent much more time with her since the very beginning, and so on. That's only natural. I'd feel the same way if I was in your shoes. So aren't you going to want to have a special say in matters that concern her?"

Cindy continued to sit on my lap, and lightly ran a hand over my chest. "Yes, I'll admit there's a special connection there. It would be pointless to deny it. I want that to continue, because there's no harm in us being extra close. But a special say? No. Like I said, we need to present a united front. Furthermore - and I can't stress this enough - I'm part of a harem and you're the master! Which means that YOU are the one with the special say. For instance, if Min and I want one thing for Ruby and you want another, and we're stuck in our positions after talking it out, then what YOU want is what goes."

She lightly poked my chest a couple of times to emphasize her key words. "Because you are the motherfucking MASTER! Yes, I'm the mother of three girls now, but you're the master of us ALL, and that trumps everything!"

I asked, "But what if I insist on something you and Min strongly disagree with?"

"That's already happened, as you well know, with your dating stinky boys stance. But here's the thing. We know you very, very well, and we know that you're a smart, reasonable guy. True, sometimes you take a foolish, stubborn stance, but you come around once you have time to adjust. My point is that on all the big things, you, Min, and I are all in agreement already. I'm sure there will be times when you put your foot down on something that I really don't like, but that's part of the price of being your willing and wanton cock slave."

She made that last comment with evident gusto, as if she liked being forced to do things against her will.

I said, "You say that's part of the price, but what's the benefit?"

She snorted mirthfully. "You're kidding me, right? Just look at me, right here, right now, sitting naked on your lap! Like I said, it doesn't get any better than this. You're my one true love, and you're my master! That's better than having you exclusively as my husband. Much, MUCH better! It's like I get all the benefits of having you as a husband, plus more. I get to share you with my best friend and my daughters, and together we get to live out all our greatest submissive fantasies with you. Just thinking about being dominated by you for years and years to come is getting me worked up."

She looked down at my crotch, and took hold of my penis. "And I can see something is arousing you as well. Is it all this master and slave talk?"

Sure enough, my dick had gotten fully erect. I hadn't even realized it happened until she pointed it out. I protested, "No, of course not. I think it has more to do with the fact that you're sitting naked on my lap in the darkness with the fire behind you and outlining you. So sexy! You look like a nude beauty in some opening musical scene to a James Bond movie. I really mean that."

I brought my hands back to her sides. "Except that I can smell you. So feminine and alluring. And I can feel you too!" I began slowly running my hands over her, mostly exploring her hips and tummy.

She smiled widely. "Thanks for the compliment. I love it! But I also find it adorable how you try so hard to deny how you enjoy dominating us. You think it's unfair or sexist or something. You wonder how I can sincerely love being enslaved to you, I can tell. If only you could tell how great it feels!"

She tilted her head back, as if in sexual ecstasy. "Gaawwwd! The worst sex with you is at least ten times better than any I ever had with my ex, just because we're doing it as master and slave. You could lay there dead as a doornail, doing nothing, and merely thinking about my submissive status would get me hotter than an oven. In fact, I'm sorry, but I just can't take it anymore!"

With that, she slid off my lap. Seconds later, she had my stiff dick in her mouth and she was bobbing on it.

I had been gradually getting more hot and bothered, so I didn't exactly mind. However, once the initial surge of pleasure passed, I found myself thinking, "Dead as a doornail." "Doing nothing." I know she isn't actually critiquing me with those phrases, but unfortunately too often lately I've been relatively passive during sex. I don't want to get lazy and entitled. Cindy makes my heart sing with joy. I need to show her my appreciation! 

With that in mind, I told her to stop so I could go down on her instead.

She didn't exactly disobey me, but she tried her best to talk me out of it, even as she kept on licking and stroking all over my boner. After a couple of minutes, we came up with a compromise: she laid down on the floor between the easy chair and the fireplace, and I laid on top of her, then we got busy with a sixty-nine.

That was a lot of fun. For some reason, I was in an olfactory mood, meaning I was getting off on the mere smell of her. Being able to whiff her feminine essence straight from her hot and wet pussy practically overwhelmed my senses. I couldn't get enough of her delicious smell or her taste, and I licked her with energy and passion.

Cindy, in turn, got hotter and hotter, and licked and sucked me with increasing energy and passion too. After a while, I was able to make her cum once, and then again, and again. By her third climax, she was so overwhelmed by pleasure that she had to stop sucking me. She was panting too hard to merely breathe through her nose. She tried to keep licking my shaft, but she was so out of it that she could barely manage to do that.

Eventually, she protested, "No fair! Master, I know it's the man who sometimes needs to take a break in order to keep going, but this time I'm the one who really needs a break! Can I cry uncle? Because I'm crying uncle!"

I chuckled. "Okay. To be honest, I need a break too."

The two of us separated. We wound up sitting side by side, leaning back against the easy chair. We were too wiped out for much talking, so we just cuddled some more and stared into the flickering flames.

I got up to toss more logs onto the fire, since it had been dying down during the long time we'd been sixty-nining.

Then, back in the easy chair with my arm around Cindy again, I thought, I guess there must be something to this idea of distracting someone so they don't have time to be depressed. I was all set to moan and groan about my sadness, and I totally forgot to do that! And sex with Cin has definitely put me in a much better frame of mind so I don't even feel like "having a sad." Yeah, things'll be rocky with Min and the Hellions for a while, but it's absolutely necessary, and we'll get out of this a much stronger group than before. 

My dick was still erect, but it was softening from inaction. I looked over at Cindy to see if she was ready for more or still needed to rest. To my surprise, she was staring into the fire, but with a look of intense concentration and even obvious concern.

I gently rubbed her nearest shoulder and quietly asked, "A penny for your thoughts?"

My surprise increased, because that simple question made her blush and shyly look away.

I inquired softly, "What's bothering you? Remember how our lives are forever entwined now. There's no need to feel shy or afraid about anything with me."

She closed her eyes tightly, and took a few slow breaths. "I'm... I'm trying to figure out how to let you know what I really want to do next... without being..." - she bit her lip adorably before breathing hesitantly - "...pushy."

I caressed her with both hands to help put her at ease. "Hey, I'm all ears. I figure we still have about an hour until Sue Ellen arrives, since she's probably going to stop off at the other house first. I'm feeling happy and relaxed. I'm up for anything you want, whether it's more sex, or just talking and cuddling, or anything else. Your wish is my command."

Cindy looked at me and flashed a warm smile. "Thanks." But then she winced and closed her eyes again. "This isn't easy for me to say, so I'm just going to up and say it: I'd... I want... I'd like, no... I need you to..." She took a deep breath to steel her courage, and then blurted out, "I need to feel you, all of you, in my ass again!"

Whatever I'd been expecting her to say, I know it wasn't that! Then I remembered her wiggling her ass at me enticingly when we'd first arrived, and realized I was being slow on the uptake again. I frowned in confusion, not because of what she was asking of me but because of the almost apologetic way she said it. "Sure, let's do that. But why is that so hard for you to say that? Anal sex is just another sex act."

With her eyes still closed and her cheeks red, she spoke emphatically. "No, it's not!" She apparently was quite worked up, because she took another deep breath to try to calm down some. "That is, it's not for me. In my opinion, at least, it's a lot more intense and personal than any other sex act. In order for it to work, I've gotta lay it all on the line and put all my trust in you. There are a lot of ways things can go wrong, and it takes a lot of prep work. I have to totally relax, and put my body, my heart... everything... in your hands."

She finally opened her eyes, although she stared into the fire instead of at me. "But the flip side is... if it's done right, all that difficulty is rewarded with an experience that's better than any other kind of sex, in every possible way! Not only is the sexual pleasure more intense, at least for me, but there's a kind of emotional bonding that goes with it. It's so much more than just fitting tab A into slot B!"

She finally looked my way. "When you took my ass during my initiation ceremony the night before last... good God! When I compare that to anal sex with Rex, er, sorry, with you-know-who, it's not even on the same planet!" Her face went from worried and embarrassed to enthusiastic. "To me, it's the ultimate expression of physical love and bonding. Because my love for you is so much greater, all the feelings were magnified!"

She got shy again. "I can hardly wait to do it with you for a second time. I want that so much! But I'm worried you won't be interested, or you'll think I'm weird or something. I mean, not every woman wants to spread her ass open and be fucked up the butt like, like, some kind of wanton slut!"

I tenderly brushed her hair off her forehead. "Of course you're not weird! And if you're a 'wanton slut' for me, I consider that a very good thing. But don't worry, because like I said already, I'm all in. I had a wonderful time making love to you under the stars, and the fact that you let me take you anally made it that much more special for me. So what are we waiting for? Let's do it right now!"

She nodded, but she still seemed shy and reluctant. "What about... Sue Ellen? What time is it, and when might she get here? Normally, I'd be all over sharing your huge cock with her. Honestly, that doubles the fun and pleasure for me, and I'm sure for you too. But anal sex... it's a very private and intimate act in my mind. That's why I asked Mindy to leave last time. I think I'd just about die of embarrassment if somebody saw us going at it, and not in the good arousing humiliation kind of way."

I took that all in, and then nodded. I didn't understand her need for total privacy during anal sex, but I was more than willing to respect it. I craned my head around, trying to look around the dark room. "To be honest, I don't know what time it is. This room is pitch dark but for the fire, and I doubt there's a clock around anyway, since the walls have been stripped bare."

"That's true," she said. "We could check the oven clock in the kitchen though."

I got up. "Okay, I'll do that. You stay here and get all ready and relaxed for a nice, loving massage, right where you need it. What do you think about that?"

She finally smiled, a great big smile. "Ohhhh... yes, please! Thanks! Master, you really are the best!"

"You make it seem like I'm doing you a favor." I stage-whispered loudly for her, "Just between you and me though, I definitely LOVED being inside your ass that first time. Ever since, I find myself thinking about it when I'm around you, and that makes me want to do it again!"

She playfully slapped my arm, but she left her hand on my chest, tenderly exploring the feel of the muscles under my skin. "Me too," she breathed, shyly. "Just being near you makes me want to know that incredibly sensual feeling of embracing every fat fucking inch of your cock inside my ass again. You make me feel…" she looked boldly at me, "needy… wanton… hungry!"

She pulled my lips to hers to kiss me and we shared another hot, soulful kiss.

When she let me go, she was all shy again, although her fingers were definitely taking liberties. "Master?"

"Yes, my cock slave?"

It seemed merely being called that name made her shiver with desire. "I need your cock... I need you... in my ass," she pleaded quietly, but with a passionate heat.

I cupped her face in my hands and stroked her cheeks while I tantalizingly kissed her lips. "Good," I breathed hotly, "because the massage is just a warm-up to put you in the right mood. I intend to make you take every inch… and cum… like the butt hungry cock slave we both know you to be."

"Yes, Master!" Her face lit up like a neon sign.

"I had a great time fucking your ass for the first time. You made me a total convert to anal sex just with that one experience. We can learn from that and make it even better this time."

She nodded with relief.

I picked up the light blanket and wrapped it around me, because the house was a bit chilly once one stepped away from the fire, and then I walked to the kitchen.

The oven clock showed that it was already 7:30, which was later than I'd expected. And since Sue Ellen was due to get off work at eight, I was concerned that might not leave Cindy and me enough time.

So I used the kitchen phone to call Sue Ellen at Mama Mia's. I told her not to come by until 8:30 or later, so Cindy and I could have some more special private time. She was her usual very agreeable and obedient self, so there was no problem.

While I was talking on the phone, Cindy had been busy. She'd gotten some anal lube from somewhere and had the bottle open and ready to go. Furthermore, she was in the middle of moving a mattress from the guest room a couple of rooms away to the living room.

I was surprised that she'd managed to move it as far as she had already all by herself, since it was unwieldy for any one person to carry. I immediately rushed to her and started helping carry it. As we moved it together, I commented, "Boy, you're definitely motivated to make this happen just so."

She was more at ease, and showed a big smile. "Master, you have no idea!"

"You sure you don't want to do it in your bedroom?"

She grinned almost mischievously. "Believe me, that's on the list, soon!" She chuckled. "But we're having such a magical time in front of the fire. That's how I want to remember tonight forever, just you and me, making sweet love before the fire."

We were still carrying the mattress along as I commented, "The first, but definitely not the last."

That made her already big smile somehow double in size. I loved making her feel so very happy.

A couple of minutes later, we were all set, with the mattress placed just the right distance in front of the fire, so we wouldn't be too hot or too cold. We added sheets and pillows, and more logs to the fire, until everything was ideal. Cindy laid face down, still butt naked of course, and I laid on top of her.

To help her relax, I spent several minutes just massaging her neck and back. Bit by bit, my hands migrated down until I was caressing and massaging her fantastic ass. I made sure to fondle and finger her pussy a good deal too, until she was much more relaxed but also much more aroused.

I didn't feel any need to talk, and it was nice to just listen to the crackling fire. Cindy purred and moaned nearly continuously, and the sheer sexiness of her voice kept my dick stiff even though it wasn't being stimulated at all. But from time to time I spoke up to check in on how she was feeling.

I didn't get much in the way of answers beyond lots of long contented "Mmmm!" sounds and a few utterances like, "So good," or "Very relaxed." But that was enough to tell me that I was on the right track.

I wasn't in any hurry, since I figured we had a full hour and there was no way I'd come close to lasting that long once I got into her tight ass. So I took my time getting my cock inside her. It probably took about ten minutes before I managed to get my cockhead in her tauty straining anus, and I must admit that it was a real struggle.

However, it was an order of magnitude easier compared to our first time. Then, neither of us knew if my unusual size would even fit inside of her, so both of us were anxious. I had been even more anxious just doing this "unnatural act" for the very first time in my life, and she also had extra jitters doing it for the first time with me, probably mostly due to my sheer size. I'm sure my attitude was much better this time, but it was her improved attitude that really made the difference. She was so relaxed that she was practically comatose! Furthermore, in one of her few lucid comments, she told me that she could feel her asshole was still partially stretched open from the anal fucking I'd given her two nights earlier. She also told me that she had total trust and confidence in me.

So, although it was far from easy, and I could only gain a fraction of an inch with each thrust deeper in, it didn't feel like the nearly desperate ordeal of last time. We both knew it would work and it was just a matter of time, with me gently yet firmly pushing in and then waiting for her body to adjust to my prodigious girth.

Once I had my cockhead all the way in her, and I was resting for a couple of minutes before making the next series of pushes deeper in, I found myself thinking, This isn't too bad. Last time, it was touch and go for the longest time whether it was worth it to keep going at all. God, I was sweating and struggling and suffering, big time. It took a loooong time before it turned pleasurable for both of us. But this? I can totally deal with this. If the worst of anal sex is going to be like this each time, then sign me up for a lot more of it, because I know the good part is gonna be awesome! 

It took another five minutes for me to get all of my shaft into her, and then another five minutes after that to just rest and let her ass adjust to the feeling of fullness she got from taking my entire length inside of her.

Up until that point, Cindy had been so relaxed that nearly all of the action had been up to me. We'd propped her ass up with pillows to some degree, but generally speaking she just laid there grunting and breathing hard.

Thus, I was quite surprised when she abruptly got up on all fours, causing me to rise up with her. Whenever she'd been talking, her voice had been slurred as if she was drunk or half-asleep. But now she spoke with a new resolve. "Okay, Master. I'm ready! Let's do it! Fuck! My! Ass!"




Chapter 9



Just to be sure, I asked Cindy, "You mean you want me to start thrusting?" 

"Definitely! I'm raring to go!"

"Okay."

I started by thrusting in and out of her ass. However, I was careful to go slow at first. And it was very slow going indeed, because she remained an extremely tight squeeze even after all the waiting and adjusting.

But my task was made easier by Cindy's enthusiastic cooperation. No longer an ultra-relaxed blob, she began humping back at me in wonderful synchrony with my movements. That showed me that she was willing and even hungry for more.

More time passed, and naturally I began to speed up and thrust deeper as the resistance lessened. But what surprised me was that Cindy apparently didn't think I was being aggressive enough. She humped back at me with increasing vigor, and said things like, "Master, I'm not made out of porcelain. Go for it! Give me a good, solid pounding. I like it rough. I can take it! I'm ready for a thorough reaming!"

So I tried to up my game and thrust deeper and harder. But I must admit that this was only the second time I'd ever taken part in anal sex, and I still felt uncertain about just how rough it was prudent to get. I'd heard that injuries could happen if one wasn't careful, and that was probably more than doubly so in my case due to the unusual thickness of my penis. Plus, it was simply very, very difficult to push in and out of her, no matter how much she cried out for me to ram in harder. It was like trying to put on a pair of pants that were a few sizes too small - I could barely fit into her at all!

As a result of my relative caution, she began to do more of the thrusting than me. I still pushed hard, but she pushed back harder. With each minute that passed, I started to realize just how enthusiastic and energized she was. She really, really wanted a good, hard ass fucking!

I tried to increase my efforts still more. I pushed in faster and deeper. And thank God, it was getting easier. We'd used plenty of lube, and that was paying off. However, it still wasn't as easy as vaginal fucking. Her ass remained damn tight. But the excellent news was that the longer we went at it, the more pleasurable it became for me to stroke my thickness into her. And judging from her moans and groans and all-around energetic enthusiasm, it was still more pleasurable for her to receive me.

That was music to my ears. I still had a niggling worry in the back of my mind that I had to be careful so I wouldn't do anything to hurt her, but with her all but screaming in ecstasy, that gave me confidence that I was on the right track and she wasn't on the verge of internal tearing or anything awful like that. So I fucked her still harder and deeper.

We were thrusting in and out in perfect sync, like a well-oiled machine. However, now that we'd worked up to a good rhythmic pace, I was burning up a lot of energy. Since she was thrusting back with such gusto, she had to be running out of energy too. I knew I couldn't keep up that pace for much longer, and she might "cry uncle" at any time too. So it became my goal to give her a big cum before one or both of us needed a serious break.

I did my best to think what I could do or say to somehow step up the arousal level a little more and push her over the edge. Unfortunately, with both of us going at it full blast, extensive talking was out of the question. And although I could have fucked her even harder, that was risky because it would cause me to run out of energy that much faster too. So I was at a loss over what to do.

But then something came to my mind: spanking! I recalled fucking Sue Ellen in the Pussymobile during her lunch break during the day, and how some ass smacks had had a big effect on her. So I decided to try the same thing out with Cindy.

First, I wanted to give my actions some context, in order to arouse her even more. So I slowed my thrusting a little bit in order to ease my panting enough to speak some. Then I proclaimed, "Cin, I'm gonna whack your ass as we fuck! You know why?"

She panted back, "Why?!" She was humping back at me so intently I doubt she was capable of saying more than that.

I spoke dramatically. "For no good reason at all! Just because I'm your master and you're my slave!" Then as soon as I finished speaking, I raised a hand way up and brought it down hard and fast, thwacking her left ass cheek so hard that it made a very loud smacking sound.

She screamed out in surprise.

Mere seconds later, I did the same with my other hand, smacking her right ass cheek just as hard.

Again, she screamed out. But then she managed to add, "YES! Oh, Gaawwwd! YES!"

I was encouraged by that, and I was ready to smack her a lot more. But her second "YES!" never quite ended, and turned into an incoherent wail. Within seconds, it became clear that she was cumming, hard!

That was great news for me. I'd been working up a sweat for a good while. Ever since I'd started thrusting, I hadn't had any respite at all, and in fact I'd steadily been putting more effort into it with each passing minute. I felt like an out of shape runner with a tiger chasing me. I wanted to stop, but I couldn't, and I was putting absolutely everything I had into going just a little bit longer. But now that she was experiencing a big orgasm, I could finally take a well deserved rest.

I smacked her ass a few more times, and kept on thrusting for another minute, just to make sure that her climax would be as epic as possible. But then, when it became clear that she'd peaked and she was coming back down to Earth, I stopped. Somehow, I wound up on top of her with my head and chest resting on her back.

She had been on all-fours the whole time, but it figured that her orgasm had weakened her, and then when I rested on top of her, she had no choice but to collapse all the way down to the mattress. I wound up lying flat on top of her with my hot boner still buried in her spastically clenching anus.

What was especially thrilling for me was the way that the walls of her rectum kept flexing and involuntarily massaging themselves all around the thickness of my shaft. The inside of her ass was warm and welcoming, and I had no desire to extract myself from the loving confines of her anal embrace.

We'd been working hard, and it was time for a prolonged rest. In fact, for a few minutes we were too out of it to speak or even move much.

Eventually, I rallied enough to stretch out and reach the wine bottle, and take a few chugs directly from it. Then I held the bottle and let her do the same. That was quite a physical feat because I wasn't willing to pull out of her ass for anything! It had been such an effort to get in that I didn't want to risk having to go through something like that again. And despite the lack of action as we rested, my dick didn't go flaccid at all. I was in a great zone where I was highly aroused, but not dangerously close to cumming, and just being able to smell, see, and touch Cindy's glorious naked body kept me that way.

Both of us were thirsty after all that hard and sweaty fucking, so the wine hit the spot. I knew that alcohol wasn't a good thirst-quencher in the longer term, but in the short term it certainly felt refreshing and satisfying.

Cindy was the first one to break the silence. With her face down towards the mattress, I couldn't see her talk, but I heard her say, "Master, that was incredible! You have NO IDEA how much I loved that. And the smacks at the end? Perfect! That drove me absolutely wild! Thanks!"

That made me feel pretty good. "No, thank you. You were ON FIRE! Humping and thrusting back so much, I felt like I was riding a bucking bronco. But it's not over. In fact... what if I do a little bit of this?"

My boner was fully sheathed inside her, so I pulled out a few inches and then slowly pushed back in.

She moaned lustily. "OH! GOD! Daniel, that is... OH! HNNG! So... fucking... GREAT! Do it again, please!"

Naturally, I did it again. Of course, she loved that too, and begged for more. It wasn't long before I was pumping in and out of her some more, at a steady but slowly pace.

However, things were different this time. For one thing, her body was wiped out from her big orgasm, so she was no longer able to fuck back. And although I hadn't cum yet, I'd used up most of my energy reserves. Furthermore, with the way I was lying on top of her, I wasn't in a good position to really drill her deep and hard like before. Instead, I stayed deep inside her and used shorter and shallower thrusts that were more measured and mutually satisfying.

In fact, it hardly qualified as fucking. It was more like making love. It was a luxuriously sensual and unhurried anal reaming. It kept her that kept her deeply impaled on my cock and constantly purring and mewling with pleasure. There was no steady rhythm, and at times, the movement came to a complete stop. Furthermore, I got busy exploring and fondling her body with both hands. That was done in a similarly slow and sensual manner.

Neither of us were in a hurry to cum or have any sort of peak energetic experience. Instead, we were happy to just revel in the intimate, loving contact. Although we'd recovered from our breathless panting, there wasn't much talking because we were saying so much through our non-verbal contact.

We also realized that we both felt a profound "rightness" about what we were doing that was both moving and deeply satisfying, and it was futile to even try to express it in words. Her ass loved my cock, and I loved fucking my cock into her ass. At one point, she told me she needed this, not just wanted it, and I was more than happy to rise to the occasion for her. There was a profound sense of bonding, joining and unity in our actions that felt intensely loving and meaningful. There was nothing wrong about what we were doing. Instead there was only desire, passion, and our mutual succumbing to our lust for each other.

The only minor snag was that Cindy expressed her frustration that we weren't face to face, and she was limited in the way that she was able to reach back and touch me. But I told her that I wanted some special time to totally focus on her and her pleasure, and she shouldn't worry about pleasuring me at all. So she did that, and ironically I think we both found it more pleasurable. She couldn't do a lot to further arouse me with my boner buried in her ass anyway, and the more she relaxed and gave in to the experience, the more she enjoyed it. Then the more pleasure she experienced, the more I enjoyed it too.

So we continued like that. What surprised me was how very long we kept at it. Earlier, when she'd been on all-fours, the fucking had been intense, but it couldn't last long. I had no way to keep track of time, but I figured we had only fucked at a good pace for five minutes at the least and ten minutes at the most.

Whereas this slow, making love style could continue nearly indefinitely. Merely having my cock in her ass felt so good to both of us that I didn't have to do much. Just a little bit of movement was enough to keep the situation changing and remind us of how pleasurable it all was. Whenever I wanted to stop and rest, I could just put more of my attention into caressing and fondling her instead.

I was loving it, but she loved it even more. I could tell, because she continued to climax from time to time. True, it wasn't like the epic and prolonged orgasm that had wiped her out and brought her down to the mattress, but what she lacked in peak intensity she made up for with the sheer number of climaxes. She began cumming every couple of minutes or so.

It made me think that her poor needy ass had been starved and neglected for years, but now it was getting the love and attention it both desired and craved. Obviously, anal sex really meant a lot to her.

But we were far from done, and as time passed, she became more and more sensitive. After a while, it seemed to me that practically anything I did that was novel would cause her to at least have a small cum. It became kind of a game, and both of us giggled a lot. For instance, once I was able to reach up and touch her face, and that alone caused her to cum. I could tell that she wasn't faking, because I could feel each orgasm in the way her ass trembled around and suckled on my shaft.

After a good while, maybe twenty or thirty minutes of this, Cindy felt the urge to comment on what was happening. "Master, is it just me, or is this paradise on Earth?"

"It's not just you," I replied, with deep contentment.

"But you're not cumming. And I've had so many orgasms that I've lost count. Are you sure you're having a good time?"

"The best! Cin, trust me. I'm in 'the zone.' Meaning, I'm just the right level of aroused. If I were a tad more stimulated, I'd have to constantly squeeze my PC muscle, and that would tire me out fast. It's like I'm experiencing an endless, great high. Emphasis on 'endless.' I feel like we could do this for hours. Whenever I get a little too overexcited, I can just stay still for a little bit, and then I come back out of the danger zone."

She said, "I'm soooo glad to hear that, because I feel the exact same way. This is endless bliss, emphasis on 'endless' for me too. We can and should do this for hours sometime. Unfortunately not tonight though, because isn't Sue Ellen coming here soon?"

"She is." I never thought I'd be unhappy to see my adorable Cupcake, but due to these special circumstances I was a bit disappointed to realize that we couldn't keep going and going just like this.

Cindy said, "Damn. Even though I feel like I'm floating on Cloud Nine, I feel like I'm tensing up a little bit, just from thinking about her walking in on us like this. I'm sorry, Master, but I have this weird thing about needing total privacy when it comes to anal sex."

I told her, "I don't fully understand that, but I can sympathize, because it is a special, uniquely intimate thing. I'm feeling so very close to you right now. Physically, obviously, yes, but not just that. I feel like the two of us are one."

"YESSSSSS!" she purred lustily and lazily, yet also somehow enthusiastically. "I'm sooooo glad you said that, because that's exactly how I feel. Master, as far as I'm concerned, we ARE one. I mean, obviously we're still separate people, but it's like I'm so in love with you already, and I feel like I'm falling in love with you all over again, on top of that. I've never felt so... so... content!"

"Mmmm," I murmured happily. "I know exactly what you mean."

We continued to fondle and slowly fuck for a couple more minutes, until she broke the mood by giggling.

I had to ask, "What?"

"Oh, I was just thinking. You're in big trouble, mister! Mister master!" She giggled some more.

"How so?"

"Because you've got me hooked! Of course I love it when you fuck me in any orifice. Naturally, I'm still going to spend most of my special slave time with you on my knees, worshipping your huge cock with my mouth. But anal sex does something extra special for me! I dare say it makes me feel like a complete and thoroughly sexual woman, more than anything else. So I've gotta warn you, I'm going to be chasing after you for more of this, whenever I can get you alone. You'll never be safe from my anal hunger for the King!" She giggled some more.

I mock-sighed. "It's a tough life. But such is fate. I guess I'll just have to bite the bullet and fuck your ass on a fairly regular basis from now on."

She squealed in delight. It wasn't easy, but she managed to twist her upper torso and crane her neck just enough to make eye contact with me. "Master! Do you really mean it?!"

"Of course," I told her sincerely. "Like I keep telling you, I'm loving this too. The only thing is, you know... I am master of the harem, which means I've got five women to satisfy. So it's not like we can have these endless, luxurious anal loving times every single day..."

To my relief, she said, "Don't worry, I understand that. I wouldn't want that. To be honest, I've been kind of trying to show it, but it's taken my ass all of these past two days just to recover from last time. So it wouldn't be physically possible for it to be an everyday thing for me in any case. But it we could do it a couple of times a week, you would have the happiest, happiest, most contented slave in the entire history of sex slaves!"

I chuckled. "You said 'happiest' twice there."

"I know! That's like 'double happiest, times two.' Trust me, we're talking some serious happy here!"

Another minute or two passed, and we continued our special fucking style, but I could feel her body tensing up some more.

I had to ask, "Is something bothering you?"

She admitted, "I'm thinking about Sue Ellen walking in on us like this. I don't want to stop, but I feel like we have to stop. What about you? Are you ready to cum? Or are you trying to save yourself for more fun when she arrives?"

"Both, kind of. I'm thinking I can come now, recharge, and then cum again later. But I'm not feeling like working up to a big, energetic peak like we did earlier. Would it be weird for you if I just let go and cum, like this? Because I'm sure that I'm close enough to the edge that I could come at any time if I just let it happen."

She said, "Oh, please. That sounds really good, actually. I don't need another big intense thing. In fact, that would probably totally overload me and fry my brain. A totally mellow orgasm will be great too."

Then her voice dripped with lustful honey as she passionately confided, "Plus, I NEED a load of your cum in my ass! Give it to me, my Master! Make me take your seed deep inside!"

So that's exactly what I did. It was strange, because it was just about the most anti-climactic orgasm I'd had in years. I simply mentally let go and unloaded in her ass. It didn't feel that overwhelmingly intense for me, but at the same time it was deeply profound in a way that was almost spiritual because it was such an impactful sensation to finally feel all that cum getting pumped deep inside her. In any case, I had been riding an erotic high for a half-hour non-stop, and it was like I'd been on a great amusement park ride and it was finally time to get off. The getting off wasn't the point, the joy of it had been the entire duration of the ride.

Besides, Cindy was still in a hyper-sensitive state, and even my anti-climactic orgasm flooded her bowels and gave her a particularly satisfying orgasm to accompany my unloading into her so deeply. Her sexy groans of satisfaction and desire as I poured my hot seed into her needy depths were simply breathtaking, and kept me panting lustily too.

Afterwards, we needed to take care of a few things. Both of us took turns peeing in the bathroom, and then we went to the kitchen to drink some water, allowing us to properly rehydrate. Then we went back to the living room.

Before we decided what to do next, Cindy felt compelled to tell me how she'd felt while she climaxed when I unloaded into her. She told me that it was such a rush of total euphoria that it was almost like a religious epiphany. She said that merely feeling my cum pooling so deeply inside her afterwards gave her a supreme feeling of satisfaction, and she was still riding high on the afterglow.

I must admit that I was a little bit envious, but it also warmed my heart that I could make her feel that great.

It turned out that normally Cindy had to heat her house some at night, even in summer, or else it would get chilly, and she had deliberately avoided doing that on this night so we would be that much cozier in front of the fire. Thus, after I threw a couple more big logs on the fire, she and I moved the mattress a few feet to the side, pulled her easy chair closer to the fire, and then resumed cuddling on it. With the light blanket helping to keep us warm again, we drank more wine, ate more of the cheese and crackers, and just basked in the silent joy of each other's company.

We were like that a good ten minutes when Sue Ellen finally arrived. Cindy had given her her own key, so when nobody answered the doorbell, she let herself in. With the house pitch dark except for the roaring fire visible from the front foyer, she naturally bee-lined to where we were.

I had heard Sue Ellen speak from the foyer, asking if she was interrupting a private moment, and if she could join us. I told her it was fine and we wanted her to join. But then there had been silence for a minute or more, until Sue Ellen suddenly appeared, buck naked, kneeling right in front of me!

Parking herself in the space between the easy chair and the fireplace, she bowed her head way down low, and murmured joyfully, "Master, your humble cock slave is so, so very happy to see you again! I hope you and slave Cindy have been having a good time?"

I shared a meaningful look with Cin. I was thinking about how wonderful it had been to impale her ass all the way down onto the prodigious girth of my cock, and I'm sure she felt the same. "A great time," I responded warmly.

Sue Ellen beamed. "I'm so glad to hear that. I smell your cum lingering in the air, but I don't see any of it. I take it that means you unloaded inside of her?"

"I did. That's very perceptive of you."

Sue Ellen and Cindy shared a look of silent communication with each other.

I almost had to laugh, because I felt I could read their feelings just as if they were talking. Sue Ellen had a triumphant look, as if saying, "Yes! You made our master cum! I can tell from your face and his that it must have been a long and highly arousing sex session." Cindy's look was modest, but she couldn't resist crowing a little bit too. It was as if she was saying in reply, "But of course. That's what we do. We live to serve his cock. His pleasure is our pleasure." Sue Ellen gave her another look indicating that she firmly approved of that sentiment.

Cindy started sliding off of me, and even getting off the easy chair altogether.

I reached for her, wanting to continue to enjoy our intimate cuddling.

But she slipped out of my grasp and quickly wound up kneeling next to Sue Ellen. She bowed her head low too. Then she said, "Master, I'm not Sue Ellen, but as a sister slave, I can guess what she's thinking. And she's just spent eight hours working hard, all the while daydreaming and fantasizing about the joy of adoringly sucking your cock. Sister, am I right?"

Sue Ellen seemed to take being called "sister" in stride. "You are so right! Gosh, I've been salivating and licking my lips non-stop all through the dinner rush. I'm as hot as blue blazes. I can't wait!"

To absolutely nobody's surprise, a lot of cocksucking ensued. I would have complained that I wasn't erect, but seeing the two of them kneeling naked side by side, with their heads bowed low and the light of the fire flickering on their backsides, I grew aroused in no time at all.

Cindy took the "share the cock" rule to heart and let Sue Ellen start out bobbing on me. In fact, she gave Sue Ellen an extra long turn while she just contented herself by licking my balls. Then, after about five minutes, and with Sue Ellen's face soaked with tears of effort, they switched places.

Again, and again, and again!

We had no time limit to worry about, nor any threat of getting interrupted by anything or anyone. I lost all track of time as an epic dual blowjob session ensued. The earlier "making love" mood carried over, and it was more slow and sensual than fast and intense. As a result, the two of them were able to just keep going and going and going! When one of them got tired, the other would take over. And when both of them got tired, they usually switched to titfucking for a while.

The only serious obstacle was my stamina. I had to call for a break from time to time. But that was actually a plus, because it gave us time to chit-chat and enjoy our wine and snacks.

They sucked, stroked, and titfucked me in so many different positions that I can't begin to recount them all. But one event of note was that after about half an hour of total ecstasy, during a much needed break for me to cool down, I thought about how my three loves in the other house were doing. I decided to give Mindy a call, just to make sure everything was okay over there.

I went and got my cell phone. When I got back and told Cin and Sue Ellen who I was going to call, they strongly insisted that I wait until they had me "well taken care of" before I made the call. I liked that idea, especially since I only had to wait about a minute until my penis was fully erect and in Sue Ellen's mouth, while Cindy sucked on one of my balls.

I got hold of Mindy straight away, and to say she was thrilled to find out who was doing what to me at the moment would have been a drastic understatement. She sounded glum and lifeless when she first picked up the phone, but after just minute she sounded like she was ready to jump up and down. Furthermore, I heard Michelle and Ruby in the background, and they were cheering and quite possibly really jumping up and down!

I must admit I tried hard not to imagine what they looked like bouncing around naked, with their huge tits wobbling and swinging, but I failed miserably.

I felt good from lifting their spirits, but it also occurred to me that I might be working at cross purposes. The sex boycott might end up lasting longer if I keep on cheering them up with stories of others taking good care of me and my penis. I must admit I couldn't resist spending a minute or two detailing exactly what Cindy and Sue Ellen were doing to me, including all that happened when they switched positions. But the reaction over the phone was so ecstatic (especially from the Gruesome Twosome, who were obviously listening in on speakerphone), that I firmly announced the sex talk was over and I wanted to hear what they had been doing instead.

Mindy's voice immediately lost its euphoric edge. She told me, "We're hanging in there. Thank God we have each other... and a working DVD player. We decided to watch 'Groundhog Day.' It just ended a little while ago, in fact."

I pointed out, "But I know you've seen that a couple of times already, at least. We all have."

"Yes, but it's a classic. Besides, we could relate really well to the frustration aspect of the plot. It's a good lesson that everything will work out okay in the end, you just have to keep on plugging."

After some more small talk, including discussion of tomorrow's plans, I ended the call. I would have talked longer, but Cindy and Sue Ellen were being a bit naughty, deliberately slurping and slobbering on me so loudly that there was no way it couldn't be heard over the phone. Again I didn't want to work at cross purposes and get my wife and the Hellions all worked up, so I had no choice but to end the call.

Of course, the dual cocksucking went on and on and on! 

I would estimate that Sue Ellen arrived around nine o'clock. The two relentless vixens sucked me for a full hour, plus! And they would have gone even longer, except that I eventually announced that I was feeling sleepy, and I could tell they were getting sleepy too. So, much like I did with Cindy earlier, I made a conscious decision to simply stop resisting and let myself cum. Only this time I announced that about five minutes in advance and let them work up to a big, intense cocksucking climax.

The grand finale was when I blasted my load across both of their faces.

The two of them were very, very satisfied. In fact, even as they were busy licking each other's cheeks clean, they started planning for tomorrow. They both agreed that it would be good to get an earlier start, so they could spend two or three hours sucking me "at a minimum."

I was incredulous. "Really? There's no way. Nobody can last that long. I thank you and appreciate your great enthusiasm, but I could tell that both of you were starting to flag near the end there. And not just from the late hour. It's gotta be tough sucking and licking that long, even at a slow and easy pace."

Sue Ellen said, "Master, that's true, but you don't realize just how much FUN it is! You'll see. Both of us have had long, busy days. Tomorrow night, if we're more rested, we'll be able to set a new endurance record that'll make all our harem sisters proud."

Cindy chimed in, "Don't worry about us. The question is how much can YOU handle? For instance, you didn't give anybody a full, proper spanking today. We hope you won't miss out on that tomorrow too. And we'd both LOVE to get fucked! Not to mention the endless joy of bobbing on the King. Heck, I say we should spend the whole evening from when I get home from work until we go to bed at night just fucking and sucking and spanking. Mostly sucking!"

Sue Ellen nodded vigorously. "Hear, hear! Thank God I don't work at all tomorrow. Aside from a little volleyball practice, I'll be able to keep your cock warm and in my mouth off and on all through the day as well!"

I held my hands out. "Wait a sec. Let's be reasonable."

They both giggled at that. Cindy explained, "You love that word, 'reasonable.' We'll show you tomorrow that that's a very reasonable typical daily agenda. The only problem is that it'll be two of us working on you instead of five. But this is gonna be your life from now on."

Sue Ellen nodded her head some more. "This is who we are. This is what we do. We live to serve your cock. It makes us happy, it makes you happy. It's win-win all around!"

I was too sleepy to argue with that. Besides, I was curious to see just what would be possible tomorrow and beyond.

Then Cindy's eyes went wide as she obviously remembered something very important to her. "OH! Master, a KEY question. Should we let you sleep in tomorrow, or wake you up, and if we wake you, what time should it be?!"

I carefully studied her gorgeous face. I glanced at Sue Ellen, and she was chomping at the bit too. Finally, I said, "Somehow, I gather from your expressions that there's a certain answer you want me to give. And, using a little bit of logical deduction, Cin, since you go to work at nine, I'm guessing you want me to wake up before then."

Cindy couldn't contain herself anymore. She beamed brightly and exclaimed, "YES! Please!" But then she restrained herself a bit and added, "That is, only if you want to. You are the master after all, and what matters most is what YOU want."

Sue Ellen chimed in excitedly, "That's definitely true, but keep in mind that if you were to wake up at, say, eight, you'd still get over eight hours of sleep. You don't want to sleep a whole coon's age, do you?"

I furrowed my brow. "'Coon's age?'"

"A raccoon," my adorable Cupcake clarified. "They can be really slow. Anyhow, Cindy and I already have all kinds of plans for all the things we want to do to you and your great cock, together! Of course, I reckon I'm gonna be in hog heaven tomorrow regardless, but I'll find it kind of sad if she misses out completely and we don't get to share the joy of worshipping your cock."

I raised a curious eyebrow and looked back and forth between them. "When did you have time to talk about this, anyway?"

Cindy just gave me a mysterious smirk. "We have our ways. Anyway, we don't want to be pushy. What we're saying is just one suggestion. If you want-"

I cut in, "No, I agree. Normally, I do wake up a lot later than that, but I also work on my computer late into the evening. Since I'll be living with you two, I should adjust more to your 'early to bed, early to rise' schedule. That's not a big problem for me, as long as I get my seven or eight hours of Z's. So an eight o'clock wake-up is fine."

That made them very, very happy, almost ridiculously happy. Cindy in particular was over the moon. Had my penis been erect, or if there had been any chance of it even getting erect, I'm sure there would have been a very prolonged and slurpy celebration. I must admit, it made me feel really good to make them feel so good. It would have been different if I felt like I was being manipulated, but I could tell their feelings were totally genuine.

However, it wasn't long before Sue Ellen said, "Master, eight is great! But..." A worried expression crossed her face. "Do you think that's enough time? We'd love to have breakfast with you, and shower with you. And, of course, we have to have a lot of time to simply pleasure your cock as a team! It would be a shame if we felt all rushed and pressured."

Cindy added, "I think what she's trying to say is that seven or seven-thirty would be even better. Of course, she and I will be up long before that, exercising, cooking, and making ourselves pretty for you. And you do need a full night's sleep, but-"

I cut her off with a wave of a hand. "Okay, I get it. You're gonna wear me down until I agree to an earlier time. Let's make it seven-thirty then."

More joyous celebration followed.

I was amused and chagrined. It was fun for me to see how very happy they got simply from my early wake-up time. Truly, they were great slaves, and it was heartening to know they were that excited to spend time with me and especially time with my stiff erection. But I was also chagrined because I could see how I would have countless conversations like this in the years to come, where I was supposedly the all powerful master, when in fact they'd use clever ways to get me to change my mind to what they wanted.

That said, if what they wanted was more to give me a double blowjob or something equally wonderful and arousing, how could I really mind? The challenge would come when they wanted me to do something I didn't want to do. Cindy and Sue Ellen were my most obedient cock slaves, but I was bound to run into trouble even with them.

Minutes later, we were upstairs and lying in bed together. Naturally, Cindy cuddled into me from one side and Sue Ellen cuddled in to me from the other side. It felt comfortable and absolutely wonderful. I noticed the time was ten-thirty, which meant they really had sucked me for well over an hour, with only some strategic breaks along the way.

I thought, Is this the life I'm going to be living from now on? Are evenings like these going to be the norm? Just how much pleasure can one guy enjoy? And that's just with the two of them. Between the anal sex with Cindy, and then Sue Ellen joining us... wow! And that was just part of my day. 

What'll happen when the sex boycott ends and I'm going to deal with all five of them all at once, all day long?! Good lord, how demanding are my insatiable Hellions going to be once I let them mount themselves onto my cock too?! I swear, my five loves really are going to kill me with too much joy, too much sexual pleasure! 

If there's one thing I know, it's that I can't get seriously involved with any more women, or I really will die from being oversexed. 

The last thing I remember thinking before shutting down was, Boy, I can't wait until tomorrow! 




Chapter 10



I woke up to the sound of a muffled but anguished moan. However, it wasn't the sound I heard that woke me up so much as a feeling coming from my crotch, which was all but impossible to sleep through. My penis was unusually stiff, and it felt like it was being squeezed by a hot, wet vice! 

I sat up in shock and worry, opened my eyes wide, and looked down in alarm. I half expected to see someone doing violence to my privates. Instead, I saw my boner being slowly enveloped by a pussy! I looked up and realized that Sue Ellen was sitting up on me and slowly impaling herself down onto my rigid pole.

My concern was immediately replaced by delight, and more than a little amusement. I was amused because Sue Ellen was fighting with all her might not to scream out... and losing the battle, even though she had help in the form of two of Cindy's hands covering her mouth. Sue Ellen's eyes were shut tight and she was so overwhelmed by the pleasure and pain that she didn't even realize I'd not only woken up, I'd bolted upright in bed. Cindy didn't realize it either, because she was directly behind my Cupcake.

Both of them were wearing frilly lingerie. I couldn't see much of Cindy except for her arms and hands. But I noticed that Sue Ellen's outfit was light blue and failed to cover any of her private parts. For instance, there was a little curtain under her heaving breasts, which only drew more attention to how round and exposed her magnificent globes were.

When Sue Ellen finally bottomed out on me, she took a heavy breath of relief and then anxiously opened her eyes. Her entire body twitched with shock as she made eye contact with. She unthinkingly exclaimed to Cindy, "Well, hush my mouth! Master is awake! And he's sitting up!"

Then it occurred to her that since I was awake, she didn't need to hold back anymore, and she let loose with a rip-roaring yell.

Somehow, that amused me too, although I had to cover my ears because she just went on and on. Clearly, she was having a powerful climax.

By the time she was done, her face was wet with tears. I wasn't sure if those were tears of joy or tears of struggle, and decided from the pained but ecstatic look on her face that it was probably a mixture of both.

Cindy tilted her head slightly to the side, allowing her to look at me over one of Sue Ellen's shoulders. She smiled, and said, "Good morning!"

I just chuckled and nodded to acknowledge her. To be honest, I wasn't in much shape to think. It was as if I'd woken up to find myself riding on a roller coaster. And not one of the slow parts of the ride to gain elevation, but the "speeding down with your hair blowing in the wind" parts! Once the initial shock and alarm had worn off, I was left with a feeling of incredible pleasure. I was balls-deep in Sue Ellen. Somehow, now that my intial panic faded, it felt like the most natural thing in the world to be inside of her like this, first thing in the morning. And yes, she was damn tight, but in the most delightful way.

I assumed that Sue Ellen felt similiarly thrilled, because even though she'd just had a great orgasm, little aftershocks were continuing to hit her, jerking her body like a cattle prod, causing her pussy to spasmodically clench and squeeze around my shaft, arousing me still more.

Cindy asked me from over Sue Ellen's shoulder, "So... were you already awake then?!"

Before I responded to that, I tried to take stock of my surroundings. I found it remarkable that I'd only been awake for two minutes or so, and yet my heart was thumping and my chest was gasping for air as if I'd just run a race at full speed. My mind was still catching up, but my body was as awake as it could get. I felt energized and truly ecstatic.

Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! Now, THIS is a great way to wake up! This even beats the usual tickle attack! Fuck me, man! I have not one but two awesome cock slaves who are this eager to have sex with me! And not just any women. They couldn't be any more sexy or any more eager! I'm so fucking blessed! I love both of them more than words can say! 

Sue Ellen was still out of it. I'd realized that the only reason she was still sitting up on me was because Cindy was holding her sides from behind. Her eyes were closed and she had a curiously determined look on her tear-soaked face, while her body continued to twitch and shudder. I wondered what she was thinking about so intently.

However, before I asked her anything, I felt obliged to answer Cindy. "Um... No. But the, uh... act of insertion... it was kind of hard to sleep through that."

Cindy laughed gaily. "Ha! I knew it! Sue Ellen insisted we could wake you with a fuck as easily as a blowjob or titfuck, but I told her there was no way. You had a better chance of Jesus Christ coming back from the dead and bouncing on your chest with his damn pogo stick, and then sleeping through THAT!"

I had a good chuckle at that. Clearly, Cindy was poking fun at my overuse of my favored "pogo stick" saying. I didn't want to admit that I'd just been thinking it mere seconds earlier, or she would have given me even more shit about it.

Instead, I just said, "Touché. But don't worry about it. I love getting woken up like this. Yes, it was disorienting at first, because the pressure on my boner is just soooo incredible! I thought I was visited by that Bobbitt woman or something!" I chuckled. "But then, once I caught on... phew! I wouldn't want to have slept through any of that anyway!"

Cindy snickered. "Good! But you're talking like it's over. It's just begun! Sue Ellen is going to recover from that gut punch of an orgasm you gave her, and then she's going to ride you like a Mongol horse archer going into battle!"

I laughed at the randomness of that metaphor. "What?!"

Cindy was a bit abashed, but didn't duck her head back out of view. "Sorry. That just came to my head because I was thinking of riding a horse all day, but just saying a horse sounded blah, and then I remembered that Mongol horse archers rode their horses for weeks at a time, even eating and sleeping on them. That's how long and hard she's going to ride you!"

I joked, "What time is it? Did you wake me up a few weeks before you have to go in to work at nine?"

She rolled her eyes, but grinned too. "Very funny. No. I'll have you know it's exactly..." - she paused to look at the clock by my bed - "7:36. We woke you at 7:30 on the dot, to maximize our time. Because first she's going to ride you, then I'm going to ride you, and then... who knows? If we have to walk bow-legged today, with glowing red asses, then so be it! But we're going to stimulate the King every single minute, if we can help it! Because-"

Sue Ellen unexpectedly opened her eyes and finished Cindy's thought. "It's who we are. It's what we do!" This declaration seemed to give her an inordinate amount of joy, so much so that her entire body shook again as another orgasm hit her out of the blue. It wasn't as powerful as the really big one she'd experienced, but it was bigger than any of the aftershocks.

Since she'd been resting and recovering, she hadn't deliberately done anything to arouse my erection. But all those twitches and revebererations of pleasure she was feeling were quite stimulating for me as well, and this series of convulsions made me pant for air.

Once she'd calmed down, I had to ask her, "What was that all about?! And how is it you came so hard when we didn't even have time to get thrusting yet?"

Cindy said, "Let me answer that, while she's getting her breath back. YOU woke up at seven-thirty. WE woke up at six! We've already been running with the Gruesome Twosome and done all sorts of other things. And we've done a lot of talking and planning, and getting ourselves worked up. So you were just getting started, but she was already at a fever pitch!"

Sue Ellen, who wasn't that winded to begin with, added shyly, "Master, not only that, but we got so horny that we kind of wound up kissing and fondling each other when we were showering after our run. I hope that doesn't upset you, if we do that sort of thing when you're not around?"

I had a mental image of the two of them naked and playing with each other in the shower. It most definitely didn't upset me! It gave me goose bumps and tingles down to my toes.

Just then, she started humping up and down on me a little bit. She was doing a lot better, and Cindy was more fondling her sides than holding her up, but she was still surprisingly sweaty and teary, and evidently needed to take things slowly for a while.

I replied, "Um, no. Why should I mind? In fact, I fully approve. There's only one of me and there's five of you. The more sexual energy you burn off, the better, 'cos there just isn't enough of me to go around." Before they could object to that, I distracted them by asking, "Cupcake, now, I get it why you came hard the first time, if you were all worked up already. But why did you cum again after saying, "'It's who we are, it's what we do?'"

Sue Ellen shivered, and her humping increased in vigor. "Because those words mean so very much to me. I don't know if you've noticed, but in the last few days, that has become kind of a motto amongst all your sex slaves."

Cindy clarified, "Like a statement of purpose."

"Yeah, I reckon…" Sue Ellen started to say, except that her eyes got sort of misty.

I felt her vaginal sheath start bearing down on my stiffness a little more forcefully. But I interrupted her to tell Cindy, "Hey, Cin, what are you doing hiding behind Cupcake? Come around her and give me a kiss."

"Gladly!"

While Cindy was repositioning, Sue Ellen breathlessly resumed, "It's like, we've all moved on from trying to mentally justify why we've enslaved ourselves to you. We don't need to explain it to ourselves or to anybody else. It just IS!"

This seemed to excite her, strangely enough, and she began grinding and churning her hips some. "It's a plain fact, like the sun rising in the east and setting in the west. We live to serve your cock. Let me emphasize that: we LIVE to serve your COCK, Master! Period! And we get so much arousal and joy from that, that I can't even tell you!"

Somehow, she continued to express her deep and meaningful thoughts while riding my cock with increasing vigor. "Master, each new day, the fact that I'm your sex slave for life settles deeper into my brain, as well as my heart and soul, and washes away my lingering doubts. Why do we wake you early just to fuck and suck you some more? It's who we are. It's what we do. Why did we prepare your breakfast already, so we can have our hands and mouths free to serve your cock while you eat? It's who we are. It's what we do. Why are we going to shower again, and hopefully spend most of that time sucking and licking your cock together, while the water pours down on us? It's who we are. It's what we do. You see?!"

'Um, kind of," I replied. I couldn't say more, because by then Cindy has sprawled herself over my upper body, leaving my lower body to Sue Ellen, and she cut me off by planting a scorching kiss on my lips.

Perhaps inspired by the kissing, or maybe just recovering from her orgasmic exhaustion, Sue Ellen began churning and grinding on my erection with more energy. She began bouncing up and down while also rotating her ass in circles. It felt great.

Being the only one able to talk, she felt it necessary to further explain herself to me. "Anyway, Master, my point is, conflict isn't good. When I first fell under your spell, a part of me was screaming, 'No! You can't just enslave yourself to a man you don't even know.' But now, I feel such CONFIDENCE that I've made the right choice. There's no doubt in my mind! And that gives me such a sense of contentment, deep in my heart, for the first time in my life. I reckon it makes being a good and obedient slave as easy as sliding off a greasy log backward. I mean, look at me! How does it get any better than this?!"

Cindy finally broke the kiss and pulled back from my face just enough so I could get a good look at Sue Ellen. For starters, seeing her bombshell, perfectly tanned and toned body bouncing on me was a truly inspiring sight. But I focused on her face, and aside from the streaks of tears and reddened eyes, it looked like the face of someone who couldn't possibly be happier.

That inspired me, and I reached out and grabbed my Cupcake's waist on both sides. I couldn't fondle since she was in constant motion, but just having me hold her made her actually beam and laugh with joy.

Then Cindy distracted me by tickling my sides, saying, "Oh, by the way, we need to put the tickle in your tickle attack!" Surprisingly, she didn't stop there, but went all out tickling me with both hands.

I had no choice but to tickle back, since she'd been too distracted defending herself to attack me. My counter attack wasn't totally successful, but it sure as hell was fun, for both of us.

And all the while, Sue Ellen kept on riding me cowgirl-style. It was a very good thing that I wasn't on the edge of climax yet, because I couldn't control my PC muscle or use other orgasm-fighting tricks while I was so distracted by a genuine tickle attack.

Eventually, Cindy had mercy on me and went back to necking and caressing.

Around the same time, Sue Ellen switched her style. She splayed her knees as wide apart as they could get, and began squatting up and down on me. It was the exact same technique she'd used so effectively on me in the Mama Mia's parking lot yesterday.

Sure enough, she explained as she continued to fuck, "Cindy and I had a big debate before we woke you up on how we wanted to wake you up. We were going to go with the double blowjob, because we can't get enough of that, and the sharing of your cock is such great fun. But then she remembered the squatting fucking style I'd been telling everyone about that I did on you yesterday, and she just HAD to see it!"

I glanced at Cindy, who was no longer looking at me. Instead, she was closely watching Sue Ellen's position and motion with rapt attention. She asked, "Master, do you really like it as much as she says you do? It sure looks like she's got the leverage to go way deep on you each time."

I replied, "I do, and that's why. It feels fantastic! I don't know why this isn't more popular. Mindy and I never did it, not even once!"

Cindy murmured appreciatively, "There's good reason for that. It's not easy for the woman to do. One has to have the strength and flexibility of a really good cheerleader to pull it off. I just hope I can do it when it's my turn. Sue Ellen's got the body of a professional volleyball player, and even she has to stop about every minute or so and take a little break before she can get back to it. Whereas I'm no spring chicken anymore."

I play-punched Cindy's shoulder. "Hey! That's my line!"

Cindy looked back at me and smirked. "Sorry, we're co-opting all your favorite phrases today. You know what we've decided to call Sue Ellen's new fucking style?"

"What?"

"The 'pogo stick,' of course. Because look at how her body bounces up and down. Plus, historically, Jesus Herbert Christ was the first one to do it!"

I had a good laugh at that, especially because Cindy picked up on how Mindy had been joking that the "H" stood for "Herbert." I was having a great time in every possible way.

I deliberately avoided looking at the clock on my bed stand, because I didn't want to worry about the time. But after a while, and a few more of Sue Ellen's orgasms, my two lovely ladies switched positions. Sue Ellen laid on top of me with her arms wrapped around me, but the fucking had tired her out (since she'd done all the work), so she was content to just rest for a while.

By contrast, Cindy was raring to go. She squatted over me and slowly impaled herself down. Remarkably, she had an orgasm in the very first minute, although it wasn't a huge one like Sue Ellen's first. She recovered quickly, though she began shedding tears just as copiously as my Cupcake did.

Then, saying, "Here goes nothing," she spread her knees impossibly wide and began doing the same "pogo stick" fucking style Sue Ellen had just been using. Clearly, she was relieved that she was able to do it and keep it going. Like Sue Ellen, she could only do it for about a minute, and then she'd have to take a very short break before getting back to it.

At one point, she explained, "It's hard! It's like doing sit-ups or pull-ups or some other strenuous exercise. You have to do it in sets."

I nodded. I spoke as calmly as I could, considering the circumstances. "That reminds me. You mentioned in passing that you two exercised with the Hellions this morning. How are they doing?"

Sue Ellen fielded that, since Cindy couldn't talk much while fucking. She sat up next to me so she could look down and make eye contact. "Permission to speak totally frankly and honestly?"

"Of course!"

"Not good, Master. Not good at all. As we're all official breastest friends and your teen cock slaves, Michelle, Ruby, and I have made a vow to go running together every morning. Cindy or Mindy can join us sometimes, depending on things like their nine-to-five jobs tiring them out. But Michelle and Ruby were totally zonked out. I actually had to go wake them up, and even then they begged off until I reminded them that staying in tip-top shape is a vital duty for any cock slave. Even then, I had to graphically describe the joy of sucking and titfucking your cock to energize them enough to get out of bed!"

She continued with a worried look, "I'm afraid they didn't sleep well at all last night, and they pretty much admitted it once we got out on the road. They also admitted Mindy had a rough night too. The three of them slept in the same bed, for moral support, but tossed and turned the whole night through!"

That distressed me, kind of. I say "kind of" because Cindy was continuing to use the "pogo stick" style alternating with more typical churning and gyrating, so I was highly distracted and even more highly aroused. Still, I tried to focus on this problem, and asked, "Why? I can see with Mindy, but it's not like I have any history of sleeping all night with my girls."

"True," Sue Ellen said, "But you not being in the house has got their feathers all ruffled. I reckon you underestimate just how much their whole world has come to be centered around you. The mere fact that they know you're not sleeping elsewhere in the house, it's left them more lonely than you can possibly imagine!"

Cindy nodded, and muttered between heavy pants, "Tell him about the call!"

Sue Ellen nodded back, then told me, "I don't think they could have slept at all had it not been for your call to Mindy last night. Just letting them know that your cock was being properly taken care of gave them some peace of mind."

She leaned forward, causing her big tits to sway towards my face, and spoke with added urgency. "Master, since you are a naturally dominant, superior sort of man, I reckon it's darn near impossible for you to fully understand the cock slave mind. Because you're not one of us, and never could be. Trust me, for a slave to know her master is being properly tended to, that's the most important thing, by far!"

I looked to Cindy for confirmation.

Even though she was in the middle of a sexy ass grind, she nodded and said, "She's right. That's not just a Sue Ellen thing. ALL your women feel that way. Even Mindy has changed and become a lot like the rest of us when it comes to that."

Sue Ellen picked up that thought, since Cindy was obviously having trouble stringing more than a few words together. "We're a team! A family. Right now, Cindy's the one working your cock, obviously. But just knowing that she's taking good care of it fills me with delight, almost as if I'm the one getting fucked. Yet, even with that, the three of them had a really rough night. I'm sure it's only going to get worse and worse as the sex boycott goes on. You could see the bags under their eyes already. And they had to walk for parts of our run, while Cindy and I kept on going."

I nodded to acknowledge that I understood all that. Then I stared off into space, trying to contemplate this despite getting fucked. However, I quickly realized that my great sexual arousal was warping my thinking too much. So I put the issue to one side and resolved to revisit it as soon as I wasn't tripping out on an erotic high.

The talking died out after that, because the fucking took center stage. Cindy and Sue Ellen kept on doing all sorts of amazing things to me, until I finally got fed up with my own passiveness. I got up off the bed and had both of them bend face down over the lower edge of the bed. Then I fucked both of them doggy-style. Now, obviously I couldn't fuck both of them at the same time but they were side to side, with hip actually touching hip, so I would thrust in and out in one of them a few times and then switch to the other one. Meanwhile, I tried my best to fondle the pussy and ass of whoever I wasn't actively fucking.

I'd never fucked two women at once like this before, and I discovered I really liked it. My physical pleasure wasn't any greater than with regular fucking, but it definitely was an extra thrill to be able to keep two women that aroused at once. It was a great two-for-one deal, because their arousal kept rising even when they weren't the one getting fucked, due to anticipation and my finger work.

I must admit I especially got a rush out of seeing their sexy asses wiggling needfully side by side. It really brought home that I'd fallen far down the sexual rabbit hole, and life would never be "normal" for any of us ever again.

The only problem was that I was so successful in working them into a fever pitch that I also got carried away. I ended up cumming before I'd planned to. I had been hoping to last all through breakfast on just one orgasm, but in retrospect there was just no way. They'd already had me on the verge with all their pogo sticking and sexy churning, and the double doggy-style was the final straw.

I happened to be thrusting into Sue Ellen when I realized I'd crossed the point of no return. I didn't want to play favorites, especially since they both had been so fantastic, so I tried to split my climax between them. That was the idea, anyway. In practice, once I started cumming there was no way I could pull out and coherently find another hole to finish in. Heck, I was lucky to stay conscious, the joy was so intense.

But as soon as my climax started to peter out, I managed to pull out and plunge into Cindy. By then, both of them were cumming too, and screaming their heads off, and I gathered from the sudden rise in Cindy's pitch and volume that getting unexpectedly filled just then kicked her climax into an even higher orbit.

I fucked her for another minute or so, until I finally went flaccid. Then I had no choice but to pull out and drop to my knees.

The rest of our morning time together continued just like that, with more fun, love, and arousal than anyone could have any right to ever expect.

We'd gotten sweaty and cummy due to all the fucking, so we took a shower together next. I didn't think I could get aroused quickly after emptying my balls so thoroughly, but being in close quarters with my two bare-assed buxom beauties proved me wrong, especially once they got soaking wet and started running their hands all over me.

They couldn't use their oral talents on me, since I was using real shampoo and soap to get clean. But they more than made up for that by performing a double titfuck on me instead. It wasn't a "true" double titfuck in that they didn't try to squeeze my boner between tits belonging to different women. Instead, I took turns fucking into the cleavage of one of them and then alternating with the other, the same way I'd fucked both of them doggy-style a few minutes earlier.

That felt like a long shower to me, and I figured we'd fucked in bed for much longer than that. So I was surprised when we left the bathroom and discovered that it was only 8:10.

Cindy smirk-smiled after seeing the surprised look on my face. "See? Master, aren't you glad we talked you into waking at 7:30? If it had been eight instead, we would have felt rushed through everything. As it is, we can have a nice, long, leisurely breakfast."

And that's just what we did. I wouldn't call it that long, since we did feel some time pressure. But they had prepared in advance as much as possible. Not only was the breakfast prepared and just in need of heating up, but they'd even selected and laid out all their clothes to wear.

Speaking of clothes, surprisingly, both of them had kept their lingerie on all the way until the shower. (Probably that was because they'd worn the kind that didn't cover any privates, so there had been no need to get it out of the way.) After the shower, I put on a robe while my two slaves wore nothing but high heels. They insisted on that - not only the heels, but also that I wear a robe. They explained that having me mostly clothed while they were completely naked helped keep them "deliciously humiliated."

I didn't fully understand their submissive thinking, but I had no problem doing that if they got a kick of it. Besides, I got a kick out of it too.

Given what a highly sexual morning we'd had, plus the fact that my dick was still stiff after the shower, I figured we'd have more sexy fun through breakfast. And boy, was that spot on! First, they were all business reheating my food and getting me my pineapple juice and so on. Then BOTH of them simply dropped under the table and began licking my hard-on together!

This surprised me, since I'd figured they would need to eat breakfast at the same time I did. But it turned out they had already eaten before I woke up precisely so they would be able to do this.

It goes without saying that my sexual pleasure was out of this world. And it was a heady feeling to be spoiled rotten in this way. I speculated that even sultans and emperors didn't get blown during their meals, due to propriety with other people being in the room. But it was also odd sitting there at the dining table as if I was alone, when in fact I could hear and feel them but not see or talk to them. Well, I could have talked to them, but it would have been a one-way conversation since they were so intent on their licking and stroking.

I was impressed at how they managed to keep me at just the right level of arousal for virtually the entire meal. At one point I even mused out loud that "You're making this my Goldilocks breakfast, because you're keeping me in the perfect arousal zone, not too hot and not too cold."

Sue Ellen happened to be bobbing down my cockhead and then some, so it was up to Cindy to comment, "I like that name, 'the Goldilocks treatment.' I'm sure we'll use that a lot, because that's what we strive for. But don't think of it in terms of today's Goldilocks breakfast, because it's more like you're going to have a Goldilocks life! This is all part of the new normal!"

A minute or two later, when the two of them traded places on my cock and Sue Ellen was free to speak, she finally was able to say, "Master, what she said! As far as I'm concerned, from now on, if you're eating a meal and no slave has taken the prime spot between your legs, then I do declare I'm gonna wind up on my knees with the King in my mouth faster than two shakes of a lamb's tail!" She giggled with glee.

I was forced to reply, "Um, that sounds great in theory, but let's get real. You can't possibly spoil me THAT much. It's not sustainable, for starters. How could anyone sustain that level of cocksucking enthusiasm?"

Sue Ellen answered that, since Cindy was still happily bobbing away. "Master, look at it from OUR perspective. You have a wife and four cock slaves, and more on the way."

I exclaimed, "Wait! Stop right there! 'More on the way?!'"

I couldn't see Sue Ellen's face, which was frustrating, because so much communication is non-verbal. So I couldn't tell just if that was teasing or serious or what. As she licked my lower shaft just below Cindy's sliding lips, she said, "Admittedly, that's speculation, but it seems pretty likely to me. At the very least, you'll have cock servants and other women you like to fuck. You're a great, powerful master with movie star looks, and the biggest, bestest cock in all of California! Now that the floodgates have opened, more and more hotties will flock to you."

She continued as she lovingly licked, "But putting that aside, even if it's just us five, none of us are going to get as much sexy fun time with you as we'd like. It's five on one, and even with sharing it's still going to be something like three on one. So we have to make the most of every opportunity, and if you're just going to sit untouched through all your meals, that's a lot of wasted opportunity!"

I didn't know what to say to that. I did know I wasn't about to put my foot down and say no sexual stimulation during meals. There was no way I could say that while they were in the middle of giving me literally one of the most enjoyable meals of my entire life! Maybe it was just my imagination, but even the food seemed to taste a lot better than usual. And that may have been true, since it seemed all my senses were on some kind of extra sensitive "high alert" mode.

I decided to drop the issue for now, since it was futile trying to argue what might or might not happen in the future. Time would tell. But I still thought there was no way this would become some kind of new tradition. Their passion would have to fade back to semi-normal levels before long, or they would literally kill me with too much pleasure!

To my surprise, eating breakfast only took about twenty-five minutes. I guess it's true that time flies when you're having fun, and that had to have been my most enjoyable breakfast ever, hands down! That meant we had twenty-five more minutes until Cindy had to be at work, and her office was only five minutes away.

I realized this gave me a good opportunity for a little payback for all the erotic delight they'd given me. I was determined to make the most of it.

We went back upstairs and took another shower, but it only took a couple of minutes of getting wet, in order to get rid of any lingering cum or sex smells. Then we took a couple more minutes getting dry and combing hair and such in the bathroom.

That still left me about fifteen minutes before Cindy had to leave. My girls wanted to spend that having more sexy fun in bed, but I had a different idea.

With the three of us standing in Cindy's bedroom and all of us still buck naked, I told them, "Position Number Two, please."

They immediately complied, putting their hands on their heads with their legs spread wide and their chests thrust out. I loved how they had been standing apart, but they stood side by side, like soldiers on parade.

I put on my best stern face and paced back and forth in front of them, like a superior officer inspecting my soldiers. This got a good reaction from them, and I saw them stiffen up and thrust their tits out even more.

For some long moments, I simply stood there with a frown on my face. I was intrigued to see both their faces start to blush, despite me not saying or doing anything. My silent, stern technique worked so well that I continued to milk it for another minute, causing them to grow more anxious and yet more obviously aroused.

I would have kept doing that, except I had to be mindful of the limited time before Cindy went to work. So I walked to the top of a nearby dresser, where Cindy had laid out the clothes she was planning on wearing. Still without saying a word, I picked up her lacy, white panties and walked back to her.

Sue Ellen's eyes went wide, and she whispered almost inaudibly, "Your Silken Bondage!"

I gave her a discouraging look, indicating to her (and Cindy) that talking without permission was not allowed.

Then I bent down in front of Cindy and slowly pulled her panties up her legs, with her raising her feet at the appropriate times. I continued to pull the panties up, but along the way I fondled her strong yet silky legs as much or more than I bothered with the panties.

Once I got the panties near her crotch, there was a lot less bothering with putting the panties in place and a lot more fondling. In addition to teasing with my fingers all around her pussy lips without quite touching them, I brought my nose almost close enough to touch her labia, and took a big whiff or two.

Cindy couldn't stop herself from whispering, "Master! Please! That's too embarrassing!"

I ignored that and continued to fondle. In fact, I liked her smell so much that I stuck my tongue out and started to lick her slit.

"GAH!" Cindy was supposed to have her hands on her head, but that hit her like an electric shock, causing her to bring her hands to the top of my head. She moaned helplessly, "Master! Please!"

I would have loved to keep licking her pussy, because she tasted great and I was getting such an ectatic reaction from her. I had my hands on her ass, caressing her firm yet lush rear end more than holding it, and I could feel her entire body was trembling. However, I had to be mindful of the time. So, after another minute, I stood up and went back to get her bra.

Being a fan of round, full breasts, I spent even longer putting her bra on. Or, more accurately, pretending to. Mostly I just felt her up while her face turned redder and redder. Her pussy had already started copiously leaking even before I started licking her down there, but she continued to get wetter and wetter. Between her and Sue Ellen, the entire room soon smelled like aroused pussy!

I was glad that I hadn't climaxed at the end of the under-the-table breakfast fun, because that meant my dick was still raging erect and raring for action. Glancing at the clock, I decided there was time for some more extensive fun. I didn't want to let go of Cindy's magnificent body, especially since I had a hand rubbing her pussy and clit again. (Her panties were still not quite pulled all the way up, and deliberately so.)

So instead of walking away to get the rest of her clothes, I snapped my fingers at Sue Ellen and then nodded towards Cindy's clothes on the dresser.

My cute Cupcake got the message. Dropping the hands from her head, she walked to the clothes, picked them up, and came back to me. Then, after handing Cindy's skirt to me from the side, she dropped to her knees. Still at my side, and with Cindy's blouse in one hand, she grasped my erection with her free hand. Then she looked up at me beseechingly, obviously longing for permission.

I gave her a nod, and she immediately engulfed my cockhead in a ravenously hungry manner. She was careful to come in at a side angle so she wouldn't get in the way of my enjoyment of Cindy's body.

I had to bend down to get Cindy's skirt on, but I managed it, thanks to Cindy's cooperation.

I was delighted that Cindy put her hands back on her head without being told to do so, while I pulled her skirt up her legs. I was quick to do that because I didn't want to stay bent over while Sue Ellen was blowing me. But once the skirt was a few inches below her crotch, I left it there along with her panties and spent more time just fondling her clit, slit, and boobs.

All this activity was having a powerful effect on Cindy (not to mention me and even Sue Ellen). Her hips were writhing as she struggled to stay still and in Position Number Two. It soon got too much for her to take. Clearly, she was loathe to break the silence again, but she whispered very quietly, "Master, please! If you keep going like that, I'm going to cum! Hard!"

I looked into her cherry red face and authoritatively whispered back, "Permission to cum... denied."

She squeaked and moaned in distress, but I knew that would only make her hotter.

Plus, Sue Ellen obviously heard even those silent whispers, because she was suddenly intensely inspired. At first, she lunged deeper down my shaft until she was choking and gagging. But she only did that for a few bobs before she decided even that wasn't enough. Then she pulled her lips all the way off, took a big breath, and then swallowed me again, until she went all the way down! Just like that, she was deep throating me!

My eyes practically crossed, it felt so fantastic. I was somewhat chagrined though, because this was supposed to be all about my pampering Cindy with my Silken Bondage treatment, but Sue Ellen was making me lose my mind with her oral skills.

I could have told her to stop, but I was willing to ride the wild tiger, especially since I knew I would be wanting to cum in a few minutes anyway, right when it was time for Cindy to go. I resolutely kept on. After a little more fondling, I snapped my fingers at Sue Ellen.

Luckily, she understood what I wanted, and she handed me the blouse, while my cockhead was buried somewhere deep inside her neck! I was impressed yet again what a loyal trooper she was.

I already had Cindy's bra on, but I kept it a couple of inches below her fulsome D-cups so I could continue to freely fondle them. I kept her bra like that while I put her blouse on most of the way. Naturally, I left it wide open in front so I could continue to fondle.

I took another glance at the clock. Unfortunately, I would have loved to play with my slave for a lot longer, but time was running out and I didn't want Cindy to be late. I waited until Sue Ellen finished about a minute of deep throating joy and had to pull back up for air. Then, without doing anything extra on top of the way I was fondling her nipples and slit already, I looked Cindy in her eyes and told her in a quiet yet bold voice, "Slave, you have my permission to cum."

Just like that, she came! In fact, she came so hard that I had to let go of her privates and hold her shoulders to prevent her from wobbling too much and possibly falling over.

Sue Ellen had to be aware in a general sense that time was up, and she rightly figured that Cindy cumming was the climax of this little ceremony. So she didn't resume deep throating me, but instead began bobbing with a frantic fervor. And now that she had both hands free, she used one to fondle my balls and then unexpectedly used the other to plunge a finger up my anus.

I was on the verge of cumming already, and all I had to do was stop squeezing my PC muscle. But thanks to that anal fingering move, I had no choice in any case and I began cumming hard, blasting my load right into Sue Ellen's hungrily sucking mouth.

I must admit that I moaned and groaned like a stuck pig, but I doubted Cindy even noticed because she was already screaming her head off. Once her orgasm began, she took her hands off her head and clutched at the sides of my head like she was trying to crush it. I wished she would have grabbed my sides or anywhere else, but one can't have everything.

Happily, as our mutual orgasms kept going, she must have realized she was squeezing my head too hard, so she let go, dropped her hands, and held Sue Ellen's head instead.

There was something special about hardly saying a word through all this. The silence seemed to heighten the tension and thus their embarrassment, making them even more aroused. I made a mental note to use the "silent treatment" more often.

But after all of Cindy's passionate screaming, plus my moaning, plus Sue Ellen's joyous slurping, the silent mood had been shattered. Still, it surprised me that as Cindy's orgasm finally petered out, she dropped to her knees directly behind Sue Ellen. Then, with her hands still on Sue Ellen's head, she spoke right into one of her ears, saying, "That's it! GOOD slave! Suck Master's cock good and hard! Gobble all his spermy seed down into your tummy! Gorge yourself on COCK and CUM, like the wanton cock slave you really are!"

Just like that, Cindy suddenly got very talkative, encouraging Sue Ellen with a steady stream of lewd comments and suggestions.

My orgasm had already ended before Cindy dropped to her knees, since typical male climaxes are over so quickly. Yet my dick still stayed hard. I could tell that it was running on fumes and would go flaccid soon, but between Sue Ellen's oral magic and Cindy's erotic cheerleading, it stayed stiff for a minute or two longer than it otherwise would have.

But all good things come to an end. As I felt my pole finally start to shrink in Sue Ellen's mouth, I took another glance at the clock. There were only eight minutes left until nine!

That was bad. I'd been cutting it far too close, especially since our orgasms at the end had taken a few minutes longer than expected. But I figured there was still time to rescue the situation. I clapped my hands loudly, and proclaimed, "Okay, slaves, that's it! Cin, we've only got eight minutes! Stand back up and I'll finish you off."

"You've already finished me," she observed with amused chagrin. Her voice slurred sexily as she struggled to stand up again.

"You say that now," I responded, "but your Silken Bondage is only beginning for today."

Hearing that made her eyes flutter and her whole body quiver in renewed anticipation. Within moments, she had resumed Position Number Two for me so I could complete my task of getting her dressed for the day.

It took me less than a minute to put her skirt, bra, and panties in place and then button her blouse and so forth. Meanwhile, Sue Ellen finally pulled her lips off my shaft and gave it a few last good-bye kisses and licks.

A sort of mad fire drill followed. Somehow, with the three of us working together, we got Cindy and all her possessions into her car with exactly five minutes remaining. There was no time for good-bye kisses or small talk, beyond her saying, "Thank you, thank you, thank you! Master, the Silken Bondage is... OH! I can't even say!"

Sue Ellen and I were buck naked, so we had to rush out of the garage once the garage door started to open. We peeked our heads through the doorway and gave her some final waves good-bye as she drove down the driveway and out of sight.

My Cupcake then told me, "Don't worry. Cindy and I were talking earlier, because we figured that the odds of her being a little late were pretty good, due to our, um, enthusiasm. She assured me that it's not like someone is going to notice that she's two minutes late or something like that. Remember, her new immediate boss is Mindy, and I reckon it's not like she's gonna mind, given the reason for the delay."

I chuckled as I commented, "If anything, after she hears what you two did to me this morning, she's likely to give Cindy a raise!"

Sue Ellen and I shared a nice French kiss as a sort of celebration for getting Cindy off to work on time, more or less. As we walked back into the house, I commented, "My only worry is that did you see how she looked as she drove off? She was all disheveled and had that freshly fucked look."

My sweet slave reassured me, "Master, you have no idea what us women can do to make ourselves presentable while we're driving. Besides, people will just see her reddened face and think she's exuberant and energized. She'll be fine."

That made me feel better. I had to remember that with Mindy as her boss, far from getting chewed out, Cindy was almost certainly going to have a fun story-telling session that would get both of them hot and bothered. She would be fine.




Chapter 11

 

I wish I could say that once I was alone with Sue Ellen, I fucked her silly until we were practically fucked to death. But the truth was that I couldn't get erect again. Unfortunately, I already was fairly wiped out and sexually satiated from all the morning fun we'd already had. 

Bless her sexy ass, she did her best to try to tempt and titillate me, but after about ten minutes she acknowledged reality and gave up. I suggested she put some clothes on, but she told me, "No way! I might could, but after what you did with Cindy and her Silken Bondage ceremony, how could I miss out on having you do something like that to me too?!"

I grinned and gave her an amused look as I realized the exact words she'd used. "'Might could?' What's that mean?"

She looked adorably abashed as she explained, "Um, I guess that's another of my Southernisms. It basically means the same as just 'might.'"

"So why not just say 'might?'"

"I don't know!" she flopped her hands in frustration. "That's just how we do it."

I had to give her another hug and a kiss, because she was just that lovable and cute.

Now that things had calmed down some, I went to the kitchen for a drink. After she followed me, I asked her about her schedule for today. It turned out she didn't have to work at Mama Mia's, which I knew already, but she did have another volleyball practice at ten o'clock, which I didn't know.

I planned on working on my laptop at Mama Mia's all day, at least if I could prevent Sonia from throwing me out again. I figured I would leave at the same time Sue Ellen did.

That didn't leave us much time, since it was just after nine and I had a few things to do. We did the dishes and generally cleaned up after breakfast together (which is a lot more enjoyable when you're doing it with a nude bombshell). Then we split up to take care of minor tasks.

I considered stopping by my house to check in with the Gruesome Twosome. But I thought it over carefully and decided that if I did that, it would almost certainly lead to highly emotional drama. My two youngest daughters are wonderful people in general, but they can be extremely high maintenance drama queens!

However, I was concerned about them having a rough time tossing and turning last night, and I wanted to give them my love and support, sex boycott or not. So I decided the safe thing to do was to call them. I did so, only to have nobody answer. It dawned on me that they almost certainly were sleeping, since they'd slept so poorly and then had been coaxed into an early morning run on top of that.

I considered calling Mindy, for the same concerned reasons, but it occurred to me that Cindy would have just gotten to her office and it would be good for Cin to fill her in on the latest developments first.

Instead, since I had my laptop with me, I checked a few e-mails. There was one from Nicky that had been sent last night. In it, she didn't say much that I didn't already know. She talked a little bit about her plans to go on a big all-day trip with the "Aussie twins," her possible boyfriend Matt, and a couple of her other new friends. She also warmly thanked me for chatting with her on video last night. That was about it.

So that short e-mail wouldn't have been very notable, except that I was startled to realize that just thinking about last night's video chat with her had given me a hard-on! That was unexpected and remarkable, because I was so very sexually satiated already that not even Sue Ellen with all her considerable female charms and wiles couldn't get me erect again not that many minutes earlier. But just the memory of Nicky's enormous bare breasts lightly jiggling as we'd talked practically had me panting.

I didn't like it one bit, but I couldn't deny the erotic effect she had on me. However, I was determined not to let it get to me. I stood up and put on the clothes I was going to wear at Mama Mia's. Then I went back to my laptop and dealt with some other e-mails from fans of my novels and the like until my stubborn erection finally went away.

I consoled myself that at least I had enough self-control to do that and not wallow in forbidden Nicky fantasies instead.

Then I deemed that enough time had passed, and I gave Mindy a call.

She was delighted to hear from me. I wasn't at all surprised to hear that she and Cindy had a "squishy time" when Cindy arrived in her office and gave her the detailed rundown on everything Cindy, Sue Ellen, and I had done that morning. In fact, they had just finished talking about it a few minutes prior to my call.

I avoided more discussion of that, because I didn't want them to get all aroused again when they actually were being paid to do some work. I mainly wanted to inquire about how she was doing with sleeping without me and the whole sex boycott so far.

I got the sense that she was being somewhat evasive. She didn't want to outright lie to me, but she was trying to put up a brave front. However, with Cindy there listening in on speaker phone, she couldn't gild the lily too much. She admitted that she'd had a rough night trying to sleep, as had the Gruesome Twosome, but she said that it was only natural for it to take a few days to adjust sleeping without me.

I had my doubts about that, but I figured time would tell.

I kept an eye on the clock, because I wanted to give Sue Ellen as much or more time for her Silken Bondage ritual as I'd given Cindy for hers. I knew I wouldn't have time to make a big production out of putting on or taking off their clothes every single day, and in fact most days I figured I probably would "outsource" the task to Mindy. But since I had plenty of time today, and Sue Ellen (and Cindy) had been so great to me all morning, as well as last night, I figured I would go all out.

So that's exactly what I did. I won't go into great detail about it, because I more or less repeated exactly what I did with Cindy earlier. I think Sue Ellen knew that, and liked it that way, because her anticipation built up as to what came next. I maintained the same solemn silent mood, and again it worked to great effect.

Of course, things weren't exactly the same since I didn't have someone helping me. As a result, my penis stayed untouched. And that frustrated Sue Ellen to no end, because she could see through my slacks that I had a hard-on. What she didn't know, and I was reluctant to admit to myself, was that Nicky had a fair deal to do with that, because I couldn't get her perfect body out of my mind after reading her e-mail. But that's also a reason why I didn't let Sue Ellen touch it, because I figured that it would only make matters worse if I climaxed from having an at least partially Nicky-inspired erection.

Since Sue Ellen was due to go to volleyball practice, she was putting on short shorts and a T-shirt over her underwear. After I had all of those things on her, but only in a loose manner that left her privates still exposed, I glanced at the clock again and realized that I still had a fair amount of time. As a result, I decided to give her a "deluxe" Silken Bondage ritual by including spanking too. I bent her over the bed and gave her about twenty hard smacks on her ass.

This made her so very hot and bothered that I thought she was going to attack my pants and deep throat my boner no matter what I did and said. She had a wild, fiery look in her eyes that was sexy as hell!

I must say, I was tempted to let her have her way with me. However, time was running out with her needing to go to volleyball practice, and I would have felt too guilty having sex with her while she blew that off. So I put my foot down and told her in no uncertain terms to behave.

She did, but it helped that I resumed the ritual, and fondled her to a powerful climax. Only after that, with her flopped down on the bed behind her, exhausted, did I finish actually pulling all of her clothes into place.

Luckily, Sue Ellen was young and fit, and she recovered quickly. After about a minute, she sat up and wiped her surprisingly sweaty face. "Master! You meanie! You've got me so hot that I'm about to roast! Gaawwwd, you tamed me good. I've been rode hard and put up wet!"

I chuckled and helped pull her back to her feet. "Sorry, that's how it goes. Such is the life of a cock slave."

She moaned lustily. "Unnngh! Don't say that, or I swear I won't be able to control myself! How the heck am I supposed to play volleyball now?! I'll be staggering around in a daze with a silly smile on my face. They'll think I'm on drugs. And what about you?!"

She looked to the tenting in my slacks with grave concern. "I can't leave you like that!" Letting go of my supportive hand, she gesticulated wildly.

"Don't worry about it," I muttered.

"I would be a BAD slave to leave you with a raging boner! I can't. I just can't!"

I realized that she had taken the "serve the cock" rule to heart so much that she would be a worried mess if I let her leave like this. However, time had run out, and she needed to start leaving right away. I wasn't proud of it, but I figured the best way out of this jam was a white lie. I smiled and told her, "I wasn't going to say anything about this, but the truth is... not long after you leave, I have a plan to meet with a big-breasted hottie who is very interested in taking care of my stiff problem."

A look of tremendous relief crossed her face. "OH! Well, that's different. Thank goodness for that!" Then, she shyly added, "May I ask who it is?"

"Sorry, it's better if I don't kiss and tell. Mum's the word, okay? But maybe I'll tell you later."

She nodded, even as she bit her lip. Clearly, she was dying of curiosity, but she restrained herself from pestering me. "Well... whoever it is, bless her heart!"

I was able to get my Cupcake out of the house without further incident after that. She seemed likely to make it to her practice on time too, although she did have a silly smile on her face, just as she'd suggested.

I didn't like being in the McGrath house all alone. Honestly, it was kind of an eerie and lonely place, since all the little touches that made a house a home had been removed and only the furniture remained. So I gathered up my laptop and other possessions and left too.

Thankfully, as soon as Sue Ellen left, it was like an erotic fog lifted. My penis went flaccid and I could think clearly again. Nicky seems to have some weird effect on me, but so does Sue Ellen (and my other women!). It was good to have some non-sexual time alone.

I was dreading seeing Sonia Bossi again. After the wild events that surrounded me literally from the moment I woke up, with only a brief respite to do a few errands before Sue Ellen's Silken Bondage ritual, I was keen to just work on my writing and not have any drama from anybody.

I was disappointed by the waitresses at work when I arrived at Mama Mia's. It was very similar to the waitresses from yesterday, with Dolly, Lori, and Paula working again. I had yet to meet Paula, but she was one of Sonia's enforcer managers, and she'd given me the evil eye. Dolly was beautiful, but she seemed inordinately afraid of me. Lori was happily married, so I couldn't even flirt with her, but at least we were getting along and I was learning valuable information from her.

However, the real shocker was that the fourth waitress was none other than the Bat herself! She was even dressed in one of the new waitress outfits, just like the others.

As soon as I walked through the front door with my laptop bag, she saw me and gave me a nasty look. To call it the "evil eye" would be understating it - it was more like a murderous laser beam of hate and venom.

Luckily, she was busy with a customer, giving me time to react and continue further into the restaurant. I had previously determined what the different waitress areas were, and I was careful to move into Lori's area.

However, while I was still walking to a booth, Sonia rushed towards me. She put her hands on her hips and hissed, "YOU! Not you! Not again! Please!'

I forced a smile. "I'm afraid it's true. I plan on being here most of the day."

"UGH! Lord, spare me!"

I was sure she wanted to use much more colorful language, loudly. However, we were still towards the front of the restaurant, and there were some customers within hearing range. Clearly, she was struggling to retrain herself.

I must have some kind of death wish, because I couldn't resist giving her a look over and commenting, "By the way, nice look. Very sexy!"

She actually raised a fist as she gave me another hateful look. I was half-convinced that she was going to sock me, but she wound up just gritting her teeth and waving her fist a little bit. Then she started to quietly hiss, "God damned mental..."

I could tell that she wanted to call me a "mental rapist." She'd promised Mindy and Cindy yesterday not to call me that anymore, but clearly she didn't have a lot of self-control about that. However, just as she was starting to say the "r" in "rapist," she looked around, saw the nearby customers, and thought better of it.

Just then, I was "saved by the bell" when a customer said, "Excuse me!"

Sonia looked back and nodded at that person. Then she turned back to me and with narrow eyes, muttered, "I'll be watching you!"

Still feeling bizarrely cheeky, I replied, "And I'll be watching you. You know what they say: I hate to see you go, but I love to watch you walk away."

She brought both fists up and shook them. It looked like steam was going to start pouring out of her ears. But then she remembered the customer and turned her back on me.

After she took a step or two away from me, she apparently remembered my "love to watch you walk away" comment and froze in place. Then she covered her ass with both hands as best she could and resumed walking. Clearly, she was trying hard not to sway her hips.

I can't explain it, but even though my heart was racing fast from fear, that little interaction had put a smile on my face and a spring in my step.

I found a booth that was still in Lori's section, but also closer to the front than I'd sat in the past. Having Sonia censor her language gave me the idea that if I was in a visible spot with other customers around, she would continue having to be careful what she said to me whenever she talked to me. That definitely sounded like a good thing.

Lori was also busy with a customer, so I had a little while to set up my laptop, turn it on, and generally settle into my seat.

I found myself thinking, Man! What is with me?! Normally, I'm a nice guy to everybody. And when it comes to Sonia, I want to go out of my way to be friendly to her, for all sorts of reasons. But as soon as I start talking to her, it's like I do everything I can to piss her off. I honestly don't understand it, except that... it's fun! God, seeing the look on her face after making that "love to watch you walk away" comment was priceless! 

She's so used to pushing everybody around. I'm sure nobody talks back to her, ever, especially her employees. And besides, I have no sexual desire for her whatsoever, but objectively speaking, she's damn hot! It IS a kick watching her walk away. She has a fine bubble butt, that's for sure. 

Still, I suppose I need to get my act together and act more mature. I suppose all my wildly successful sexual adventures lately have me feeling cocky and invulnerable. Strangely, I haven't let that go to my head with my behavior with Min or my cock slaves at home. Maybe because they're so over-the-top submissive that I feel like I need to tone things down around them. But then I guess all that cockiness builds up and I end up letting it out on Sonia, the only person I know who really needs to be taken down a peg or two. 

But, even so.... behave! Dan, behave! 

I resolved to turn over a new leaf with Sonia, starting by apologizing the next time I talked to her. But given her animosity towards me, she wasn't about to initiate a conversation with me. I'd have to wait until she came to me.

Lori came over to me, her ordering pad in hand. She smiled and seemed friendly. "Well, well, well, look who we have here. You're a glutton for punishment, aren't you?"

I smiled back at her. "I guess I am. If you see anyone aiming to throw a knife in my back, please try to give me a heads up first, okay?"

"Will do." She looked around carefully, and saw that Sonia was a ways away and taking an order from a family. She whispered, "Dan, I can't talk to you much today. At least not when SHE is nearby. If she sees that I'm being friendly with you, then I'll be on her shit list. So please, just act like a normal customer and keep our interactions to a minimum. Please?"

I nodded. "Sure thing. I understand." Glancing over my shoulder to see that Sonia was still preoccupied, I asked, "But, while we can still talk a little, can you tell me why she's a waitress today?"

Lori frowned. "That's because of Yuki. She's a new hire, and she's a total flake, it turns out. She was supposed to have one of the early shifts today, but apparently there was some kind of emergency. But she's only been here a little while - she was hired at the start of summer the same as Sue Ellen - and it seems she has an emergency half the time. So Sonia has to fill in. I wouldn't be surprised if Yuki is toast, after this."

Then she leaned in and added in an extra quiet, conspiratorial whisper, "Beware! The Bat was already pissed off, big time, before you showed up, due to flaky Yuki. Then you showed up. I worry she might just spontaneously combust in anger!"

I chuckled a little at that. "Understood. Thanks for the warning. Now, why don't you go away for a while and let me think what I want to order. That way, it won't look like we talked too long."

Lori gave me a grateful nod and then walked off.

I looked at the menu and decided on what to order when Lori came back. I wasn't hungry or thirsty, but I figured I'd better get something so Sonia would be more inclined to treat me as a paying customer. Then I set to working on my laptop.

For the last two days, I'd been working almost entirely on marking which parts of my unfinished novel were publishable to the wider public and which parts were too X-rated and would only be for myself and my family. I'd made a lot of progress with that, and I figured I could finish in a couple of hours. I felt a little bit of pressure about it because I promised Nicky that I'd e-mail her all that I'd written so far, allowing her to have some pleasurable reading during her vacation. I would be glad once I sent off the censored version to her and then turned my focus to writing new chapters.

Thankfully, I was able to put my nose to the grindstone and get a lot done. It helped that I had few distractions. Had Sue Ellen, Laura, and/or Josie been waitressing, or had Lori been able to talk freely, things could have been different. But Lori was very brief and professional in her few interactions with me, and all the while she was keeping a wary eye on Sonia.

Dolly was nice eye candy. She really was a looker. But every time I looked her way, I could see it unsettled her. It was as if she believed I was a registered sex offender or something. So I tried to leave her be and not even look.

Looking at Paula wasn't much fun. She definitely was not a looker, and the couple of times we made eye contact, she more or less sneered at me.

Since I didn't want to get Lori in trouble, that left just Sonia. I must admit, I was tempted to ogle her, and I suppose I did from time to time. She was a sexy and classy lady to begin with, and there was something about seeing her in a waitress outfit that was an extra kick to me. She definitely filled it out nicely, especially since it seemed a little tight on her. More than once, I mused what a very sexy woman she would be if only she didn't have such a noxious, bitchy personality. But she did.

I was trying hard to behave and at least not antagonize her further, so most of the time I forced myself to keep my eyes on my laptop. Thus, the mostly unfriendly waitress situation helped me be productive. I made a lot of progress with my marking task.

Time flew by. When lunch time rolled around, I ended up eating another eggplant sandwich. To be honest, they didn't have a lot of good lunch options, since their lunch menu was basically the exact same as their dinner menu. I made a mental note that that was another thing Sonia could improve, if she ever got around to being able to talk more business ideas with me without ripping my head off.

When lunch was done, I felt like taking a little break. I told Lori that I would be back soon (so as to not give Sonia hopes that I was leaving for the day). Then I shut down my laptop and took it outside with me.

I went back to my car and decided to make some phone calls. First, I called the Gruesome Twosome, since I hadn't been able to talk to them earlier. I had no trouble reaching them this time, and we had a long conversation. Luckily, they were in a contemplative mood, so we could have a relatively drama-free interaction.

I told them how I just wanted to check in and see how they were doing, and they appreciated that. They admitted that they'd had a rough night and they'd been unproductive and listless all day. They wanted me to come and visit them, but I told them I was on a writing roll (which was kind of true, although it was editing), and that we could all have dinner together. That placated them some.

Then I called Min and Cin just to check in with them too. That was a short and easy call, since I'd talked to them earlier.

Finally, figuring that she'd finished her volleyball practice, I called Sue Ellen. She told me she was feeling "bummed out," because she didn't have to work all day, and yet I wasn't around for her to pamper and sexually serve. I suggested she should go over to my house, the Cooper house, and spend some time with the Hellions. She was still getting to know them and vice versa, and perhaps they could cheer each other up and keep each other busy. I also told her to keep an eye on the one worker who was supposed to be there in the afternoon and start working on the backyard "lighthouse."

She said she would do those things. However, she also told me in no uncertain terms that if I had even "the smallest inkling of a twitch of an aroused feeling in my crotch," I should call her right away and she would come to wherever I was and "take care of it."

I told her I'd keep that in mind.

After about ten minutes on the phone, I took my laptop bag and went back into Mama Mia's, to the same booth I'd been sitting in before. I resumed my work on marking the text to be censored. It took me another hour, but I finally finished. Then I wrote an e-mail to Nicky inviting her to read it and sent the incomplete novel off to her as an attachment. I was very careful to double and even triple check that I was sending her the censored version and not the X-rated one.

Getting that done was a load off my mind. I still wasn't in the mood to write new material, and frankly it was hard to do that in Mama Mia's, especially with Sonia in sight most of the time. So instead I decided to do some more research into what harems really were like in the Middle Ages to improve the historical accuracy and vividness for my novel.

That was interesting. I was particularly fascinated by what was possibly the most famous harem of all time, that of the Topkapi Palace in Istanbul, Turkey. For about four hundred years, that was from where sultans ruled the vast Ottoman Empire. Admittedly, that took place a few hundred years after the setting of my novel, but it was a direct continuation of earlier harem traditions, and there was a lot written about the Imperial Harem in Topkapi Palace, so it was a good way for me to learn about the royal harem life in general.

It turns out the harem life was very different from the popularized Hollywood conception. Yes, the harem complex was vast, ornate, and opulent. And it was also true that the very most beautiful and intelligent women in the empire were captured, turned into slaves, and made to serve in the harem. But the activities in it were not all sexy fun and games. It was much more about power struggles than sex orgies, and in fact sex was often a means to power.

At first, the Ottoman sultans were vigorous and powerful. But then they began to fall under the spell of the harem women. For a long time, the sultans were incompetent or children, and real power behind the scenes was held by the sultan's women, usually the sultan's mother or one of his wives, but sometimes one or more of the concubines too. The figurehead sultans were kept weak and incompetent by encouraging every hedonistic vice, especially sex and drugs. If any of the sultans got a spine and started to pay attention to ruling, they often died early.

The Imperial Harem was often nicknamed the "golden cage," and for good reason.

Reading about all this was sobering food for thought. In fact, I had to stop reading altogether and ponder the parallels to my own situation.

Clearly, I'm not in a "golden cage." Everything about the Ottoman harem was extreme, because there was so much money and power at stake. That said, there is a certain similarity, especially if I'm passive and just let things slide. It's hard being the master of a real, honest to God harem! I'm not a naturally take-charge guy. I'm not even a particularly social or outgoing guy. We're bound to have conflicts where it's going to be five against one - me! 

It would be all too easy for me to sort of be blissed out by all the fantastic sex and let my supposed slaves take effective control. Especially since they can be so willful and difficult. My Cupcake is the only one who has a truly obedient mindset. Cindy tries, but she's almost forty, she's had a lot of hard knocks, and it's hard for her to completely change her entire mindset and way of life at that age. It's a similar thing with Min. She's an incredible wife, and she's my soul mate, for sure. But she knows me well and knows how to get her way. And I don't even have to mention how difficult truly "taming" the Gruesome Twosome can be! 

That's why this sex boycott is so absolutely necessary. I need to establish firm control over the entire harem before habits and traditions harden. It's a "tough love" drastic measure, but I'm convinced there's no other way. 

Already I can see signs all around me that I'm in charge but not REALLY in charge. For instance, this morning. I was going to sleep in, but then Cin and Cupcake talked me into waking up at eight. Then they pushed a little more and talked me into waking up at seven-thirty instead. The thing is, I knew exactly what they were doing and I let them, because I knew it would turn out great for me. And sure enough, I had a hell of a time this morning. The whole morning was better than the very best sex most men ever have in their entire lives! So how could I be against it?! 

But that's kind of what happened to the Ottoman sultans too. They got weak and soft from a life of endless hedonistic pleasures. That could easily happen to me, though in a more benign form. My women aren't power-mad schemers plotting to rule an empire. They just want things to go more their way, especially when it comes to having more sex with me. But still, the end result could be much the same. I'm going to have to constantly strive to stay on top as a true master to them while loving each of them as much as humanly possible. 

I sighed, because I already knew how difficult that could be. I also knew that it would be a never-ending task. The more I set firm rules and traditions now, the easier staying in true control of the harem would be. For starters, it was absolutely vital that I had to "break" Mindy, Michelle, and Ruby. I had to see the sex boycott through, no matter what, and time was running out, given that Nicky would return from Hawaii in less than two weeks.

In fact, it was already Wednesday and she was due back the Sunday after next. There was no chance of delaying her for various reasons, including the fact that next Sunday was Father's Day, and she wasn't about to miss that. That gave me just ten days to take real effective control of three extremely willful women.

After a while, I looked around and realized that it had been a while since I had seen Sonia. I waved Lori over to ask about that.

Lori was in a different mood, like a cloud had lifted. She smiled at me as she explained, "Yeah, I think we've seen the last of Bat-Waitress for today. As you can see, the lunch rush is over, and she only needed to fill in while it was busy."

I looked around and noticed very few customers remaining. I'd been so distracted with my pondering that I hadn't paid attention.

Lori continued, "Yuki, the flaky one, had the early shift, so someone else will be in for dinner. With you here, and the Bat in an extra bitchy mood anyway, I'm sure she'll hide out in the Bat Cave, er, I mean her office, for the rest of the afternoon, until Paula the snitch tells her that you've left."

I took that all in, and then said, "Good. I've got no problem with that. I'm trying to get on her good side, but it looks like today isn't a good day for that."

Lori snickered, "'Good side?' Good luck finding that. If you do, let us know where it is!"

I chuckled, and then said, "Yeah, well, don't ask me. Every time I talk to her, I seem to piss her off more. I seem to have some kind of death wish." Then I gave her a description of my earlier Sonia encounter, including how I said, "I hate to see you go, but I love to watch you walk away."

Lori had such a big laugh over that, she had to cover her mouth. Then she playfully pushed at my nearest shoulder. "You didn't!"

I grinned impishly. "I did. Believe me, I'm not normally like that at all, but she brings out some weird side of me that I didn't even know I had. I can't resist tweaking her nose every time I see her. It's a real problem."

Lori laughed some more while shaking her head. "Boy oh boy, you really are a character. I recommend you come here every day, if at all possible. I'm gonna get a big old bag of popcorn and watch to see who kills who first!"

After some more friendly joking around, Lori left. She didn't have other customers to tend to, but Paula was lingering around, and Lori was worried that Paula would still report to Sonia if she was too friendly with me.

She mentioned in passing that Sonia had decided that Yuki had lost her last chance and would be fired immediately. This just put "the Bat" in an even worse mood, because now she'd have to deal with being shorthanded for a while, as well as hiring a replacement.

I was mildly disappointed that I probably would never get to meet or see Yuki. That sounded like a Japanese name to me, and I was curious if she was as beautiful and/or busty as most Mama Mia waitresses were.

I went back to pondering my situation due to my worries brought on by my harem research.

It feels like we're coming to a critical stage in the sex boycott. It's kind of like going on a serious diet. For the first few days, it's no big deal. But then you really start to feel it. I'm sensing that vibe, especially with the way Min and the Hellions had so much trouble sleeping. But how can I push them over the edge sooner rather than later, so we can get this over with? 

I wonder about all the sex I'm having with Cin and Cupcake. In some ways, my cock slaves aren't really slavish or that submissive at all, although my Cupcake is a notable exception. But when it comes to keeping my dick in a constant state of sexual stimulation, boy do they take that seriously! In just a short time, that has become hugely important to all of them. So my having lots of sex with my two currently loyal slaves could be counterproductive. Every time we fuck, they go and tell the others all about it. And the others feast on those stories like they've been starving and they get to eat a hearty meal. 

What would happen if I were to just stop having sex with any of them altogether? Full stop. No sex with anyone, not even Cin or Cupcake! Then all the sharing of stories and living vicariously would stop too. That's been in the back of my mind as a sort of "nuclear option" for a while now. Maybe it's time I pull that trigger. It's like taking a Band-Aid off. Just rip it off fast and get it over with! 

If I do that, at first, they're going to stress out big time. Things are going to get very dramatic and emotional. But isn't that better than prolonging the boycott? Let's bring this crisis to a head, now! Besides, what option do I have? Nicky is coming back in ten days, and I don't know how long they'll be able to hold out. 

I've got a strong feeling that Min will crack before long. She and I are so inseparable that she won't be able to take the boycott for that much longer. I'm not exactly sure what it'll look like when she well and truly breaks, but I'm confident I'll recognize it when I see it. 

The main problem, as always, is the Gruesome Twosome. God, they are stubborn! Even with a total sex boycott, they might hold out for a week or longer! I don't have the luxury of a lot of time. Worse, they know it, since they know just as well as I do when Nicky is coming home. 

The more I think about it, the more I'm realizing a total sex boycott is a must. Why didn't I think about this before?! I'm confident I can go without any sex for days and days. I'm not even going to break a sweat about it. If worse comes to worst, I can just masturbate. Whereas the Gruesome Twosome in particular have gone all in with their cock slave mindset to the point of brainwashing themselves into believing their own fantasies should be reality. 

Ironically, even though they make bad slaves in terms of being so willful and demanding, they've internalized their ideas about the Plan and their Dream and so on for years now. Remarkably enough, I think that to see me go without any sex at all will be just as tough as having them go without food OR water! Well, almost. They're bound to crack! 

Besides, it's vital that I can prove that I can go completely cold turkey from all sex any time I want. I know that even after they break, it'll only be a partial and temporary thing. They've had a lifetime of getting what they want, and it's impossible to completely change one's personality overnight. But at long as I have that credible threat of being able to resume a total sex boycott anytime at all, that'll keep them in line. 

Of course, one problem with this is that Cin and Cupcake are going to suffer too. And they don't deserve it. Yes, they've been troublesome sometimes, especially Cin when she's encouraged and sometimes seconded Min's most extreme cucquean tendencies. She's even totally flopped when it came to helping me resist Nicky's all too ample charms. But still, even with her, it's orders of magnitude better than the troublesome three. 

But I have no choice. I suppose I'll just have to try to make clear that it's not a punishment for anything they did. And I can try to soften the blow as much as possible. I think I'll break the bad news to them tonight, after dinner when we're back at Cin's house. Then I'll have one final night of fucking and sleeping together to help ease them into it. After that, they'll have to move back to my house for the rest of the boycott. 

In fact, now that I think about it, I may have to stop eating dinner back at home with everybody and generally socializing with my women sometimes. The more drastic of a break I make, the better! Now, THAT will be tough on me. I can go a week or more without fucking. But I love my lovely ladies so very much! It'll be hard not even being with them and doing little things like hugging them. But as hard as it'll be on me, it'll be even harder on them. 

It's time to find out who can hold out the longest! And I have no choice but to win, or my harem, as wonderful as it is, will end up as a kind of "golden cage," just like what happened to the Ottoman sultans. Any harem has to have a master in real and effective charge, or there will be nothing but chaos and trouble. I saw that with my harem research too, with many historical harems turning into a nest of vipers, with endless intrigues and backstabbing. If I truly love my women, and I do, I have to rule them with a firm hand! 

I suddenly had a mental image of turning each and every one of my cock slaves over my knee and giving them all a glorious warming of their rear ends with my "firm hand." The fact that such an outcome would be eagerly welcomed by them didn't escape me.

I hadn't realized it, but the sex boycott had been increasingly stressing me out. Once I came to this realization and had decided on a plan of action, it was like a heavy weight was lifted off my shoulders. I knew from that feeling that this was the one way to go. It was just that my usual bull-headedness meant it took a few extra days before I saw the light.

After ordering a vanilla milkshake from Lori, and having some more friendly small talk with her, I went back to my research. I was even more keen to learn about the Topkapi Palace harem and other historical harems, because it wasn't just for my novel. There was the chance I could learn tidbits that could help me with managing the harem in my personal life.

I was deeply absorbed reading harem articles on the Internet when I looked up and saw Sonia bee-lining towards me from the back of her restaurant.

My heart started racing fast. Uh-oh! So much for going to rest of the day without having to see her again. What does she want now?! 




Chapter 12



As Sonia strutted towards me, I examined her face and body posture. I knew she was mad with me, because when was she ever NOT mad at me? But I was trying to figure out just how much, so I'd have a clue how to respond.

Surprisingly, she looked mad, but not "spitting nails mad." Her eyes were narrowed dangerously and she wore a scowl, but at least her hands weren't clenched into fists... yet.

I also noticed that she was no longer wearing one of the waitress uniforms. She was dressed smartly and professionally, with a black skirt down to her knees, a black blouse, and a dark blue blazer. I don't know why she favored black so much, especially since she had to know that would play right into her "Bat" nickname, but she did.

Despite the danger growing by the second with her striding towards me, I had to take a moment to appreciate the fact that she looked good in dark colors. She looked damn good, period.

She came right up to my booth and put her hands on her hips. "Okay, Daniel Cooper, it's time we sort out once and for all why you come here every day, and how I can get rid of you!"

I had already begun shutting down my laptop. I closed the lid and looked up at her. My heart started racing wildly, which seemed to happen lately most any time I was close to her. However, outwardly I kept my cool. "It's nice to see you too. By the way, I want to apologize for what I said earlier."

She rolled her eyes. "Yeah right! You? Apologize?! That's like getting an apology from Osama bin Laden!" She pretended to quote the al-Qaeda leader. "'Oh, my bad. Sorry about that whole 9/11 thing. We were only trying to kill the soldiers and the Jews. Next time, we'll try not to kill so many innocent Muslims too.'"

I stood up, outraged at the comparison. "What?! What the hell are you talking about?! To compare me to a mass-murdering terrorist because I had a little hanky panky in your restaurant?! Surely you know that's ridiculous! I demand an apology!"

She leaned in with an angry sneer on her face. Her voice was getting louder and louder as her passions rose too. "HA! Fat chance! Why should I ever apologize to a mental rapist?! As far as I'm concerned, you can burn in..."

No doubt, she was about to yell about me burning in Hell. However, at the last second she realized that she and I were standing near the front of her restaurant. And while it was almost three o'clock and thus the middle of the lull between lunch and dinner, there still were a few customers. In fact, there was a young couple sitting just one booth away from mine.

Sonia looked at them and noticed that they were staring with dismay back at her. She turned towards them and tried to do some damage control by blatantly lying. "Sorry. My apologies. This man here is an old friend of mine, and we get into very heated arguments, but it doesn't mean anything. Please pay us no mind."

That seemed to mollify the couple. They nodded and went back to eating. But clearly we'd been brought to their attention and they were going to keep an eye on us.

Sonia realized that. She looked around and sighed. Then she spoke to me in a much quieter voice. "Sorry for calling you a 'mental rapist.' I promised your wife yesterday not to do that, but I can't seem to help myself. You seem to bring out the worst in me, for some reason."

I was still pissed, but I was trying hard to take a more diplomatic approach. "That's okay. I understand. For some reason, you seem to bring out the worst in me too, and I end up saying things I don't mean to say."

Clearly, she was trying hard to control herself, especially with other customers around. She took her hands off her hips and struck a less aggressively hostile pose. "Sorry, too, for comparing you to bin Laden, of all people. You're right, that was out of line. But we do need to sort out why you're here and how to make you go away. Just knowing you're in my restaurant is like fingers on a chalkboard for me, the whole time you're here. I can't stand it!"

She looked all around again. "Look. I'm loathe to do this, but I've got a feeling that we're likely to yell and throw insults before we're all said and done, and I don't want to scare off the other customers. Why don't we go back to my office and sort things out in private, once and for all?"

"Okay, fine. Just let me get my things."

She waited silently and impatiently, with her hands back on her hips, while I put my laptop into its bag and gathered up my things. Then she spun around and started striding away. "Come with me."

I followed behind her. For some reason, I felt very nervous, as if she was going to take me to a private place where she could stab me to death. I realized such feelings were completely irrational, and I fought hard to keep my cool. I had to be on my toes and stay mentally sharp. This could be my one big chance to change her opinion of me.

I had been very curious about the back of her restaurant. I had developed a strong emotional attachment to Mama Mia's, so I was interested in all aspects of it. The bathrooms were up near the front, so there was no excuse for me to go poking around in back. Now, I'd get to go through the "employees only" door and see what lay beyond.

We went through that door and into a hallway. Unfortunately, I couldn't see anything except more closed doors. Sonia quickly unlocked one of the doors and led me into what was obviously her private office.

It looked much like I'd expected. It was a typical messy office, with bulletin boards and even a big dry erase board on the wall, and filing cabinets, storage cabinets, boxes, and so on. There wasn't much free space or blank wall space. The focus of the room was her desk, which had a computer on it, as well as lots of papers, files, and general clutter. One thing that did surprise me was a series of monitors on the wall above her desk. At the moment they were all turned off, but I surmised she had some surveillance cameras hidden here and there in her restaurant and the capability to spy on her employees and customers, although probably only in a limited manner.

She looked around and realized there was just the one office chair. There was a sofa, but it could only fit two people and it would be awkward to have to face each other like that. She turned to face me and said, "I would offer you a seat, but as you can see there's only the one chair. I almost never allow anyone else in here. If it's all the same to you, let's just stand. Hopefully this will be short and to the point anyway."

"Fine," I said.

My heart was racing even faster and my palms were starting to sweat. I couldn't understand why I was getting so worked up. Perhaps it was because I'd never had any enemies since at least high school, and we had become enemies. I didn't know how to deal with that. 

She looked me over carefully, and let out a heavy sigh. "Look. I'll admit that you're not the devil reincarnated. Probably not, anyway. But you just make me feel... AAARGH!" She clutched her hands in the air in frustration.

I couldn't resist looking her over too. There was something about her that was incredibly sexy, even by my very high standards. Maybe it was her exotic eyes. I had to remember how much we hated each other.

After an awkward pause she was going to say more, but I decided to cut in. "I know what you mean, because I feel the same. So I say we try to clear the air and start over on a new foot."

She bristled, "Or better, don't! Clear the air, fine, but not start over. I want you gone!"

I held my hands out defensively. "Before you say that, just listen to me, okay?"

She reluctantly nodded.

I steeled my resolve. I noticed that she seemed curiously nervous too, even jittery, which meant I wasn't the only one. I reminded myself that I had treated her badly, especially by having sex in her restaurant, and even though she'd been acting like a bitch, it was on me to rise above all the petty bickering.

I put on my best diplomatic and charming face, and said, "For starters, I still haven't properly apologized for my behavior earlier."

She huffed, "Which 'earlier?' Because every time you see me there's fresh reasons for more apologies!" She gave me another nasty look (or maybe I should call it a nastier than usual look).

I ignored that and said, "I'm talking about when I briefly talked to you this morning. First off, I saw you in a waitress outfit, and I said, 'By the way, nice look. Very sexy!' And even though that was objectively true, it wasn't polite for me to say it out loud like that."

She put her hands on her hips and gave me another narrow, suspicious glare. "What do you mean, 'objectively true?'"

I waved a hand in her general direction. "Anyone can see you're a very beautiful woman. I would call that a fact, not an opinion. And, truth be told, the old waitress outfits looked terrible. But if someone with your figure wears one of the new ones, of course you're going to look sexy. That's an undeniable fact too."

She huffed, "You're so pathetic! As if I can't see what you're doing. You're trying to flatter me. You think I'll suddenly melt just because you throw me a few compliments about my looks?! I'm sorry, but you can fool some of the people some of the time, but you can't fool me ever! Try again with your so-called 'apology!'"

She was right, I was trying to butter her up a little bit. After all, who doesn't like a compliment or two? I figured I was on solid ground, because she was gorgeous by any measure and she had to know that on some level, so she couldn't accuse me of lying. But clearly it wasn't working. I responded, "Hey, I understand where you're coming from. You're so dead-set against me that anything I say is going to sound bad to you. Trust me, I'm not trying to seduce you or bamboozle you with flattery."

She stiffened up and even leaned towards me threateningly. "You damn well better not be trying to seduce me!" She poked at my chest. "I know your kind! Just because you're handsome, charming, and unfairly well-endowed, you think you can have your way with any woman. You've even turned poor, innocent Sue Ellen into some kind of fucking SEX SLAVE, for crying out loud!" She gesticulated in agitation.

Then she resumed poking at me. "But I see right through you. You're just another disgusting PIG of a man! You make me SICK!" She gesticulated wildly even more, since she was getting quite emotional.

I held my hands up defensively. "I think you completely misunderstand me. I'm not this evil demon you think I am. I don't think men are better than women. In fact, women have it a lot harder in this society. Look at you. I admire you. From what I understand, this restaurant fell into your lap unexpectedly. You had no experience with running a restaurant or even running a business, period. But you're risen to the challenge and single-handedly kept the place going. That's pretty impressive."

She folded her arms under her breasts, and huffed, "You're still trying to 'bamboozle me with flattery.' It's not working!"

I nodded. But in fact, I did sense it was working, at least a little bit. Complimenting her looks didn't help, but complimenting her business success did.

I continued, "Call it what you will, but it's the truth. Sure, I know it won't hurt if I say nice things about you, but what you managed to accomplish with this place is undeniable. That's a big reason why I was giving you my two cents about the organic menu and the like. I'm really rooting for this place to succeed."

She glared at me, ready to bristle, but since I hadn't given her anything to argue against, she held her tongue.

I went on, "I don't understand why we've gotten along so badly. I know we started off on the wrong foot, and that's my fault, but I don't have horns on my head. This may get me in hot water with you, but I suspect that you aren't so much angry at me as you are at men in general."

She cut in with renewed righteous anger. "You couldn't be more wrong! I am very much specifically angry at YOU!" She unfolded her arms to poke towards me aggressively yet again.

I bravely went on, despite my racing heart. "I'm sure there's some of that, and rightly so. But you do know you're called 'The Bat,' don't you? Everyone who works here knows you've got a big chip on your shoulder. And the long-time waitresses say you changed with your divorce, big time. It looks like your ex really screwed you over. It's only natural if you feel bitter towards other men too. But I'm not him!"

She seemed curiously thoughtful, but then she snapped back to angry and glared at me, "No, but you sure as hell are a lot like him! He's a cocky asshole too. A snake in the grass. Thinks he can fuck anything that moves!"

I thought, A-ha! My guess there did hit home. Probably he's never around for her to vent her anger on, but I make a good substitute. I don't think that's all of it, but that's gotta be a big part of it. 

I spoke from the heart. Yes, I was still trying to flatter her, but I meant every word. "It's sad you think of me like that, because you don't know me. Ask anyone who DOES know me: I'm not an asshole! People think I'm a nice guy."

She growled with even more venom. "The worst kind of assholes come across as nice guys! That's what makes them so dangerous!"

I sighed. "How can I argue with that? No matter what I do or say, you're going to call me guilty. I wish that you and I, well, maybe we can't be friends, but at least we shouldn't be enemies."

She crossed her arms again and gave me the evil eye. "Don't hold your breath! That's never going to happen!"

"Why not?! You really are an extraordinary woman with a wealth of outstanding qualities. Not the least of which is that you are, actually, really beautiful when you're angry. As an author, I find that inspiring. People think you're a bitch, but I think you're passionate and determined to succeed. You're a complete woman, with a fire-filled spirit!"

She shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot. She looked down at her feet and complained, "Would you shut up already?!" Then she resumed eye contact with her intense stare. "I demand to know if you think giving me these compliments will really make me think any better of you?! Do you take me for a FOOL?! Especially complimenting my appearance. For fuck's sake! Am I that vain? That easily manipulated?!"

For some inexplicable reason, I felt myself growing even more nervous and worked up. I was on a roll, letting my true feelings out, and it felt good. Even though I kind of hated her, I also admired and liked her at the same time. And I couldn't deny that her gorgeous looks had an effect on me too. What was the harm of letting her know all that?

I replied, "Look into my eyes. Tell me I'm lying! I'm not! Yes, I hate you in a way, but I like you in another way. And I don't see what's so bad about complimenting you, even about your looks, so long as I'm sincere and I'm telling you the honest truth. You ARE a remarkably beautiful woman, and you must know in your heart that's true! Why can't you take a compliment?! I'm not trying to seduce you; I'm just speaking from the heart. I wish we could stop being enemies and come to some kind of understanding, some kind of truce or something."

She put her hands on her hips and gave me a disdainful look. "Humrph! In your dreams!"

To my surprise, she stepped forward into my personal space.

For some reason, that was really intimidating and made me VERY aware of her presence, not to mention her fragrant perfume. (I was surprised she was wearing perfume at all, since it didn't seem like something a work-obsessed "bat" would do.) 

I would have stepped backward, except that I'd never gone far into her office and the door I'd come in was right behind me.

Her face was full of anger and passion as she said, "You talk big with all kinds of compliments, but the truth is, you're nothing but a bullshit artist! And an asshole! And a mental rapist! I'm convinced of that even more than before, because you're fucking with my mind right now!"

"I am not!" I'd moved back slightly, putting my back against the door.

But she stepped forward again, putting her face only a few inches from mine. "Oh yeah?! If you really think I'm so fucking beautiful, then prove it!"

With that, her face moved even closer and before I knew what was happening, her lips met mine!

To call me shocked and surprised would have been the understatement of a lifetime! I literally couldn't believe what was happening, so I just stood there with my mouth partly open.

The next thing I knew, not only was she actively kissing me, but she raised a hand behind my head and kissed me as if she was letting out years of sexual frustration. It was the exact opposite of a soft or sweet kiss. She aggressively explored my mouth with her tongue, powerfully channeling her passion into me. She was so demanding and dominating that it almost felt like a hostile physical attack!

I didn't think. I couldn't. Somehow, my body acted on its own. The only way to defend myself against this "assault" was to fight back! I just been standing there frozen in amazement, not kissing back at all. But I suddenly put a hand behind her head too, and started to return the kiss with all the aggressiveness and pent up passion I could muster.

At first, I was operating purely on some kind of "the best defense is a good offense" instinct. However, within seconds, we were locking lips so intensely and passionately that it literally took my breath away! My head was spinning and my heart seemed to be trying to thump its way right out of my chest! My brain simply couldn't register the fact that I was making out with Sonia Bossi, the Bat, my one and only dreaded enemy! It didn't make any sense, especially since she'd started it.

That was shocking enough. But what rocked me to the core was when I realized how very lusty and passionate I was for her. It was like some switch had been flipped. Or, at least, that's what I thought at first. But then I was hit by an epiphany: I'd been lusting for her all along, but I'd been in deep denial about it. She was forbidden and off limits for a variety of reasons, but most especially because she hated my guts. So I'd buried those feelings deep down. But now they were pouring out of me almost uncontrollably.

I didn't understand it. How lusty could I be, considering that I already had five wonderful lovers in my life? Five! And each one was more loving, sexy, and amazing than the next. But there's something about the thin line between hate and lust, and my feeling were going haywire.

Something similar must have been happening to Sonia at the exact same time. She'd shown no attraction or interest in me whatsoever, but now she was kissing my lips like her life depended on it! The only logical explanation was that she also had deeply repressed desires that were suddenly pouring out like a torrent of water rushing through a broken dam.

I would have had all sorts of thoughts about this literally shocking development (our bodily contact felt like an electric shock!) except that I was so swept away by lust that I still could hardly think at all. In less than a minute, I had de-evolved from civilized human to some kind of primal, feral animal. Lust was in total control, for both of us!

At first, it was like the intersection of her lips to my lips was my entire world. I didn't know if my penis was erect, where my hands were, or what the rest of my body was doing. But by and by I became more away what was happening away from my mouth. I realized that I still had one hand on the back of her head, but my other hand had migrated to the inside of her blazer, and had even slipped inside her blouse! I was running my fingers against her bare tummy, and it felt as firm yet soft as I could have hoped.

As for my penis, it was most definitely erect, almost painfully so. Because our bodies were pressed closely together, there was no way she could not be aware of the hardness I was pushing against her. How could I not be that aroused, when she looked, smelled, and felt fantastic!

While I was doing that, she was busy too. She kept a hand on the back of my head too, because our combined focus remained on the explosive kissing. Her other hand slid around my back some, until it made a sudden move down to my ass and she wound up firmly squeezing one of my ass cheeks through my pants!

This produced a reciprocal action from me. I slid my hand around her waist and down onto her skirt to squeeze one of her ass cheeks in return. (As usual, I couldn't break the habit of doing that while kissing, even if I was kissing a "bat!") When she didn't pull away or shake my hand off, I discovered that her butt was deliciously squeezable. Somehow, my touching her ass like that made her even hotter and more ferocious in her kissing.

Our necking went on for a while, but it was impossible for me to say how long, since I was basically out of my mind with lusty madness for this gorgeous and passionate woman. But eventually we broke our lip-lock, if only to regain our breaths and recover a little bit.

As her head tilted back slightly from mine, I could see her facial expression change from a kind of erotic daze to a look of utter bewilderment and even horror. Clearly, she had no idea why she was behaving like that.

I still wasn't thinking clearly, just operating on pure animal instinct. Some part of me must have felt I had to say something fast before she got cold feet. So I spoke my mind. "Spirit AND passion! Impressive!" Then I leaned in to kiss her again.

She let me do it, but it was different than the start of our first kiss, which was almost a physical attack from mouth to mouth. This was gentle and sweet.

At least, that's how it started. But we were still so hot for each other, full of pent-up desire, that it didn't stay that way for long. After about a minute, Sonia went from reluctant to being the aggressor again. She kissed me hungrily and frantically.

I had to increase the intensity of my efforts just to keep up!

Then she hooked one leg around mine, opening up her crotch so that she can rub her pussy mound against my throbbing erection. We were both fully clothed, or things could have spun totally out of control.

Actually, we were out of control by this point anyway. She moaned loudly into my mouth as she all but dry humped me. That must have sent her desire spiraling sky high, because she suddenly broke the kiss again. Except there was no regret or confusion in her eyes this time. Instead, she grabbed my shirt with both hands and tried to rip the buttons off! But, funnily enough, my shirt was well made and the buttons refused to rip.

She groaned in frustration so loudly that it was almost a scream. Then she hopped up onto me and wrapped both of her legs around my waist. Once she was repositioned, she got even more intent about exploring the inside of my mouth with her tongue.

Normally, it would have been troublesome to hold someone off the ground. I consider myself fit and muscular, but I'm far from a weight lifter. However, I was still close to the door, with only a few inches of empty space behind me. I simply tilted back until my back and ass were resting against the door. That supported much of her weight.

We continued to kiss like that, which somehow increased the crazy passion of the moment even more. She got to work on unbuttoning my shirt instead. Again, it was a miracle the buttons didn't just fly off, since she was pulling the shirt open like a wild woman as much as working the buttons. Occasionally, she broke our lip-lock to loudly grunt and groan with frustration, because she was too excited to fully control her hands.

While that was going on, I wanted to explore more of her body, but I was frustrated by the business jacket or blazer she was still wearing. There was only one "soft spot" for me to easily access, and that was the front gap between her jacket. I'd already made some progress getting a hand inside her blouse there, but I'd had to move my hands back to her ass to help keep her up in the air. Unfortunately, I couldn't enjoy the ass grab this time, since I had to simply firmly grasp her there to support her weight.

I was frustrated and she was frustrated. I decided holding her was dramatic but not practical. I had been about to lower her back down to the ground, but then I spied the sofa out of the corner of my eye. I quickly realized that it was the one and only place in the room for us to get more comfortable. So I stopped leaning back against the door and walked both of us across the room to the sofa.

To my amusement, Sonia broke our latest kiss and hotly protested, "What are you doing?! Let go of me, you brute!" But she'd finally gotten the front of my shirt open, and she caressed the muscles on my bare chest even as she complained. As we got nearer to the sofa, she did punch my chest a few times, but they were so weak that they were more like love taps. Then she completely undercut her supposed reluctance by planting another scorching kiss on my lips!

That kiss was so unexpected and so hot that it literally staggered me. Meaning, I found myself unable to maintain my balance or continue carrying her. I had to do something fast before someone got hurt. I could have tossed her in the general direction of the sofa, but I wasn't sure if that was safe. So instead, I decided to lead the way. I stumbled the last couple of feet to the sofa, and then crashed down on it, with my backside leading the way.

Luckily, that worked out. It was a bit painful for me, but nothing that wouldn't quickly fade. Without planning it, I wound up lying face up on the sofa, with Sonia on top of me.

If she really thought I was a "brute" who was manhandling her, this was a perfect opportunity for her to get away. I was still out of sorts, much like a turtle that had been flipped on its back. She did sit up on me, which had me concerned. The way she stared down at me with an angry scowl on her face was even more concerning.

However, it turned out she was directing her ire at her clothes. She tugged at her jacket as she cursed, "Fucking jacket! And why the fuck is your cock so fucking huge and your face so fucking handsome?! I hate you!" She gave me a laser-like hate stare. "What are you looking at, asshole? Don't you dare say one word, or I swear by God I'll kill you! Help me take this fucking thing off already!"

I couldn't help much, since I was mentally reeling and my hands and arms were mostly pinned under her legs. And from her lusty yet still very irate expression I wasn't about to make her even angrier by speaking.

But while I got my hands free, she managed to take the jacket off by herself. She dramatically flung it across the room as she cursed again, "FUCK! Finally!"

This was the moment of truth. She'd been distracted by our soulful kissing, and then the problem of the jacket. But now that he had nothing directly occupying her mind, and we weren't in position to keep kissing, what would she do? Would she come to her senses? I was still in a state of disbelief, like this was happening to someone else. I had absolutely no idea what was going on in her mind, aside from the usual insults.

Things were so far beyond anything I could imagine already that I figured nothing could shock me. That turned out to be wrong though, because she slithered down my body a little bit until she was sitting on my thighs. Then, without asking permission or even giving me a questioning look, she unbuckled my belt and unzipped my fly. Within seconds, she had my stiff penis in her hands!

Her bold action was shocking enough, but what was stranger still was how she did it with such confidence and ease, as if we'd had sex together many times before. She didn't even look at my face to check if I was okay with what she'd just done.

Instead, it was as if she was pretending my crotch belonged to someone else. And perhaps that was deliberate, since she probably had the hots for parts of me, but still hated other parts of me. I wish I could describe the shocked yet delighted look on her face. She raised a triumphant fist and exclaimed, as if there were others watching, "A-HA! I knew it! The damn thing IS a monster! A fucking BEAST! Even bigger than I'd hoped and feared! It's absolutely MASSIVE!"

Then, still without looking towards my face, she yanked my pants and underwear down my legs so all of my cock and balls were fully exposed. While doing that she also scooted further down my legs, since she had to be out of the way to make progress with my clothes. I thought she would scoot back up once she was done, but no. I was shocked into sheer disbelief yet again when instead she suddenly dropped her head down like she was ducking from an attack. She only paused for a few seconds, just long enough to mutter "Don't think this means that I like you, you cocky fuck!" Then she enveloped my cockhead in her mouth!

I well and truly could not believe my lying eyes, not to mention the sensations coming from my lying erection. This was impossible for a number of reasons! For one thing, Sonia Bossi, the Bat, simply shouldn't have been doing anything sexual with me in the first place! But even if she was, she should have worked up to oral action.

That was unwise and impractical. I hate to keep being immodest, but it can't be denied that my dick is unusually thick when it's erect. It takes some getting used to. It's possible that some women might not be able to fit it into their mouths at all. But she had only held my shaft for a few seconds and hadn't even had time to start stroking it yet when my entire cockhead wound up inside her mouth!

I'm not dumb by any means, but I must admit that I can be stubborn to change and slow on the uptake at times. This was one of those times. Ever since Sonia's sweet lips met mine, I had been running a few steps behind. Things were so exciting and arousing that I'd had no time to think, much less seriously ponder what was going on. As a result, sure I was maxed out with physical arousal, but I probably wasn't as mentally aroused as I could have been, and should have been. My brain simply couldn't register the fact that the Bat, the infamous bitchy Bat, actually had her lips around my shaft!

However, no amount of bullheaded denial could stop the nerve endings in my hard-on from being stimulated. Within a few seconds, a rush of immense pleasure hit me like a slap upside the head. it was as all-consuming and jaw-dropping as if I'd been dropped out of an airplane without a parachute. I probably screamed without even knowing it.

I found myself thinking, This CAN'T be happening! It can't! NO WAY! But it IS! Holy fucking Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! How?! Why?! She hates me! She even just called me a "cocky fuck," for crying out loud. Okay, I could kind of imagine a little kissing, if her anger and lust wires got crossed or something. But THIS?! 

However, I didn't have time for any more than those few seconds of contemplation, because she began sliding her lips back and forth. The resulting rush of arousal wiped out the rush I'd already been feeling. It was so overwhelming that I had to clutch my head with both hands, as if my brain would explode in all directions if I didn't keep it contained.

Sonia must have been absolutely starved for sex, because she had forcefully crammed my thick pole into her mouth like she'd gone on a fast for a week and it was a five-course dinner. There was nothing subtle or skillful about what her mouth and tongue was doing to me, only hunger and need, an obvious venting of pent-up lusts she's kept bottled up inside of her for far too long.

I couldn't take it. I wasn't close to cumming yet, maybe because even now I was still feeling more shock than arousal. But I had to close my eyes and do absolutely nothing for a while, so I could come to grips with what was happening. I simply laid there and let Sonia feast on my cock-meat. And boy oh boy did she feast! She still showed no signs of talent or finesse, but that didn't matter because she was slurping and bobbing with such vigor and passion.

That was the key word, "passion." I know it's a cliché that the sexually repressed women are the ones who always turn out to be hot and insatiable tigresses when their true sexual natures were unleashed. However, sometimes clichés are true, and this definitely was one of those times! I remembered Sue Ellen told me once that Sonia was in need of a good fucking. I tried to downplay that at the time, but I think deep down that I must have believed it on some level, and that was a big reason why I was so attracted to her.

Yes, now the truth can come out: I'm attracted to Sonia Bossi, in a very big way! It's a thin line between lust and hate, and anyone who can be that passionate in their hatred towards me can get extremely passionate when it comes to sexual desire too. Good God, is that coming true! 

One minute passed, and then another, then another, as she kept on lustily bobbing on my cock. It was like she'd been sexually starved for years and years and now simply couldn't get enough! The fact that she was showing more emotion than skill helped keep me from blowing my load too soon. I certainly didn't want to disappoint her. In fact, the pressure to impress her was intense.

I'd been blessed to enjoy many great blowjobs lately, but this was the first one I'd had in a long time where both of us were basically still fully clothed.

It was true that my dress shirt was unbuttoned, and my pants and underwear were yanked down my thighs. But I was otherwise clothed, including still having shoes and socks on my feet.

While she continued to bob like some demonic yet inhumanly sexy succubus possessed her, I managed to kick my shoes off by rubbing them against an edge of the sofa. Then I used my big toe on each foot to pull my socks off. Next, even though my eyes stayed closed in a kind of stubborn denial that all this was really happening, I used my hands to pull my shirt all the way off while remaining lying on the sofa.

After another minute or two of enjoying fantastic oral pleasure from her, I finally opened my eyes to see what else I could do to take off more clothes. I still worried she would have some regrets, maybe after an orgasmic release, and I figured the more naked we both were, the harder it would be to back out of what we were doing. However, I couldn't get to my pants, since she was in the way. I thought about reaching down past her bobbing head to unbutton her blouse, but it would have been a stretch and I worried that might spook her out of whatever lusty trance she was in.

Thus, I didn't do anything. But opening my eyes was like another few hard slaps on my face, because I wound up staring at the stunning Sonia Bossi with her lips hungrily wrapped around my shaft! Mind blown, again! It was such a sexy sight that I had to frantically squeeze my PC muscle to keep from cumming.

As I continued to stare, I finally began to ponder what the hell was happening. I still didn't look at the bigger picture issues, such as if I wanted this to happen and what the overall ramifications might be. I was too high on lust to even consider backing out now in any case, so coming up with reasons for caution would only have been helplessly frustrating. Instead, I tried to focus on the more narrow question of why she was giving me a blowjob as opposed to taking part in some other sexual activity with me.

I found myself thinking, To be honest, I don't understand that at all, except maybe that she's not thinking straight either. Perhaps once she saw my stiff dick, she felt an uncontrollable urge to suck on it. Besides, doing that prevents her from having to talk, which would be awkward to say the least, seeing how she's been calling me a "mental rapist" and many other names. 

Hell, she said "Don't think this means that I like you, you cocky fuck!" a mere second or two prior to taking my hard-on into her mouth! That doesn't exactly bode well for improved relations between us. She's more likely to painfully bite my dick than try to make me feel good. Yikes! I can't think about THAT! Rewind! Erase that thought! 

Regardless of why she started, now that she's at it, it's like she needs to suck it like she needs air to breathe! It's starting to dawn on me that she needs this whole sexual adventure way more than I do. After all, I have a wonderful, highly sexual wife and FOUR awesome cock slaves to boot! Whereas I guess that Sonia's gone without sex for a long time. Unless she's had some secret lover or lovers that none of the waitresses knew about, she might not have had any sex at all since her divorce three years ago. At the very least, she couldn't have much sex because she works such long hours at the restaurant, including often until late at night. 

I still didn't know what this was all about, or what the larger picture would be. It remained too daunting for me to even start to think about it. But I felt strongly that she had a strong sexual itch that needed to be scratched, and it was important to let that happen. Perhaps after she had a few epic climaxes, a great weight would be lifted from her shoulders and she'd be a much nicer person to the waitresses and others, at least for a while. One could hope, anyway.

It took a while, maybe five minutes, but her frantic cocksucking style calmed down. Perhaps she was trying to best me by getting me to cum embarrassingly fast. Somehow, I got the feeling that even though we were getting intimate like this, she still would love to gloat if she got the best of me somehow. However, it became obvious that I wasn't going to cum that easily, plus I'm sure her energetic pace couldn't be maintained, so she switched styles.

I took a closer look at her face now that it wasn't bobbing around almost like a blur. I wasn't surprised in the least to see streams of tears soaking her cheeks. That was to be expected, because it happened to every woman who sucked me lately, except for Mindy (due to her many years getting accustomed to my thickness). Even so, seeing those tears practically made my heart stop beating, it was such an arresting sight, not to mention a sexy one. It vividly displayed her passion and determination. But why was Sonia of all people putting such effort into something that could give me more pleasure than her?! I didn't understand any of this, but I was espeically flummoxed about that part.

But damn, there was no doubt from her teary cheeks that she was struggling mightily with the sheer size of my erection. Yet she didn't give up. She hadn't even pulled off once yet.

Ever since I had my eyes open, I'd noticed that her eyes stayed closed. I figured she must be embarrassed, since I was supposed to be her enemy. The fact that her cheeks were still blushing rosy red after all this time strongly supported that idea. So I was surprised yet again when, after slowing down for a couple of minutes, she not only opened her eyes, she looked up at me while she continued to suck.

True, she immediately closed them again, and her cheeks got redder still, but it was an encouraging development anyway.

I wanted to encourage her, but when I considered what to say, I was at a loss for words. Given that we had a habit of mostly insulting each other, trying to talk differently at this point would be strange and awkward. Also, saying the wrong thing would no doubt break the wantonly sexual mood she was in right now, so I definitely didn't want to say or do anything that could be construed as gloating. Instead, I reached out and tried to helpfully wipe some of the tears from her face. At the same time, I made approving moans to show that I appreciated what she was doing and that she was having a great effect on me.

However, I felt bad that she was doing all the work and I was just lying there basking in the erotic joy. I decided it was time to get more proactive. I sat up so I'd be able to reach all of her upper body. Then I reached out to work on taking her black blouse off.

Apparently, she misunderstood, because she groaned territorially when my hands came close to my own boner. It seemed she thought I was going to take it out of her mouth so we could do something else, and she very much didn't want that to happen yet.

I continued to reach forward, but I was careful to steer clear of my own privates. I found it amusing and flattering that she was treating my erection like a dog feasting on a slab of steak it didn't want to share with anyone else. My hands kept going until I found her buttons and I got busy unbuttoning them.

She was so preoccupied with her sucking that she seemed to hardly notice. Her eyes were closed again, so it was hard for me to judge how she was feeling.

It was a real challenge for me to get her blouse all the way off, since her cocksucking was driving me crazy, but I eventually managed. Then I got her bra off too.

She seemed to appreciate that. She was holding and sometimes stroking my shaft with both hands, but she briefly took a hand off to wave in the general direction of her skirt.

I got the message she wanted me to take that off too. But it was difficult, since it was out of reach. I leaned way forward and with her assistance, I managed to at least wiggle it down her thighs some.

Then she tugged it a little further down her thighs. But her mind wasn't on that, nor getting her panties off, because she was concentrating so seriously on sucking my dick.

I hate to be critical of anyone doing such a wonderful thing to me, but at first she hadn't been very good at this. She'd begun with more of a "brute force" method, sliding her lips with great speed and force for a solid five minutes. Then, when she slowed down, it seemed that she was still so overwhelmed by my size that she had trouble using her tongue at all.

It occurred to me that it was likely she hadn't given a blowjob in years. She'd been divorced for three years, with no sign of any serious boyfriend during that time. Prior to that, who's to say if she took part in oral sex with her husband at all? From her poor technique, I surmised that she probably hadn't, and if she had it most likely hadn't been frequent or rewarding for her.

That was the bad news. The good news was that she started to experiment as time went on. She seemed determined to master this skill, even though it was very difficult for her. Tears continually streamed down her face, and she often made frustrated sounding moans.

The one thing she wouldn't do, though, was release my erection from the confines of her hungrily sucking mouth.

I wanted to encourage her, plus I couldn't wait to explore her body. So now that I was sitting up and leaning forward, and her bra and blouse were off, I got busy fondling as much of her body as I could reach.

I was able to touch her bare breasts for the first time! That was exciting, especially since I was high on lust from her oral attentions already. True, her boobs weren't that big compared to my recent standards. I'd estimate she was "only" a C-cup. But still, they were round and flawless, and they went well with her relatively slim frame.

Plus, I'd heard that women with smaller breasts tended to have more sensitive nipples. I don't know if that's true in general, but once I started fondling her erect nipples, her eyes opened very wide and she screamed into my boner.

If she hadn't had an orgasm yet, she had one then.

That made me feel good mentally, to go along with my overwhelming physical pleasure. I should have started fondling her earlier, but at least I was doing it now. I tried to make up for lost time by doing whatever I could to help arouse her. Judging by the looks in her eyes, as well as her occasional emphatic moans, I quickly realized that I couldn't go wrong with lots of breast play, and especially nipple play.

My new approach must have inspired her, because after a couple of minutes of this, she began going further down my shaft with each pass. Apparently, she was trying to deep throat me! She didn't succeed in doing it, or even come close. She had to pull back up to her usual level after choking and gagging several times. But I loved the choking and gagging sensations, as well as the resulting noises. Plus, I was impressed that she would even try. Given how bitchy she was most of the time, I thought she might be a selfish lover. So far, I had no complaints about her on that score!

Her failed deep throating attempt had consequences though, because she tried to keep going in her usual style for about another minute, but then she pulled her lips all the way off my shaft and even sat up in order to recover.

She held her neck and scowled when she made eye contact with me. "FUCK! God dammit, your fucking cock is too damn thick! How the HELL do your other woman cope with that motherfucking MONSTER?!"

I had to chuckle, because any hope that she wouldn't be so foul-mouthed towards me after this dramatic change in our relationship was obviously for naught.

I had been having a grand time, but my nervousness returned now that she could talk again. I had absolutely no idea how she would behave, since none of this had been expected by me in the slightest. My hands came off her body as she sat up, so I just sat there and stayed silent while she tried to recover, taking some big breaths.

Then I noticed that her other hand was still holding and even idly stroking my boner, so that gave me encouragement that she couldn't be mad at me. I said, "Yeah, it can kind of be a problem. They like to call it 'the King' because it's like its own person."

She seemed to be mulling that name over. "'The King.' Yeah, I've heard that from Sue Ellen. I thought that was such a ridiculous name. Little did I know that I'd wind up... FUCK!" She suddenly looked into my eyes with a plaintive expression. "How the HELL did we wind up like this?!"

I held my hands up defensively. "I have no idea."

She looked down at my boner, and her hand still sliding up and down on it. "Fuck me! Seriously, someone come here and SHOOT ME in the head with a gun! I still fucking hate you so much, and yet I'm doing THIS!" She nodded incredulously at her hand. "There's something about your damn cock being so thick that makes it, I dunno... a challenge I can't resist. Once I started sucking on it, it's like I couldn't stop! Like... like... I NEED to suck it That's fucked up! This never happened to me before, with anybody! And it had to happen with YOU, Mr. Asshole of the Universe!"

I just nodded. I didn't want to say anything to piss her off.

But apparently my silence didn't help much, because she glared at me anyway, and complained, "You think I'm angry, don't you? Damn straight, I'm angry! What's happened here should NEVER have happened!" She pointed at me aggressively with her free hand. "You will speak of this to NO ONE! Do you understand?!"

I nodded again obediently. I still had deliberately avoided thinking about what this all meant, and I wasn't ready to start now. I'd have to put her demand for secrecy on the backburner too. I wasn't about to blab to the waitresses and people in general, but Mindy at least would absolutely have to know. I knew I'd have to tell Sonia that, but I wasn't ready to do that just yet, with her in a cursing mood.

She scowled at me even more, even though I'd just agreed with her. "Furthermore, I will NOT be one more of your stupid floozies!"

She was going to rant more, but I had to interrupt. "Hey! I take exception to that! Are you calling Sue Ellen 'stupid?'"

She grumbled defensively, "I don't mean it that way. But let's be serious. Anyone has to be crazy or something to willingly enslave themselves to you. That is NOT going to happen to me, I can guaran-damn-tee THAT! This is the first and last time we're ever going to be intimate, trust me!"

Then her expression changed, suddenly going from angry to lusty. "That said, it's been too fucking long for me, and as long as I've got you here, I'm going to take full advantage!"

The way she licked her lips hungrily while staring at my boner in her hand gave me the shivers!




Chapter 13



Sonia looked all around again, and appeared to be thinking intently. 

I realized this was another make or break moment. Either we were going to fuck, or she was going to "come to her senses" and kick me out. Given how nearly anything I said to her rubbed her the wrong way, I just held my breath.

Had I been thinking straight, I could have come up with a long list of reasons why having sex with her would be a very bad idea. But I wasn't thinking straight. Lust was in control of my body, and it was like my logical brain could only passively observe what was going on.

She seemed to come to a decision by the way her eyes narrowed with new determination. She definitely had sexy, exotic eyes, and when they were narrowed like this she looked even sexier. (Since she was pissed off most of the time, it was a look I frequently saw from her.)

I don't know what she was thinking, but a big teardrop left her cheek and splattered on her upper chest, and that directed her attention to the condition of her face. She brought a hand up to her cheeks and commented, more to herself than to me, "Shit! My face is fucking soaked with tears. I must look like a horror show." She brought both hands to her face and did her best to wipe it dry. "At least I'm lucky I didn't wear mascara."

I spoke from the heart. "Actually, you look stunning, and the tears make you look even sexier. They show your passion."

She chuckled, but with chagrin. "Yeah, right! You can stop with the bullshit compliments already, you cocky fuck. Look what you've done to me!" She waved a hand down at her flawless and curvy naked body.

I don't know what she was waving at in particular, but I definitely appreciated the view. I started to say, "Hey, they're not bullshit. You're really-"

She cut me off. "I'm really fucking sore, that's what I am. I swear, my jaw is going to hurt for days! No dick should be THAT fucking THICK! DAMN!" She continued to wipe her face even as she said, "I don't even know why I'm doing this, since it's about to get worse. Way worse."

"What do you mean?"

She growled grumpily, "Shut up, you! Just... The less you talk, the better!"

Then she grew silent and that look of intense determination crossed her face again. Like a predator about to consume a meal, she leaned over me and repositioned herself over my lap, with her legs spread around my hips and her naked crotch coming to rest on the lower part of my bared shaft.

I shut my eyes tightly as a surge of excitement ran through me and I realized what was about to happen. As a result, I couldn't see what was happening, but I definitely felt it when her hand held my shaft in place so her sopping wet pussy could make contact with the tip.

I think my heart forgot to beat for a surprisingly long moment. Then I gasped out loud in amazement. Holy... Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! This really is going to happen! I can't be, and yet it is! Hot damn! I have NO FUCKING IDEA how any of this is possible, but the one thing I know for sure is that Sonia is WET and READY for a good HARD fucking! 

My heart was racing wildly. The situation was unbelievably exciting to begin with, but she seemed to be torturing me by rubbing her cunt back and forth across the tip of my cockhead without actually pushing it in.

I opened my eyes again to see her facial expression. Was she trying to torture me as some kind of payback? But what I saw was very different. Her face still showed determination, but there was a great deal of fear and apprehension there too. In fact, she looked downright weak and vulnerable, which was an unusual look for her.

I realized then that she was religious, and probably a Catholic like me due to her Italian heritage, because she closed her eyes, tilted her head up as if to the heavens, and began quietly muttering some kind of prayer. She even took her hand off my boner so she could fold her hands in a prayerful gesture right in front of her bare breasts. (My cock stayed in place because her pussy lips were pushing down on it and had opened up slightly around the top half inch of my spongy head.)

She was muttering far too quietly for me to make out words, but whatever she was saying, it appeared to be emotionally intense.

Then, after mouthing the final "Amen," she opened her eyes with a new expression. Her determination was back, with a lot of extra fire and anger.

I didn't understand the anger part, especially when she firmly grasped my boner again and practically spat at me, "Daniel fucking Cooper! The bane of my existence! I hate your guts so much that I can't even say. But I will NOT be cowed by you or your incredible cock! I'll show YOU!"

She locked gazes with me to hold my attention on her face and then growled at me with even more venom, "I'll show you angry!" She lifted her hips up so she was higher up on her knees, which meant my boner lost contact with her pussy. But then she sat back down with renewed force and after maybe half a minute of what seemed like a life-or-death struggle, she guided my raging erection into her overflowing cunt.

She let out a long and ear-piercing scream as her pussy lips stretched around my cockhead and she kept right on pushing down. Within a matter of seconds, she had made it as far down as the widest ridge of my cockhead.

That was the most difficult part, and she knew it. Her eyes opened almost comically wide, like she was doing a convincing Roger Rabbit impression, and she somehow got even MORE vocal! I thought she was screaming at the top of her lungs already, but no! She wailed so loudly that I had no choice but to cover my ears.

But still, for all that effort, she didn't immediately make it past the wide ridge. She wiggled back and forth and humped her hips up and down, doing all she could to make it fit inside of her.

It was then that I realized why she'd suddenly gotten angry with me all over again right before she started to lower herself down on me. She was using her anger as a weapon, in order to psych herself up emotionally enough to dare to try this physically painful challenge. I was reminded of a lyric from a song by The Clash: "The fury of the hour, anger can be power, did you know that you can use it?" That in turn reminded me of Josie, the punk rock waitress, and how I'd discussed Clash lyrics with her.

But such thoughts were quickly wiped from my mind, because what Sonia was attempting was physically painful for me too. To call her pussy tight was an absolute fact. I'd had sex with a surprising number of women lately, especially for a happily married man, but Sonia was definitely the tightest I'd experienced in a long time, if not ever! She was as tight as it felt when I fuckied Cindy in her ass!

It suddenly occurred to me that this was proof Sonia hadn't had sex in a long time. Who knows, maybe she hadn't fucked at all since her divorce three years ago. It was like she was a virgin all over again! Either that, or she was just naturally that way, or both things were true.

Finally, after maybe half a minute of what seemed like a life or death struggle for her, she managed to push past the wide ridge of my cockhead. Her entire body shook because she suddenly slid a full inch or more further down until she reached more thick resistance again.

She paused to exhale and recover. Her screaming finally stopped, but then she cried out, "THANK FUCKING GOD! UNGH!" I thought she was done, but she opened her eyes and glared down at me with what seemed to be pure hatred. "FUUUUUCCK! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK! I hate you so much! Why do you have to be so fucking THICK! It's inhuman! It's INSANE!"

I was surprised she managed to say that much because she was panting like she'd just run a race. She had to stop her complaining to recover her breath. While she did that, she brought a hand back up to her cheeks. That caused her to speak again, even though she was still desperately gasping for air. "Fuck me! My cheeks are soaked, again! Dammit, this isn't sex; this is TORTURE!"

I was a bit woozy from the sheer intensity of her vice-like squeeze, but I managed to take a good look at her face. Indeed, it was wet with streams of fresh tears pouring down her cheeks, even wetting her neck and chin.

I tried to be reassuring. "Don't worry; that's normal."

She exploded in anger, even though her chest was still heaving to get enough oxygen. "NORMAL?! You sick FUCK! There's nothing about this that's normal! You're making me sit on a fucking TREE TRUNK! You're going to ruin my pussy, and force me to go to the hospital!"

For a second there, I felt a surge of panic. Then I realized she was wildly exaggerating. After all, she still hadn't fully regained her breath or her composure, and yet she was already starting to push herself down some more, trying to slowly impale herself all the way onto me.

Another minute or two passed. I didn't say anything because I figured it would just set her cursing off some more. And she didn't say anything because she was struggling with all her might to grind her hips down on me.

Her breasts weren't Michelle-sized (although whose were?), but it was still a wonder to watch the way they were heaving up and down in time to her ragged breathing. Then she raised both hands above her head and tilted her head back, as if overcome in orgasmic ecstasy.

It was such a sexy sight, especially with her long black hair flowing down behind her, that I had to gasp out loud, and quite vocally too.

But it turned out she didn't notice that, because it wasn't just "as if" she was overcome in orgasmic ecstasy, she really was! She let out another loud scream, although I was glad to hear that it sounded much less like painful torture and much more like erotic pleasure.

Still, it was so loud that it worried me. I was even more worried when I thought back to her screaming of just a couple of minutes ago. How could anyone NOT hear that?! Especially since she'd sounded so agonized, had someone called the police?! Were we about to get interrupted by some concerned waitress, at the very least?!

Before I could ask, she complained some more (with her arms still above her head in that breathtakingly sensual pose), "MOTHERFUCKER! HOLY SHIT!" After some more gasping, she clarified, although again it was more like she was speaking to herself, "I can't believe I just came like that! And I'm not even halfway down the damn thing yet! What have I been missing?! Why?! Why have I gone without this for so damn long?!"

She'd still had her head tilted back and her eyes closed as she lingered in post-orgasmic euphoria. But then she recovered and looked back down at me. Instantly, she went from a blissful daze to a fearsome scowl. "YOU! Why does it have to be YOU?! Why can't it be someone single, and nice?! Why are all the gigantic, mind-bending cocks attached to amoral assholes?!"

I was getting tired of her insults, and I figured she was stuck with me now in both a figurative and a very literal sense. After that orgasm she'd just had, I didn't think she would pull off in a snit. To even try to do so would be tough, since she was squeezing me so tightly.

So I cleared my throat and said, "Hey! I keep telling you that I am NOT an asshole! Think about my wife Mindy, and Cindy. You've met them. Are they not kind, good people? Why would they be with me if I'm such a monster?!"

She looked down towards her crotch. She couldn't actually see my erection since she was sitting on it, but she ran a hand up and down all the inches that weren't in her yet. She purred huskily, "I can think of one very good reason! And it's a monster too!" But then she seemed to have a rethink. She stared into space above me and said in a calmer voice, "Okay, fair point. They do seem nice. I probably am being too hard on you." However, just as she was starting to soften, her irate glare returned. "But the fact that there's two of them! And Sue Ellen! And God knows how many others! Maybe you're not evil, per se, but it fucking sucks that this has to be happening with YOU!"

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, as if she was recentering her mental energy. When she came out of that, she muttered, "Enough talking! This is worse than being half pregnant. I've got you half stuck into me. Dammit, I thought the worst was over, but the middle of this fucking redwood tree is even THICKER than the head! Are you trying to kill me?!"

She was silent briefly as she began rhythmically bouncing up and down. Then she added, "I don't know about your other lovers, but I'm no cream puff! I'm going to get every last fat fucking inch of you in me, even if it kills me! And it probably will!"

Then, even though her eyes stayed closed, I could tell from her facial expression that her determination and anger returned, and with a vengeance. I don't know how conscious she was about it, but she was definitely using her anger as a tool to give herself the emotional energy to press on.

More struggling ensued, much more. I swear, it was just as tough to get all the way inside her as it was to get all the way inside Cindy's ass. Sonia was just too damn tight! And it was very frustrating for me, because with her riding on top of me cowgirl style, and especially due to her bitchy personality, I felt I couldn't do much but just lie there and let her do what she needed to do at her own pace.

At least I could tell she was enjoying herself. It was kind of funny watching her facial expression flip back and forth from angry/determined to ecstatic. The tears continued to stream down her face, and her forehead was wet too, showing that she was sweating just as much. But that only made her more beautiful in my eyes, especially with the way some long strands of hair were out of place and occasionally fell down over her face.

I can't forget to mention that I was having a hell of a time too. At first, her pussy was too tight, painfully tight. But the more she worked down my shaft, the more her body adjusted. I kept comparing the experience with fucking Cindy's ass, due to the overwhelming tightness. But it dawned on me that the vagina was much more capable of changing size than the asshole - consider the miracle of a woman giving birth. Thus, it wasn't long before Sonia loosened up enough so that she was still very tight, but not too tight.

I'm not sure if she would have agreed with my assessment, judging from the way she cursed me for my thickness from time to time. And I could tell she would have cursed a blue streak non-stop, except that she was usually too winded to say more. She was often reduced to just blurting out the likes of "FUCK!" or "DAMN!" from time to time.

After a while, I could tell that she was getting close to full impalement, but her energy was flagging to make that final push after struggling for so long. So I put my hands on top of her thighs and began slowly but very forcefully pushing her downwards some more.

This seemed to piss her off even more, perhaps because she realized that she needed the help and hated having to rely on me for anything. As I gradually forced her all too willing but still resisting flesh onto yet more of my thick shaft, I looked up at her angry face and found it strangely sexy and extra beautiful. I murmured, "Damn, woman! You're SO BEAUTIFUL when you're angry!"

Luckily, she was too exhausted to complain more than one quick "Shut up!"

Then her jaw dropped open, because all my pushing down was gradually having an effect. She cried out, "You motherfucking DEMON! I was thinking I couldn't possibly take any more of this God damned battering ram, but look at me! We're almost there!"

She was crying already, which was no surprise since she'd never stopped, but she started bawling like a baby. She shut her eyes tight and yelled through clenched teeth, "FUCK! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK! You're driving so deep! I've never... NEVER! Never this far! This thick! ... OH GOD! You're killing me with COCK!"

Finally, mercifully, she made it all the way down. All in all, it took about five minutes of nearly non-stop struggle, since her last prolonged pause, which was a hell of a lot. It was like a tight anal sex ordeal. But she wound up fully impaled on my shaft. She appeared to be nothing but relieved, just like a runner reaching the end of a long race. As soon as she realized what she'd done, she collapsed down onto my chest. She wound up with her teary face soaking my neck and collar bone area, cuddled up to me with her arms hugging me as much as they could, considering I was lying down.

Of course I remained sheathed all the way inside her. After her supreme effort, there was no way either of us were going to let my hard-on slide out. Besides, she was still so very tight around me that it would have taken considerable effort for us to disengage.

We were silent for a few minutes while I let her recover. I tenderly ran a hand through her long, straight, dark hair, trying to show that I was kind and caring and not the bad guy she thought I was.

She seemed to appreciate that. Once she recovered somewhat and her panting calmed down, she purred contentedly while I stroked her.

But it seemed that she couldn't get completely relaxed, because she kept bringing her hands to her face and wiping the teary streaks from her cheeks. However, once she'd more or less gotten her face dry, more tears would flow out, causing her to do it again.

She finally broke the silence to complain, though in a frustrated tone instead of an angry one, "Dammit, what the hell is wrong with me? I'm not sad in the slightest, but I can't stop crying." After a reluctant pause, she admitted, "I mean, sure, it hurts like hell. You're stretching me more than I thought possible. This is worse than my worst case scenario. But the pleasure is even better! GOD DAMN, it feels fantastic!"

Just to be sure, I asked, "Are you okay?"

"Okay?! Are you deaf to my screams of passion?! Yes, it hurts... but it hurts so GOOD!"

I thought she was done, but she had more to say, and even more emphatically. She lifted her head up enough to make eye contact with me. "It's totally worth the effort, and we're just getting started!"

I smiled up at her and continued to caress her hair with one hand, while idly fondling her bare ass cheeks with my other hand. "That's true. Trust me, it'll get much, much better. As for the tears, I don't know. That seems to happen to all my women. I guess the body just does that whenever it's in an extreme situation. Maybe it's like you're too preoccupied with the fucking to control your facial muscles. I don't know."

She bristled unhappily while I was talking, and when I was done, she let me have it. She sat all the way back up on me, while being careful to stay fully impaled on my shaft, then poked a finger towards my face. "That's as may be. But don't EVER call me one of your women! I am NOT one of your women, and I never will be! This is just a one time thing, like a bucket list item of getting fucked by a foot-long cock."

I chuckled. "'Foot-long?' Not hardly!"

She grumbled, "Well, it sure as hell feels like it!" Then she regained her composure and determination. "Anyway, as long as this is my one shot, I'm going to make the most of it! Like I said, I'm not some delicate cream puff, like your other lovers. I've got a steel spine!" She pointed dramatically at my face again. "I'm going to rock YOUR world!"

I was slightly miffed that she was calling my other lovers "delicate cream puffs," when she had no way of knowing how they were like in bed. But I realized that served a psychological purpose for her, just as getting angry did. So I let it slide.

She put her hands on the sides of her head, deliberately striking a very sexy pose. "Okay, by now you've figured out I haven't had sex in a long while. My pussy is super tight because I've been re-virginated due to lack of use."

We both shared a laugh at her "re-virginated" comment. For a brief moment, she smiled and showed a side of herself I hadn't see before: she looked relaxed, kind, and truly happy.

But then her mask of determination quickly returned, and she said, "I'm not going to let you get to me and rock my world, because I'll be too busy rocking YOUR world! I may be out of practice, but fucking is like riding a bicycle - you never forget. And believe me, I know a thing or two about fucking, especially thanks to my hips. My hips don't lie!"

I was puzzled by her "My hips don't lie" comment. If that was some common expression, I'd never heard it. What could that possibly mean?

It turned out I didn't have long to find out. Sonia was still sweaty and teary, but she'd managed to fully recover from the original penetration and now she was raring to go. Furthermore, her time resting her head on my chest had allowed her pussy to loosen up just enough to create the perfect amount of friction.

Still keeping her hands on the sides of her head like some kind of posing belly dancer, she began rising up on my cock until only the head remained inside her. She was trying to look sultry and knowing, but that effect was humorously spoiled by her sudden shock. Her eyes went wide, and she exclaimed, "Hoooooly.... FUCK! God, that feels good!"

I had to agree, and I grunted with approval.

She quickly recovered and impaled herself back down. Again, she was trying to act like she was in charge, determined to impress me, but she was taken aback by the sheer pleasure. She cried out, loudly and wordlessly this time. Then, with her eyes still bugged out, she exclaimed in amazement, "I didn't know it could be this good! I mean... GOD DAMN!"

She had to pause with her movements while she recovered her wits. As she did so, she commented, "You're not my first by a long shot. I wasn't always too busy to have a social life, you know. But this... this is something else! It's like... it's not just fucking. It's better, way better!"

I chuckled. Naturally, I couldn't resist basking in her genuine praise. I knew that so far I hadn't really done a damn thing to improve her fucking experience except having a penis of a certain size. That was just the luck of the genetic lottery. But still, it was a trip to make even the eternally pissed Sonia Bossi feel this good.

And I had to admire her for her determination. She was dead-set on proving something to me, and that seemed to be that she was going to get the best of me with her sex skills instead of the other way around. Thus, it wasn't long before she resumed pulling my boner almost all the way out of her so she could go down on it. And she was able to keep her composure - as well as the sexy pose she still maintained - much better this time, now that she knew what to expect.

Then it was my turn to be surprised. I couldn't figure out what she did that was so special, but then next time she impaled herself down on me, she did something with her hips that surprised and thrilled me.

She saw the startled look on my face and smirked in triumph. "A-ha! Even the great Daniel Cooper and his magnificent Godzilla cock is affected by that move! Well, just you watch out! There's more where that came from. Like I said, I'm no cream puff!"

I liked her competitive spirit. It was definitely different, and it added some extra oomph to the already highly arousing experience. So I smirked right back and said, "So you say. We'll see if that's true or if you're all hot air. Bring it on!"

"Gladly!" She pulled up and started to repeat whatever magical hip thing she did. But the funny thing was, it apparently felt as good to her as it did to me, because she was temporarily overcome. She had to stop and clutch her head. This time, it wasn't a sexy pose, but more like she was suffering through a bad ice cream freeze. She even squealed and shrieked.

But seconds later, she shook it off, including actually shaking her head. She muttered, "Dammit, NO!"

Startled, I asked her, "What?"

A steel-eyed stare returned to her gaze. "I'm not going to go down that easily! Yes, your cock is incredible, but I can handle anything you can dish out! And more! You'll see!" Then she tried to overwhelm me with a whole series of sexy grinding and churning hip moves.

She definitely had great moves! I was impressed. This was totally unexpected, to say the least. It was like fucking a belly dancer or yoga instructor. But her downfall was that, again, whatever she did to arouse me aroused her just as much. And since she was unused to the sheer size of my dick, she was already on the brink.

As a result, she didn't even get to finish the series of moves she was obviously planning to do when her body stuttered to a halt. She tilted her head way back, arching her back dramatically in the process, and let out a great yell.

I was living the life of Riley. I was drowning in a sea of erotic euphoria, and I was also totally blowing Sonia's mind, yet she was doing all the work. I literally hadn't broken a sweat while so much perspiration was pouring down her face that her bangs were matted to her forehead. That was great news for me, because if we were in some sort of "fuck off" competition, I figured it would be a cinch to outlast her.

Sonia somehow managed to make it through her latest obvious orgasm without collapsing back down on me, but it was a close call. Her head lolled around and her entire upper body wobbled so much that I had to hold her sides just to make sure she didn't fall off me, and even the sofa altogether.

Then, while she was still recovering, I figured "while in Rome," and I brought my hands from her sides to her breasts.

It seemed she was too out of it to realize what I was doing, until I pinched both her erect nipples at once. It was as if her head exploded! I was taken aback at how she screamed her head off and obviously had another big orgasm.

When that was over, there was no doubt that she'd need my help to stay sitting upright on me, so I firmly held her sides.

I was a bit impatient, so while she was still in recovery mode, I asked her, "By the way... about all the screaming... I don't mind, but isn't there a danger that someone could hear you and come to investigate? In fact, I'm surprised it hasn't happened already."

That topic shook her out of her lusty daze. She even looked around the room with concern, as if someone could be hiding in a corner. Then she shrugged. "Frankly, I'm kind of surprised too. Luckily, I know this room is VERY soundproofed. But I've obviously never screamed for dear life in here before, so I don't know if it's THAT soundproofed. I guess we'll find out!"

Then she narrowed her gaze at me again and grimaced with yet more renewed determination. When she licked her lips like a predator about to eat its defenseless meal, I couldn't help but gulp in surprise at the sheer sexiness of what she was doing to me. She resumed doing her special hip moves, as if the best defense was a good offense. In other words, she was redoubling her efforts to get me to cum before I made her cum too much to go on.

And I must admit, she was damn good! I had felt that she was a living, breathing example of the "stern librarian" type, the sexually repressed woman who blossoms into a totally uninhibited passionate sex freak. And so far, that guess was right on the money! But I hadn't counted on her hip moves. I didn't know what she was doing exactly, but again the liquid, effortless moves of a talented belly dancer came to mind. She was rocking my world, just like she said!

However, I felt good knowing that I was "fighting back" and rocking her world even more. Plus, I felt smug knowing that I was just getting warmed up. If I could have this effort on her while lying still, I couldn't wait to see how she'd react once I took charge and gave her my all!

So far, we hadn't actually done that much in-and-out thrusting. But now that she'd adjusted to the situation, she finally was able to settle down for some serious humping and/or gyrating without having to stop every minute or two for another big orgasm.

That changed things for me. Due to her frequent breaks, I hadn't been in danger of cumming, despite the fact that she had an extra tight cunt and seemingly magical hips. But once she got in a good groove, that changed. It wasn't long before I was sweating too. I doubt I was actually burning that many calories, but I had to constantly flex my PC muscle to stave off orgasm, and the sheer emotional intensity of such a great sexual high was taking its toll.

My only salvation was that, once again, whatever she was doing to affect me was affecting her just as much, if not more so. In fact, there was a lot of "more so." She didn't have dramatic orgasms like before, where everything had to come to a stop for a while, but instead I noticed that she was having smaller but more frequent climaxes. Time and again I'd watch her body shudder and her eyes roll back into her head. But she'd quickly recover, like we were having a "fuck battle" and only the winner would get to live. I know that sounds hyperbolic, but I can't overstate how determined she was to "rock my world" and thus somehow beat me.

One great thing about her hip movement was that she had a whole bag of tricks and there was no telling what she'd do next. At one point, she stopped her sexy churning altogether and began rapidly bouncing up and down on me instead. (Happily, the friction had eased up just barely enough to make that possible, though it was still an incredible squeeze.)

But once again her effort boomeranged. She had to stop and scream as a particularly intense orgasm washed through her.

When it was over, she looked down at me in amazement, as if she was truly seeing me for the first time.

Her look was so odd that I had to ask, "What?"

A much more familiar pissed off look returned to her face. "Don't you 'what' me. You know what! I've bitten off more than I can chew, haven't I?" She resumed her wonderful churning motions as she continued, "Here I was, scoffing at Sue Ellen for being your sex slave. And while I would never do that- NEVER!" She stopped again and pointed dramatically at me to emphasize her point, nearly touching my nose. "While I would NEVER do that, I can at least see where she's coming from. God, it's so fucking GREAT! I get it now, okay? I get it!"

She resumed her incredible hip magic, and I was content to bask in that.

But after a minute or so, I finally grew curious enough to ask, "Get what?"

She gesticulated with both hands. "The whole thing. How you can have Mindy, and Cindy, AND Sue Ellen! And who knows how many more! I've heard you have FOUR sex slaves, and I thought that was bullshit, but now I can totally see it. You must have the women lining up to fuck you."

But then, even as she drove me wild with her sexy churning, she said, "That's why this can only be the one time. God dammit, I'm going to hate giving this up, but my freedom and independence is too important to me. I will NOT let you turn me into another one of your sluts or your fucking sex slaves!"

Another minute of nothing but heavy panting from both of us followed, as she wowed me with a whole series of sexy hip moves. I can't even begin to explain what she did, but she was obviously trying to impress me and just as obviously succeeding. Nobody else could do what she could do with her hips, unless Michelle or Ruby had some secret moves that they hadn't shown me yet.

Actually, the more I thought about that, the more I realized that very well might be true. How long had they been practicing their sex moves? There was no telling with them. But still, they wouldn't be able to compete with the actual experience Sonia had.

Having made her point, Sonia eased up and smirked down at me again. "You enjoy that? Of course you did! Get it while you can, because like I said, this is the last time!'

I didn't believe that. I assumed that once we started, we'd keep going. Why the hell not, if it felt this good? But she sounded so convinced that I had to ask, "Are you sure about that?"

"Damn straight! I can't forget that you're still an asshole and a mental rapist and all the rest."

I sighed heavily, despite the highly arousing fucking motions going on. "Come on! I'm not that bad and you know it. You have to know it! What have I really done to make you hate me so much?!"

Somehow, the conversation continued even though we were both on the brink of cumming. She conceded, "Like I said, I'll admit you're not evil, but you're dangerous! The fact that you're ripping my world apart with your huge Godzilla cock confirms that. In fact, you're way more dangerous than I feared! So let's make this a memory to remember forever, because this stops today!"

I wanted to argue that point, but I was so busy huffing and puffing and squeezing my PC muscle that I wasn't capable of continuing the conversation. In fact, I was amazed that she could still talk at all, and I chalked that up to sheer willpower. True, she was a bitch most of the time, but she had the determination and willpower of ten normal people.

We fucked for another minute or two. I was at the very cusp, right at the end of my rope. But just as she was going all out to impress me, I was going all out to impress her. Had I been fucking anyone else I would have cum long ago, but we were really locked in some sort of sex battle, and I was determined not to lose.

Thankfully, right when I was about to give in, she started cumming again. That would have been no big deal, since it seemed she was cumming more often than not by now, with lots of little orgasms. But this one was different, and knocked her like a blow to the head. Her head actually wobbled around and I was forced to hold her sides again.

But I could only do so much since I was fairly out of it too, and when she went completely limp the best I could do was guide her head back down to my chest to prevent herself from falling in some other direction and getting hurt.

Boy, was I thankful! For the next few minutes I was able to recharge and recover while she practically took a nap on my chest. In fact, she very well may have passed out or fallen asleep for a while, I couldn't tell for sure.

But maybe she hadn't, because after about five minutes, just when I'd convinced myself she was zonked out, she spoke up while keeping her eyes shut tight. "Mmmm....! So good!"

I grunted, to let her know I was listening.

She whispered, as if in awe, "Even now... even now... you're filling me... So full! Like I said, hurts so good. John fucking Mellencamp, how did you know?"

That made me laugh, as I recalled John Mellencamp's hit song "Hurts So Good."

She laughed too, but otherwise continued to rest on my chest with her eyes closed. "I feel sorry for him, and for you too, to be a man. Which means you don't know what it's like. You can't know! I thought sex was great, but this... this! Good God! Nothing compares with the overwhelming sensations and feelings of being FUCKED on such an incredibly huge cock!"

She unexpectedly opened her eyes and even poked a finger in the general direction of my face, although she was too exhausted to move it much. "Size fucking MATTERS! Any woman who says otherwise is a LIAR! End of story!"

She waited to see my reaction, and when I didn't dispute that, she closed her eyes and went back to blissfully resting on me, fully impaled. "Mmmm.... Even now, my pussy is practically humming and vibrating with pleasure. I'm STILL trying to adjust to your unprecedented size. I'm never going to get used to it, am I? I feel like I'm going to burst, but in the best possible way! Gaawwwd, I can't even begin to explain. And worst of all, I don't want this feeling to end! It's such a fucking tragedy!"

That last comment puzzled me. Now that I knew she was awake, I resumed stroking her long hair, but more gently than before. "'Tragedy?' Why?"

She kept her eyes closed, but seemed more sad than angry, for once. "You know why. Because it has to end today. God knows I love getting fucked by you, but I will NOT share you with five women, or ten, or whatever motherfucking crazy number it is. I have my pride. I'll admit it, I was a fool. For far too long, I've gone without this sensation of being FILLED with a truly MANLY COCK! I can't go back. But luckily, there are other fish in the sea. I'll just have to find some other huge-cocked bastard to scratch my itch. Anyone but you!"

It was strange talking to her about this while her eyes were closed and her vagina relentlessly massaged my thickness, but I supposed she could open up more if we didn't have eye contact. I muttered, "Gee, thanks."

"Awww, poor guy. Such a sad story. You only have a wife and four MOTHERFUCKING SEX SLAVES to keep you busy!"

She suddenly sat all the way back up. Apparently, her body had recovered and she wanted to make eye contact after all. "Is that true?! All of it?! Now that we've been this intimate, you owe me the truth, dammit!"

I answered before she'd get angry and start poking at my face again. I didn't like that. "Yes. Yes, it is."

"But... all of it?! Sue Ellen calls you her 'master.' She actually uses that word. And it seems like she really means it!"

"She does," I admitted.

Sonia often talked with her hands as much as her mouth, like many Italians do. She gesticulated, "But... but... that's crazy! It's like she's internalized that she's your sex slave. Like she really believes it!"

"She does," I admitted again. Since we were this intimate, I figured Sonia deserved to know more of the truth. "Look. She's still the same basic person. She's still going to college and playing on the college volleyball team and such. It's just that she happens to be very submissive and she loves to serve me. It makes her happy and it makes me happy, and we have lots of great sex. And Mindy totally approves. So what's the harm?"

Sonia facepalmed herself. "UGH! Where do I begin?! It's all so wrong!" With her face still covered by her hand, she asked, "But what about the others? Don't tell me they're all like that?!"

"They are. You've met Cindy. She calls me 'Master' too. She's a wonderful woman and I love her more than I can say. But if I snap my fingers and point to the floor, she will drop to her knees and strike a sexy pose because her top priority is serving and pleasing me."

Sonia shook her head in disgust, even as she finally pulled her hand away. "See?! That's what's so fucked up. I don't even have to explain anything, because that says it all right there. Where's her dignity? That behavior is an insult to all women!"

I didn't want to get into a big argument, especially since I was still fully sheathed in Sonia and I was ready for some more fucking. "Why don't you ask her about it? I bet she'll tell you that dignity is highly overrated." As if to prove my point, I deliberately flexed my pelvic muscles to stiffen my cock inside of her.

Sonia just groaned loudly and unhappily. Clearly, this discussion upset her, but she was raring to fuck some more too. In fact, she sat up higher until my cockhead was nearly out of her. Then she resumed her fantastic churning. She also said, "Whatever. Talking to her would probably just frustrate and mystify me. But this is solid proof that what we're doing here has to be a one-time only thing. If there's even a one percent chance of me ending up like that, I want no part of it! I'm going to find some other handsome, horse-cocked stud who doesn't have your... weird... charm and charisma. That'll be way safer!"

I couldn't resist grinning impishly. "'Charm and charisma?' Why, Sonia Bossi, I do believe you just complimented me!"

"UGH!" She groaned loudly in frustration, even as she continued her magical hip rotations. "God knows I didn't want to, but it couldn't be helped. I have to admit that there's something strangely appealing about you. Even as I hate you, I'm inexplicably drawn to you. Which is all the more reason to find some dumb jock to replace you. The dumber the better too, so there's no chance I'll like him! I've realized that I've been an idiot going without sex, but love... HA! Love, I can easily do without!"

I realized Sonia had some love issues. No doubt she'd been hurt by her ex-husband and maybe others. But I didn't want to open up that Pandora's box while we were in the middle of fucking. So I just said, "Suit yourself. It's probably for the best. I'm way overextended as it is. You have no idea what it's like to have five women, all in intense, loving, and very sexual relationships. Truth be told, they run me ragged. So let's pretend this never happened."

"Yes. Let's." She had that mask of intense determination on her face again. But I detected sadness and frustration there too. However, that didn't last for long because her head was in slow but constant motion due to her never-ending sexy gyrations.

We were both left to our thoughts as she continued to fuck us into endless bliss. I don't know what she's thinking, but I definitely have mixed feelings. A part of me believes what I just told her. I truly am overextended. But another part of me feels sad. Sonia does something special to me. I can't put my finger on it, but the way she says she finds "something strangely appealing" about me and feels "inexplicably drawn" to me perfectly describes how I feels about her. 

And that was before I found out she's a passionate and talented fuck with magic hips! I have to admit, that's a pretty big factor. In fact, now that we're fucking up a storm, how can we just stop? It doesn't seem right. But then again, the fact that we are so sexually compatible is a good argument that we have to stop before we really get going. It's not like we can just fuck a little, if it feels this great. And I simply don't have the time or energy for it. My wife and cock slaves come first, period! 

It was unfortunate that we had this conversation while fucking instead of afterwards, because it made us both feel sad and disappointed. Clearly, we both wanted to fuck again in the future, but we were both thinking that wouldn't be wise.

I decided that some kind of drastic change was needed in order to distract the both of us and quickly change the mood again. Plus, no matter what else was happening, we were still in the middle of a "sex battle" of sorts, and I was determined to win.

So, even as she was in the middle of her incredible hip churning, I said, "Okay, enough! You've had your turn. Now it's my turn."

She stopped, but she was confused. "What do you mean?"

"Just what I said. I've been lying here for the whole fuck, not doing much. You've showed me what you've got, and I must admit I'm impressed. But now I'm going to show you what I've got."

She grinned almost wolfishly. I was afraid that she'd react badly, wanting to maintain her advantageous position. But it seemed she was up for a stiff challenge.

After the two of us got off the sofa (and my dick actually pulled all the way out of her), I let her pick the position. And what a position she chose! She bent over the sofa in order for me to fuck her doggy style. But she didn't just bend over in the most comfortable way. She bent way over with her ass high in the air, and stretched her arms and legs straight out. The arms were a practical matter, so she could reach both armrest and brace herself. But her legs seemed more for show. She kept her legs perfectly straight and spread out wide, showing off impressive flexibility.

I had to stand back and admire the sight. Wow! Sonia is a BABE! I love everything about her, from her jet black hair to her exotic eyes, all the way down to her feet. Look at those legs. So firm and fit! And that ass! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! She's the whole package! I don't even mind that she's so pissed off all the time, because that emotional fire is what makes her lust burn like an inferno! 

I would have done a lot more admiring, but she wiggled her ass cheeks impatiently. "Hey! Mr. Cocky Fuck! I didn't want you to take your massive tree trunk out of me in the first place, but you insisted. So you damn well better stick it back in!"

I groaned silently to myself. On second thought, she could tone that pissed off thing way down. I said, "Sure thing. As soon as you say 'please.'"

That brought her up short. After a quick double take at my audacity, she sourly grumbled a "Please" that convinced no one.

Feeling cockier than usual, I added, "Ask me nicely."

She glared hot murder at me, but in a sexier and sultry voice, she replied, "Okay, please." But then she haughtily demanded, "And don't you dare try to tease me or draw it out any more than that, or I swear I will turn around and sock you a good one!" 

I had to laugh out loud. Yikes! She's definitely no shrinking violet. And not exactly submissive either. None of my women would ever say that. But in a weird way it makes me want her more. 

I stepped forward and put my hands on her round ass cheeks. I'd never realized what a great ass she had. It looked great in a tight skirt, but it looked even better in nothing at all!

But I was in a hurry to get back to fucking, so I lined my hard-on up and pushed my way on into her wetly hungering depths again with a long, slow thrust.

Considering what a prolonged ordeal it had been to get all the way inside her the first time, I was expecting something maybe easier but still along those same lines. However, I went in with surprising ease. It only took me about a minute until I was fully sheathed in her again. And sure, there was a fair amount of moaning and even shrieking on her part. Plus, I took a peek from the side and saw that she was crying again. But, relatively speaking, that was "easy." Clearly, her pussy had loosened up a lot. It was still tight by any measure, but nothing like before.

She seemed as delighted about this as I was. Once I was all the way in her, she exulted, "Incredible! I was worried it would be like before. But that 'hurt so good' all the way. No, make that 'hurt so great!' It's like I was a virgin again, and you popped my cherry! Me! At my age!" She had a good laugh at that.

I was glad to hear from her laughing and the tone of her voice that she was in a much better mood. Plus, she managed to say quite a few sentences without insulting me once. That was definitely progress.

I felt a lot better too. I decided that when it came to the issue off whether we'd fuck again, que sera sera - whatever would be would be. The main thing was to enjoy this experience to its fullest, since it might not come again. I couldn't read her mind, obviously, but I got the feeling that she was feeling the exact same way.

Now that I was in the driver's seat, so to speak, I was determined to fully enjoy myself while also showing off my sexual talents. I was having such fun that doing both those things was easy as pie. I was surprised that she maintained her lewd, stretched out position, though she did pull her feet in some. It made her a perfect target for me. I put my hands on her ass and started pumping away.

What followed was some of the best sex of my life. True, in this position Sonia couldn't really put her unusual hip talents to use. But we were both riding high from all the fucking before, and I wanted to give it to her hard and fast, so this wasn't the time for finesse anyway.

It soon became clear that hard and fast was just what the doctor ordered, because it wasn't long before she was screaming for me to pound her even harder, faster, and deeper. We were in total sync about what we wanted.

I started slowly, relatively speaking. Meaning, I could have been more energetic, like she was yelling for me to be. But I wanted to make this last. I knew it wouldn't go on that long because we were both too excited for that, but it was my goal to at least prolong the joy a few minutes longer.

As a result, she yelled quite a few nasty names at me. She called me a "limped dick weakling" for not "pounding the shit" out of her right away, and that was just for starters. But I didn't mind. Some of her other insults had stung me, I admit, but I could tell in this situation that there was no real ill will and that was just a colorful way to goad me to fuck her more intensely.

Besides, it was satisfying to slowly increase the pace and watch her reaction gradually change to the pounding I was giving her. Before long, and about the time she started cumming more or less continuously, she was praising me to the high heavens. She yelled things like, "Fucking HELL! That's more like it! You fucking STUD! Ruin me with your damn monster cock!"

Then, it was an even greater compliment when I picked up the pace still more and she lost the ability to say anything coherent at all, except for an occasional word like "YES!" or "MORE!" But mostly she just let it all out by screaming unintelligibly. I was giving it to her at a pace that I liked to think of as being "a hard medium" but it was already beyond obvious that a solid, thorough, hard pounding fuck was exactly what she needed right now to make her head come undone. Then I kicked up the tempo another notch and she just completely lost it. Her orgasms started to blur into each other such that she just wouldn't stop cumming as I continued to pump and pound my way into her orgasmic explosions.

I hoped against hope that what she said about the room being thoroughly soundproofed was true, because we were making quite a raquet. Her screams reached the ear-piercing level again. And I'm normally a fairly quiet guy during sex, but she was having such fun yelling up a storm that I gave in and let it all out too.

With both of us screaming and carrying on, and with my fucking motions eventually as fast, deep, and powerful as they could possibly be, there was only one possible way this could end. This was not the time to take a breather and go another round. No, we were like a runaway train and we had to carry on to the inevitable conclusion.

At some point, she couldn't maintain the sexy but difficult spread out pose. She wound up kneeling on the sofa instead, but I never had to pull out and I just kept right on fucking her doggy style in her more durable pose. When I finally started to cum, she smashed her face into the sofa so her even louder and more piercing screams would at least be somewhat muffled.

I can't really say that we came at the same time, because it seems she had been cumming more or less non-stop for the last few minutes away. But whatever she was doing, she definitely took it to an even higher level when she felt me blasting my load into her.

To be honest, I hadn't given one iota of thought to the issue of birth control, and I don't think she did either. Even during and immediately after my climax, it simply didn't occur to me. I was so far gone that I swear I wasn't capable of any sort of rational thought whatsoever. I had turned into a human fucking machine! It was glorious.

But all good things must come to an end. I had worked up to such an energetic finish that when my orgasm wound down, I was left utterly exhausted. It was like I had started out jogging, but then quickly sped up to running, and then ran faster and faster until I collapsed due to lack of oxygen. That's exactly what I did, I collapsed to the floor.

She collapsed too, I think (I wasn't exactly paying attention to anything at the time). But since she was already sitting up on the sofa, she was able to wind up lying on it without too much trouble.

Time passed. I drifted in and out of consciousness. Man, that was a fuck for the ages!

I don't know how long I was out of it, but when I woke up and looked around, I saw that Sonia was still lying on the sofa, but with her eyes open and looking to be fairly well recovered. At least, she seemed to be in better shape than I was.

I was slightly disappointed by that, since I wanted to so thoroughly impress her that she would pass out and be well and truly wrecked. But then I mentally reviewed what I'd done, and I decided that if that fucking didn't impress her, then nothing could. I had risen to the occasion and even outdone myself. I didn't know who won our "sex battle," but I certainly didn't lose. Perhaps both of us were winners.

However, Sonia seemed to be in a strange mood. I wasn't expecting her to be all lovey dovey, but some kind words would have been nice. But she seemed to be in a business mode, like "The fucking is done so can you please leave already?"

I tried to improve the mood by complimenting her. "Phew! That was something, wasn't it? Sonia, I don't know where you learned to fuck, but you DEFINITELY learned to fuck! I tip my hat to you. Especially what you do with your hips. There's no denying it, those are magic hips you've got. You are one sexy lady!"

She smiled knowingly. "Thank you. It's nice to know I've still got it. Can you believe this is the first time I've had sex since my divorce?! I must have been out of my mind. It makes me even angrier at him for stealing this joy away from me for so long!"

She got that familiar pissed off look on her face, and she even clenched her fists. But then she softened, and switched gears. "But enough about me. You weren't exactly half bad yourself. In fact, though it pains me to admit the truth of it, you were TOO good. It makes me hate you all the more, knowing that you can fuck me THAT good but I won't get to enjoy it."

I sat up and stared hard at her. "Come ON! Do you really still hate me that much, even after what we just did?! What can I ever do to get out of your doghouse?!"

She stood up over me and put her hands on her hips. "That's easy. Stop having any fucking sex slaves! Just live your life like a god damn normal married man! Then at least I could respect you somewhat." She was starting to get annoyed at me, but then she softened and shifted gears. "That said, I must admit, I don't exactly hate you anymore. You kind of fucked that out of me. But don't get any big ideas! I don't like you either."

She asked me with apparent sincerity, "Is it possible to hate and not hate someone at the same time, in more or less exactly equal measure? But a part of me does still hate you. You are a cocky fuck and an asshole, if only for having four motherfucking sex slaves! But another part of me realizes you're not really... a bad guy."

That made me chuckle. "That's not exactly a compliment, but by your standards, I'll take it. And earlier you said I had charm and charisma. Wow, you've given me almost two compliments in one day. What could have possibly come over you, Sonia Bossi?"

She couldn't resist smiling at that. "You see? This is the problem. This is why you're dangerous. If I spend too much time around you, I might end up giving you a full compliment!"

I played along. "And we couldn't have that. That would be a complete and utter disaster of truly epic proportions."

She grinned playfully. "Exactly."

It was nice to get her to show at least a little bit of friendliness, even if I had to pry it out of her with my praise. But she switched right back into her business mode. "Okay, now we have to get you out of here."

Both of us were buck naked, but she started walking around and picking up clothes. Her bare butt waving in the air right in front of me looked so tempting that I was almost inspired enough to get hard again. But nothing could revive me after that epic fuck, so I just stood up to better enjoy the view.

After a minute, and once she'd gathered up nearly all the clothes, she noticed I was just standing there doing nothing. She straightened up and tossed my shirt at me. "Hey! Don't just stand there, you moron. Make yourself useful!"

However, I noticed that she was grinning, and she went right back to bending over and giving me a nice show of her wiggling bare ass.

Seeing her display, the only thing I could think of watching her was, This is one hell of a hot woman! 

Things got awkward after that though, as we both put our clothes on and realized that our fucking session was well and truly over. And just as clearly, neither of us wanted it to be over, but it was.

I was touched though when we were both fully dressed and she took a moment to look me over carefully and straighten my clothes to make me more presentable. As she did so, she told me, "Now, it goes without saying that this never happened. Right? Neither of us can tell a soul about this, can we?"

I nodded. "Right. In fact, I don't even know what you're talking about. What happened?"

That made her smile again. I liked making her smile, maybe because it wasn't very easy to do. "Exactly. You're not as dumb as you look."

I had to grin at that. "I'll take that as a half compliment, by your standards. It's a big step up from 'moron.'"

She was silent, but she continued to smile while she fussed with the collar of my shirt, straightening it just so. It reminded me of how Mindy would check me over and straighten my clothes before I had to go to some party or big meeting.

I must admit I was surprised by this. Sure, it was important that I didn't walk out looking tussled and ragged with a freshly fucked aura. But it seemed like there was more to it, almost as if she was showing some actual kindness towards me.

I wondered if we were going to share a final kiss or talk some more about what this all meant, but once my clothes were in order, she grew distant and all business again. In fact, to my disappointment, she actually turned away and waved a hand dismissively as she said, "You may go now."

That seemed unnecessarily harsh considering all we'd just gone through. However, I could sense this was not a time to linger. I gave her a courtly nod of acquiescence and left her office.




Chapter 14



I walked out of Sonia's office feeling like the king of the world. But I swear, as soon as the door closed behind me, my elation turned to dread. It was so bad that I almost had to lean against the opposite wall. I was forced to take deep breaths as the implications of what just happened rained down on me like a hail storm.

The problem wasn't the brusque way she'd sent me off, although that was annoying. No, it was the realization that we'd just had sex in a restaurant, and furthermore, we'd been very, VERY loud while we'd done it. How could we not have been detected by at least someone?!

In fact, as this thought hit me like a punch in the face, I was fairly amazed that I wasn't greeted by a crowd of the curious. I actually had to make a double check up and down the hallway to confirm that there wasn't anyone else peeking at me, or camera flashes, or the like. Luckily, there was that "employees only" door one had to go through to get back here, so maybe that had helped keep our privacy.

On second thought, the fact that nobody was there wasn't much consolation. It had been a fair number of minutes since we'd screamed our heads off. Probably, whatever eavesdropper there had been left after all the noise and excitement ended.

It was strange standing there in the hallway with nobody in sight and Sonia seemingly long gone, though she was actually just a few feet away behind her now locked office door. It was as if the momentous events that had just happened hadn't happened. I didn't know what I expected - a snickering waitress, perhaps - but not this.

I couldn't just stand there though. With no other option, I walked back to my booth with my laptop bag in my hand. When I made it back to the main room, I was even more sure that I would get some reaction from somebody that revealed that our "dirty deed" had been overheard.

However, there was nothing. Total indifference. I made it all the way back to the booth I'd been in before without anyone apparently noticing me. Well, maybe not total indifference: Paula was busy with a customer, but she found the time to glance my way and briefly give me the evil eye again. That didn't necessarily mean anything though. I had yet to say a single word to her, but I knew she was Sonia's "enforcer," and she had given me quite a few nasty looks, so she probably would have done that at any rate.

Sitting back down in the booth, I took a careful look around. It was still the "dead time" between lunch and dinner, so there weren't very many customers. However, I could only see two waitresses, Paula and Dolly, and they were both busy. I remembered that Dolly was quite a stunner, but she also was afraid of me, way more than she had any reason to be. She could have heard everything and I'd probably never know, since she seemed to believe she'd burst into flames if she so much as made eye contact with me.

As I continued to scan the room, I thought, Where's Lori? She was here when I left. She's cool. I like how we can talk in a friendly way without any sort of sexual tension between us. She'd be able to give me the straight scoop on whether or not Sonia's screaming carried all the way out here or not. Maybe she's on her break, or her shift ended. Crap, either way, if she's not here now, she might have missed out on what happened not that long ago. 

I decided to put the issue of being overheard out of my mind, at least for now, since there didn't seem to be anything I could do about it anyway. I figured no news was good news, considering what had just happened.

Instead, I tried to simply let my mind go blank for a while. I knew there would have to be an emotional reckoning about what had happened between Sonia and me, but I wasn't ready to deal with that yet. So I closed my eyes and tried to focus on nothing but my breathing.

However, I had only been doing that for a minute or two when I heard the click-click sound of high heels on the tile floor. That wouldn't have been a problem, but the sound was coming from the back of the restaurant! That could only mean one thing.

I opened my eyes, and sure enough, Sonia was coming right at me! And despite what we'd done, she still had the same "I'm sorely tempted to smack you upside the head" look she typically had whenever interacting with me.

But, luckily, she just gave me a particularly hateful glare and then walked on by.

Once the initial shock passed due to seeing her again so soon, I wasn't that fazed about her anger. After all, I'd literally been balls-deep in her less than ten minutes ago! How could she truly hate me that much, after all that? Especially considering that she had started it and then demanded that I finish it? Sheesh!

Besides, I was too busy enjoying her walk past to let her get to me. She was wearing a waitress uniform, like she'd had on earlier. And that made sense, since she was filling in for the absent Yuki, who'd gotten fired. Probably, she'd have to do more waitressing later, once business picked up again. But for now, that meant I got to enjoy her walking away in her tight, silky blue uniform.

I was too sexually satiated to get stiff again, but that didn't mean I couldn't enjoy the sight! I recalled my earlier comment that had gotten me into some trouble: "I hate to see you go, but I love to watch you walk away." How true! Hot damn! She looked like a stunner before, but now that I know what she's got inside that uniform, she's ten times hotter! Especially those hips, those sashaying hips! Man! The things those hips can do! 

Unfortunately, she was walking at a good pace, and I'm sad to say I didn't see any extra wiggle in her hips for my benefit. It wasn't long before she disappeared into the ladies' room.

A-ha. That's why she came out so soon, despite almost certainly not wanting to see me. She probably had to use the bathroom. Aside from having to use the toilet, I'm sure she'll want to tidy up before any of the waitresses get a good look at her. Smart. 

I should probably do the same, and soon, but I'm seriously out of it. Fucking Sonia Bossi is one seriously draining Olympian event! Ah, hell, I guess I should go now. Maybe if I'm lucky I'll still be in there when she comes out. 

So that's what I did. I took my sweet time washing my face and generally trying to make myself as presentable as possible, given the limitations of using a restaurant bathroom. I hoped that I lingered so long that she'd be back in her office.

But that was not to be. She took another minute or so than I did, which meant there was no way for her to go back to her office without going by my booth again. I could see she saw me there and scowled with annoyance.

She seemed hesitant at first, but she apparently decided to brazen things out, and walked right up to me. This time, she stopped. She looked just as pissed as she had five minutes or so ago, though she was spruced up. She put her hands on her hips and glared. "You!"

I smiled. "Me." I waved in her direction. "You!" Seeing her still just glaring in irritation, I joked as I pointed at things, "Me man. You woman. This... restaurant."

She groaned and rolled her eyes. Then, after checking to see that none of the waitresses were paying close attention to us, she muttered very quietly under her breath, "Let's act normal so the others don't suspect, okay? Which means I hate you and you hate me."

I replied while only kind of whispering, "I don't hate you. Before, I mean, I didn't hate you. From the start, it's more like I've found you... interesting."

She sighed heavily and rolled her eyes. "Whatever." Then she muttered quietly, "At least act like you hate me. In my case, it won't be much of an act!" She resumed her normal boss voice. "Why do you keep coming here and ruining my life?! What do I have to do to get rid of you?"

I was sorely tempted to subtly tease her with a clever reference to our recent intimacy, but I decided to just play it straight. "I'm sorry, you're stuck with me. I'm going to be here most of the day tomorrow, and the day after that, and so on. I'll be making this my home away from home for the next week or more."

Her eyes went wide with what looked to me like genuine alarm. Then she muttered under her breath, "Really?!"

"Really," I whispered back.

She threw her hands up in exasperation. I got the feeling she didn't have to fake that at all. "UGH! You're ruining my life! Lord, save me from this... this... sleazeball!" With that, she hurried off in a huff, back towards her office.

After once again admiring the sight of her sexy ass cheeks undulating under her tight skirt, I let out a breath I hadn't even realized I'd been holding in.

Then, once she was gone, I tried to figure out what that was all about. Hmmm. I'm sure she didn't want to see me again so soon. But since she couldn't avoid it, she was trying to send me a message that what had happened in her office had been an aberration. Of course, we couldn't go on pretending like that never happened, but she seemed determined to do just that for as long as possible. Secondly, she was also putting on a show for the other waitresses to make it seem that nothing had changed between us, and thus there was no reason to suspect we'd fucked in her office. 

I looked around to see if anyone had noticed. Since the only other waitresses to be seen were still just Paula and Dolly, there wasn't much for me to see. Again, Dolly seemed to be going out of her way to avoid making eye contact with me, although my mere presence in the room seemed to make her nervous. Paula was busy with a customer, which was just as well, since she probably would have given me another nasty look anyway.

I was in the middle of wondering what happened to Lori when I saw her come through the front door with a bag in her hand. It took a couple of minutes before Lori settled back into her job, but she made her way over to me.

She gave me a big smile. "So... what did I miss?!"

I asked her, "What do you mean?"

She looked around carefully and then leaned in. "Don't act like you don't know - you were in the middle of it! I was dying of curiosity when you went back to talk to The Bat. My questions were: would the police need to bring one stretcher or two? And who would get the task of wiping the blood off the walls?"

I played along. "Awww, come on. It wasn't that bad."

Her eyes went wide with excitement. "No, it wasn't. Because nobody heard anything for the longest time. No surprise there, since her office is well soundproofed. But then... then... I heard the faintest sound of a scream! And it didn't sound like a normal scream. It was a high-pitched scream of either total agony or total ecstasy! And I just talked to Dolly a minute ago, and she confirmed that The Bat came by a couple of minutes ago, and with a noticeable lack of stab wounds."

I still was trying my best to play dumb. "And?"

"And what?!" Lori asked impatiently. "That's what I'm asking you!"

I persisted, "And... what did you hear after that?"

She stomped her foot in aggravation. "That's the most annoying thing! Paula must have heard that strange scream too. She hurried over to me and told me it was time for me to take my break, starting immediately. And I was overdue for my break, so I had no choice but to comply. Argh! So frustrating! By the time I get back, you're sitting here, happy as a clam. So that's why you have to tell me what happened, and what I missed!"

She looked at my face and groaned unhappily. "But you're not going to do that, are you?"

"I'm afraid not. Sonia and I talked. But whatever we talked about, that's between her and me."

Lori leaned forward even more, actually putting both hands on the table like she was aggressively interrogating me. "'Talked?' Is that really all you did? Talk?"

I shrugged. "What else would we do?"

She gave me a disdainful look. "Oh, come on. How naive do you think I am? I'm married, after all. I know what an angry scream sounds like and what a sexual scream sounds like. Furthermore, I couldn't talk long to Dolly, what with Paula breathing down our necks and all, but she told me that Paula basically shooed her to the farthest corner of the restaurant from the Bat Cave, and even so, she heard more suspicious screams."

I spoke cautiously, because I didn't want to outright lie to Lori, since I liked her. "Okay, I'll admit that things got heated in the office. Quite heated, in fact. But at least nobody got stabbed."

She pointed at me accusingly. "A-ha! You're too clever by half! There are two kinds of heated, you know. Which one is it?"

While she was talking, I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Paula was walking towards us. I muttered under my breath, "Look who's coming our way."

Luckily, Paula was still a ways away and couldn't hear what we were saying, but she didn't like that we were talking this much.

Lori saw her, and muttered, "Crap. But we're not done. I need answers!" Then she hurried off. She didn't have any customers to tend to, since we were still in the dead zone, but she pretended to get busy tidying up.

Paula gave me one of her nasty looks before turning around. She really had it in for me, even though we had literally yet to speak a single word to each other.

I had a minute or two to think about what to tell Lori. Clearly, she was very suspicious, but she didn't know anything for sure. Dolly likely didn't either. Paula probably suspected more, since she could go closer to the office while blocking the others from doing so, but I was confident she wasn't going to be spreading gossip about Sonia and me getting it on. In fact, it looked like she was doing all she could to stop such gossip.

I waved my hand to get Lori's attention, since I was sitting in her section, after all. Then, under the pretense of resuming our conversation, I quietly told her, "Look. I can't talk about this right now, with Bat Junior over there." I nodded towards Paula. "But let me warn you or maybe assure you that whatever you think happened in her office is probably way off."

Her eyes narrowed suspiciously. "What do you mean? Because I'll tell you what I think-"

I held my hand up. "No, don't please. Not yet. I'll make you a deal. I'll tell you what happened, at least in vague terms, but later. Not today. Probably not tomorrow either. But as soon as I can. And in the meantime, I need you to promise not to spread any rumors around, okay? Yes, Sonia and I had a private talk, and yes, there was screaming. But that's it. You don't have to lead people on with your theories about what kind of screaming it was. And please tell Dolly to do the same."

She still stared at me with a narrow gaze. "Why? Why should I do that?"

I was winging it as I talked. "Because, I don't know you well, it's true, but I already consider you kind of a friend. So I'm hoping you can do me a favor. And it's for your benefit. I'm trying to change Sonia's opinion of me. If I can do that, maybe she'll listen to some of the suggestions I've been making, which can help improve this restaurant. I'll have to explain that to you later. But the bottom line is, only bad things can happen if Sonia hears rumors that there was some kind of... whatever... back in her office."

Lori leaned in like she did before. "So wait. There wasn't any kind of 'whatever?!'"

I held my hands up defensively. "Trust me, I'll tell you what I can when I can. It's complicated. But trust me when I say you don't want Sonia to hear those sorts of rumors. And if you start talking, it's just a matter of time until she does."

Lori stood back and grunted unhappily. "Okay, I believe that part. I can easily imagine her going postal. But what does 'it's complicated' mean?! Did you or did you do... 'whatever' with her back there?!"

It wasn't easy, but I fobbed off Lori's questions without giving anything away. Then I ordered a smoothie just so Lori could have an excuse to point to if Paula gave her grief for talking to me for a while.

Lori walked away frustrated, but I was optimistic that she'd be quiet and she'd get Dolly to be quiet. Since Dolly was submissive and easily scared, I figured that part wouldn't be too hard.

But how long can I hold Lori off with vague promises to tell her something later? I don't know. But I have a gut feeling that events will take their own course, rendering that promise moot before too many more days pass. 

Most importantly, Sonia and I shared such intense sexual chemistry that how could we NOT fuck again? I know she's forcefully insisting on that, but I don't believe it. If we do resume fucking, how long will we be able keep it a secret from all the waitresses? Probably not long. Sonia's office is well soundproofed, but she screamed for dear life. Who's to say that wouldn't happen again? Or some other clue might give us away. 

My goal is to keep the gossip from spreading for as long as possible without overtly lying to Lori unless I absolutely have to. The key is to stop Sue Ellen from hearing anything, because if she hears, she's part of what was becoming some kind of harem hive-mind, so it won't be long before Mindy and all the others know. 

Oh God! Mindy! My WIFE! My soulmate! Shit! What have I done?! Have I become so used to her cucquean ways that I haven't really considered the fact that I've just cheated on her?! That's what I did! True, she's given me carte blanche to fuck anyone I want at any time. But that's her rule, not mine. I'd sworn to myself that at the very least I'd let her know and get her explicit permission beforehand, and I most definitely didn't do that! 

Fuuuuuck! This is bad! Chances are, she's not going to be mad at me because she's so far gone into her cucquean ways. But I'm mad at myself. This isn't how things should go. I can't allow this to become some kind of new precedent. There have to be some sort of reasonable bounds, after all. 

I re-ran through my mind how Sonia and I got intimate. Then I concluded, Okay, that came from out of left field. There's absolutely no way I could have been able to get permission from Min beforehand about THAT! Even so, it was wrong. And at the very least, I need to clue her in as soon as I can. Right now! 

I was about to get up and go outside to call her, but then another thought hit me: The sex boycott! 

Dammit! How can I tell her, now? This is the worst possible time! She's tapped into that hive-mind too. Hell, she's the hive queen. Telling her is the same as telling everyone in the harem, and that'll totally undercut everything I'm trying to achieve with the sex boycott. This could set that back days, and I don't have lots of days to play with, given Nicky coming home soon. 

Shit! 

I pondered the situation some more. It wasn't long before I concluded, I HAVE to tell Min. Today! There's no way I can't. Yes, I've got a harem now, but the cornerstone of that is my marriage to Min. Without that, it all falls apart. Even through all the cucquean weirdness, I feel a certain fidelity and loyalty to her, and it's a strong, strong feeling. I'd feel just awful if she doesn't know. And yet... it's key that the others can't know, at least not for a good while. So the only solution is for me to tell her and have her not tell anyone else. I know that'll kill her in a way. She'll literally be dying to share that juicy news. 

But then again, she's being punished right now anyway. So maybe this isn't a total disaster after all. This will be a good test for her to prove that she's on my side. And even without the sex boycott factor, it's important for her to prove to me and everyone else in our harem that she can restrain her cucquean urges and maintain some discretion. 

I continued to think things though and soon concluded, This is the only way forward. I simply wouldn't be able to sleep at night without sharing this news with my loving wife first. It would eat away at me until I couldn't take it anymore, so I have no option. Plus, I have confidence that when push came to shove, she'll be able to keep the secret from the others. Probably the secret will come out one way or another in a matter of days anyway. For instance, Sue Ellen could hear something at Mama Mia's. But a few days of the Gruesome Twosome believing I'm getting no sex at all could be crucial and take the sex boycott to a whole new level with them. 

It was a relief to sort that out for myself. But that raised another issue. I promised Sonia that I wouldn't tell anyone else what we'd done, and that was a lie. I have to tell Mindy, period! I could just lie to Sonia about that, but that's not prudent, because there's a chance Mindy might crack and then Sue Ellen would find out, and then Sonia could trace gossip back to her. And that would be terrible. The more truthful I can be, the better. Besides, I figure Sonia will have to grudgingly admit that since Mindy was my wife, she at least has a right to know. 

However, this problem leads to another problem: how do I talk to Sonia again?! The logical solution would be to go back to her office and have another private chat about this very private matter. But frankly, I have no idea what might happen to us if we find ourselves alone in a secure room like that again. We might just talk. Or... we might end up going wild on each other all over again! There's no telling. 

And while I relish the idea of more sex with Sonia eventually, I'm not mentally or physically up for it again today. She was too good, too hot. I feel like a worn out husk of a man! And that's saying a great deal coming from me, given the sheer intensity of some other sexual experiences I've had lately. You'd think I'd get used to it after a while, but there are some things you simply can never get used to. Heck, I can't even allow myself to think about the sex we had, 'cos I'll get all worked up and just thinking about getting that horny makes me tired. 

In the end, I decided the best way was to get Lori to pass a message to Sonia that I needed to speak to her again before I left, and I wanted her to come to my booth.

So that's what happened. But before it did, I packed up my laptop bag again and moved myself to the seemingly always empty back room. That was the room I'd had some great sexual adventures in before. It definitely wasn't my intention to have something like that happen with Sonia today, but I figured it would be prudent to have our discussion there so the waitresses couldn't overhear. We might even be able to raise our voices some without every word becoming public knowledge.

At first, Sonia begged off speaking to me.

I had to ask Lori to go back with the additional message, "It's not about what you think."

I'm sure that drove Lori bonkers with curious speculation. She pestered me for at least a clue, but I wouldn't budge. That annoyed her, causing her to say, "Very well. But I'm stating for the record that I think you and her got it on. I know it seems wildly improbable, but everyone here knows that you're some kind of notorious super stud. And she seems like a prudish bitch, but my thinking is that underneath that cold exterior is a wild sex tigress just waiting to get out."

Boy, was it tough to keep mum about that! I thought, You don't know the half of it! All that, plus she's got magic hips that just about fucked my dick clean off! It took a lot of self-control, but all I did was smile enigmatically and say, "Interesting theory."

Lori groaned in frustration, but she walked off to deliver the second message.

Finally, Sonia emerged from the back offices.

She was miffed before she even saw me when she found out I'd moved to the more seclusive back room area. She entered that room, but she stood about five feet back from my booth with her arms crossed.

The first words out of her mouth were, "Not here! No way! And no touching of ANY kind! And we're not talking about... you know what. Not even a word! Make it short, too. I'm busy. Hell, I don't even know why I'm here in the first place. This better be good!"

That all came out in an angry rush. Naturally, she was glaring at me like she was looking forward to watching me painfully die.

I just smiled while staying seated in my booth. "Nice to see you too." We were secluded enough that I didn't have to worry about being overheard as long as I kept my voice down, which I did. "But don't worry, I'm on the same page with no touching and all that."

She switched to her hostile hands-on-hips pose. Then she went with aggressive pointing instead. "No compliments, either! No seductive words of any kind, period! You're some kind of snake! An evil, slithering snake, like the one in the Garden of Eden!"

I had to chuckle. "Like I said, nice to see you too. I don't want to get in an argument with you. But I'm afraid I'm going to have to. You see, I promised you earlier that I wouldn't tell anyone about what happened. And I plan to stick to that, of course. But I have to make one very significant exception, and I need to warn you about it."

She stiffened up like I was about to physically attack her.

I was being extra careful to keep my gaze on her face, despite her change in posture. I reluctantly continued, "You see, as you know, I'm married. And yes, I have a weird arrangement with my wife, but I can't NOT tell her what we did. She gives me permission to play around, but we still have rules. I should have gotten permission from her beforehand, but it happened so suddenly and totally out of the blue... At the very least, I need to tell her immediately afterwards."

To my surprise, Sonia didn't immediately explode. Instead, she let out a sigh to end all sighs. "UUUUUGH!" She dropped her head and shook it for good measure. "Thanks a lot for that. As if I don't feel shitty enough already for losing control with a goddamned mental rapist, you have to remind me that you're married too!"

It dawned on me that her ex-husband had probably cheated on her, and she therefore had a special hatred of cheaters. And now she was seeing herself as a cheater.

I tried to help her out. "Look. It's not like that. As I said, she and I have a special arrangement." Seeing her standing there awkwardly with her hands back on her hips in a peeved pose, I interrupted myself to ask, "By the way, don't you want to sit down?"

She looked to the booth I was in and then actually took a step back. "No thanks. I'm fine here. You're dangerous! Finish your fucking bullshit so I can leave already!"

I was trying with all my might just to look at her face. I didn't want to admire her body in her tight blue uniform, because I knew it would be all too easy for me to get aroused, knowing what I now knew about the body under those clothes and what it could do. I had to stay serious and professional.

I decided to plow on, and tell her things she wanted to hear. "Like I said, we have this special thing. So you shouldn't feel bad. You knew I have multiple lovers. This isn't anything like adultery, and I'm sure Mindy won't see it as such. In fact, she'll consider this good news."

She snorted derisively. "'Good news?!' HA!"

"No, seriously, it's true. You talked with her yesterday. She explained some of her cucquean mindset to you, didn't she?"

"Yeah, I suppose," Sonia said warily. "But it was such ridiculous bullshit that it made no sense to me. It's like hearing someone wants to marry the Golden Gate Bridge or some such crap. Which, by the way, is something I heard in the news once. How do you react to that insanity?"

I nodded. "I can relate to your point of view, because I don't understand it at all myself. But I'll swear to you that it's real. Whenever she hears I've had sex with another woman, you should see her eyes light up. It's like I just made her day. No, her whole month! And I know from many different signs that it's not an act. For instance, you should see how horny she gets and the kind of passionate sex we have afterwards."

Sonia put a hand over her eyes, like I was having sex with Mindy right in front of her. "Please. Spare me the details."

"Sorry. But it's true. And if she finds out I've slept with somebody new, that's like the best news ever. Christmas comes early."

Sonia raised her hands up high, as if beseeching God. "What. The. FUCK?!"

I chuckled a little. "I know. It's strange. But that's what it is. Even so, we have rules. It's not cheating if I'm totally open with what I'm doing. But it would be cheating if I do it secretly, behind her back. That's why it's imperative that I tell her what happened, and right away."

Exasperated, Sonia ran a hand through her hair, up above her forehead. "Fuck. Fine. I get it. But can SHE keep a secret? I do NOT want Sue Ellen to find out. Period! That girl is a sweet adorable thing, I'll admit, but she's a blabbermouth. If she starts talking, the whole restaurant will know! I'll have to move to the remote wilds of Alaska and live the rest of my days in a cave! And what about Cindy?! She and Mindy seem like two peas in a pod."

I held my hands out reassuringly. "Don't worry. I share your concern about Sue Ellen. I also very much don't want her to know. I don't think she's a blabbermouth normally, but she's kind of in an excitable honeymoon-like phase."

Sonia rolled her eyes. "God, tell me about it." She mocked Sue Ellen's Southern twang. "Master, this. Master, that. Master, master, master. I'm hot as blazes, just thinking about his huge, stiff erection. My master is the best man in the whole darn universe. I can't wait till I get home so I can suck his cock some more! Oh, my dear sweet master! I love him all up!'"

That startled me. "Whoa! She didn't really say all that, did she?!"

Sonia sighed again. "Technically, no. But close. And once you know enough, you can tell she's thinking like that pretty much all the time."

I couldn't resist grinning. Wow. Cupcake really is the best slave any guy could ever want. I just hope I can live up to her sky-high expectations. 

However, I had to stay on target. "So let's not worry about her. I'm definitely not going to tell her anything, and I'll do all I can to make sure Mindy doesn't tell her anything. Same goes for my other lovers. Cindy, on the other hand-"

Before I could say more, Sonia interrupted with some dramatic gesticulation, "For fuck's sake! Just how many other lovers are we talking about, anyway? What have I gotten myself into? Are you the prime vector of every sexually transmittable disease known to mankind?!"

"Don't worry about that. Honestly. We're a small but tight group. In fact, I know you won't believe this, but you're the..." I was about to tell her that she was the first woman I'd ever fucked outside of the harem, but I decided I'd better not, for more than one reason.

She barked, "What?"

A good excuse for a white lie came to me. "Sorry. I was about to compliment you, but you said no compliments. See? I can follow the rules. You don't have to worry about me. Anyway, I can give you my 100 percent assurance that I'm disease-free. But I promise I'll go get tested ASAP just to put any worries you have to rest."

She sighed yet again. "Thanks. I suppose. And I guess I should do the same, although I'm fucking..."

Now it was my turn to ask "What?" since she trailed off.

"Oh, nothing." After a pause, she let out an even more world-weary sigh. "Ah, fuck it, you know already since I was babbling like an idiot before. Let's just say you don't have anything to worry from me since it's been so fucking long that I'm honestly shocked my hymen didn't grow back!" She ran her hand through her hair some more, obviously annoyed and agitated.

I started to say, "Well, you coulda fooled me, 'cos you're one hot firecra... Oh. Sorry. No compliments."

At the same time, I was thinking as if talking to her, No, your hymen didn't grow back, but maybe that helps explain why you were so damn tight! God DAMN! At first you were too tight, but then you were just right. Good God, that's a pussy that's perfect for fuckng! 

Sonia hissed, "Very cute. You say 95 percent of a compliment, and then pretend to backtrack. But don't bother, because I'm wise to your game." She unexpectedly covered her face with her hands.

That puzzled me greatly. It didn't follow from what she'd just been talking about.

But then she resumed eye contact, and said, "UGH! I can't believe I have to say this, but since we just mentioned STDs, and since you were such a fucking horny idiot that you didn't even think about wearing a condom, I thought you might like to know that, yes, I'm on the pill."

My jaw just about dropped into my lap, because it hit me like a cold bucket of water dunked over my head that I hadn't thought about birth control at all! I hadn't thought about it while having sex with her, and after it ended I'd tried so hard not to think about what we'd done that I still hadn't thought of it.

Sonia took a look at my shocked expression and briefly facepalmed herself. "God, you really are an idiot, aren't you? I can tell you didn't give that one moment's thought."

She removed her hand so she could resume glaring at me. "You're just like some ooga booga dumbass caveman, except you shave and wear clothes and pretend to be civilized. All you care about is spreading your seed here, there, and everywhere, and who the fuck cares if you get somebody pregnant? If you get ME pregnant! All that matters is that you got your rocks off!"

I wanted to vigorously protest that. However, one problem was that my body was betraying me and proving her at least partially right, because I went from unaroused to fully erect in a matter of seconds! I didn't understand why. Yes, she looked sexy as hell. In fact, in my opinion, the more pissed off she got, the hotter she looked, because I now knew firsthand that her angry face was almost identical with her orgasmic face. But she'd been looking like that the whole time. It seems her mention of shooting my load into her and possibly knocking her up triggered some uncontrollable aspect of my libido. So I probably wasn't a lot better than her prototypical caveman in that respect.

Luckily for me, the table completely covered my crotch from her point of view, so she couldn't see the newly formed bulge straining in my lap. I was determined that she wouldn't get to know how much of an effect she was having on me, so I used all my willpower to recover from my shock and look cool and collected.

I said, "I object. It's true I wasn't thinking about that until you just mentioned it, and I apologize. But you weren't thinking about it either. You didn't say a word until just now. Let's face it: both of us were and still are completely blindsided by what happened. So I think I deserve some slack. If I'm the caveman, you're the cavewoman."

She shook her head in annoyance, and ran her hand through her hair again. But then she said "Fine. I suppose you have a point there. We both fucked up. My point is, I'm covered. And just to be extra sure, since the thought of giving birth to your child is only slightly less distressing than the thought of birthing the Antichrist, I'll be taking a 'morning after' pill as soon as I get home." She put her hands back on her hips, striking a particularly defiant pose. "Enough on that subject!"

I nodded. But I was also thinking, Damn! She's a babe! Her hands-on-hips pose and angry scowl reminded me of some curvaceous superheroine about to kick some serious ass against the bad guys. I wanted my penis to go flaccid, but the memories of fucking her were too fresh.

Still, I had no choice but to brave it out and hide my arousal. I resumed, "Thanks for explaining that. And mum's the word on my side. Anyway, to get back on track on who I have to tell-"

Sonia groaned unhappily upon hearing the reminder that topic was still unresolved. Clearly, she wanted to be done with this conversation already.

I pressed on, "To be honest, I haven't really figured out if I'm obliged to tell Cindy or not. The nature of our relationship is new and very much evolving. She's kind of turning into a second wife in some ways, but she's not in other ways. It's complicated."

Sonia shot me an especially derisive look. "'As the Harem World Turns.' You should get your own reality show. Until then, please spare me the details."

"Sorry, but it concerns you too, doesn't it? Anyway, let me think that over and discuss it with Mindy. I do want to tell Cindy too, but maybe I can put that off, at least. If both of them know, they might talk and that could raise the risk that Sue Ellen could find out, and I'm sure you don't want that."

Seeing that she was still giving me an annoyed and exasperated look, I tried to lighten the mood by asking, "What about you and your harem? How many will you have to tell?"

To my delight, that got a grin from her, though only for a second. "Ha ha. Are we done here? I get it that you have to tell Mindy, and you might have to tell Cindy. And I'm a total fuck up for having sex with a man who has two wives, kind of, plus a whole cult full of crazy sex slaves. So again, are we done? 'Cos I need to go back to contemplating the least painful suicide method."

I would have been concerned about that last comment except she very clearly was exaggerating for effect. I said, "It's not that bad. Like I said, we're a small group. You know already it's just Mindy, plus Cindy, Sue Ellen, and two others."

Sonia waved her hands dramatically while (thankfully) keeping her voice down. "Oh, gee! Glory be! You only have four motherfucking sex slaves! What a model of restraint! Kudos to you! Why, I'm sure that's one of the smaller harems in all of the greater Los Angeles basin. You're practically a eunuch already."

She folded her arms under her breasts. "Can I go already? Seriously, I'm trying to be patient and tolerant, but this is starting to really piss me off."

I nodded. "Yes, I just wanted to be clear and honest about that one thing, since I'd said the opposite earlier without thinking. And since you said you don't want to talk about what happened between us earlier-"

She interrupted, "I most definitely do NOT!"

"Okay then. I guess we're done."

"Good. Finally!" She put her hands back on her hips and looked me up and down. "You really are a case." She shook her head, like she was crazy to even be talking to me.

I had to stifle a grin. She pretends to despise me, but somehow I can tell she wants me. She's treating me like I have the plague because she knows that if we touch, that's all she wrote! We could end up fucking right here in this semi-private room, and damn who hears! Hell, she's even afraid to have me compliment her. 

Hot damn! It's just a matter of time before I fuck her again! I can feel it! 

Such thoughts weren't helping my erection go down, but thankfully I was still covered by the table.

She was about to turn to go, but then she said, "Oh, just one thing... about earlier. Don't forget what I said, about that being a one-time only experience. I meant it then. And after talking to you just now, and being reminded what a vile excuse for a human being you are, trafficking in sex slaves-"

I started to stand up in protest. "'Trafficking?' What the hell?! You know that's not true!"

She waved a hand, conceding the point. "Sorry. Sometimes my language gets a little colorful, for effect. It was just a word association thing. Let's change that to 'wallowing in your sex slave depravity.' Is that better?"

"Marginally." I sat back down. Actually, I hadn't risen up much, because I didn't want her to see my prominent bulge. "Clearly, you don't understand. But I don't want to argue with you right now."

"Good, because I don't either. Anyway, after talking to you, I've redoubled my feeling that what I let happen earlier was one of the worst mistakes of my life and it will never..." - she paused dramatically, and then pointed aggressively at me - "NEVER happen again! And I do mean 'never!'"

I was tempted to correct that she didn't just let things happen earlier. She was the clear initiator! But this was not the time, since she was on a roll.

She ranted, "Don't even THINK about it! Don't even touch me. Hell, don't even get near me. If I never see you again, that'll make me happier than you can possibly imagine. Do I make myself clear enough?"

"Very clear." Deep down, I felt the odds were excellent that she and I would be fucking again, and soon. The sex was just too hot to resist. But I knew this was not the time or place to try to convince her of that. Hell, I couldn't even let myself think those thoughts, since I was still trying my best not to even think of the fact that we'd had sex. I was trying my best to go flaccid, not get even more aroused.

She nodded, and then stomped off back to her office.

To be honest, I was surprised at how "smoothly" that went, relatively speaking. There wasn't even any yelling, and her name calling was relatively restrained, considering how it could have been. I could tell that she was trying hard to control herself, perhaps so she could end the conversation as soon as possible. Still, for virtually the entire time, it looked like she wanted to give me the finger.

I was even more surprised that she acquiesced so easily about me wanting to tell Mindy. But I figured that related to some complicated cheating story between her and her ex that I could only guess at. The more I thought about it, the more it occurred to me that my insistence that I had to tell Mindy actually raised her estimation of me a tiny bit. Emphasis on "tiny." It showed that at least I had some vague connection to traditional married morality.

I waited a minute or two for my erection to go down. Thankfully, my body finally let that happen once Sonia's sexy body was no longer standing in front of me.

Then I went back into the main room and looked around. I soon figured out that it was only four o'clock. That surprised me. It definitely felt later, since I'd gone through so much emotionally. I decided that I was too mentally worn out to be able to do any more work on my laptop, especially at Mama Mia's. I didn't know where I was going to go, but I decided it was time to leave here.

I sought out Lori and gave her a friendly good-bye - as well as a generous tip. I was careful not to hug her though, since I wanted to be extra careful to respect her married status.

Then, taking my laptop bag, I walked out of the restaurant and back to my car.




Chapter 15



When I left Mama Mia's, I had no idea where I would go or what I would do, I just had to get out. Since it was only four o'clock, I had some time to burn before the working day ended and people came home. Reaching my car, it occurred to me that since I'd promised Sonia that I'd get tested for sexually transmitted diseases, there was no time like the present. That was a good thing for me to do anyway, since I'd had multiple sexual partners, even before fucking Sonia, and one could never be too careful. 

I went home (meaning the McGrath house) to put my laptop away and look up where to go. Then I went and got tested. Luckily, they were able to get me done right away. It was quick and easy.

It went so quickly, in fact, that I was left wondering what to do to kill time before Mindy got home from work. The sum total of my "things to do" list was having the big talk with her that I'd had sex with Sonia. I wouldn't be able to do much else until I got that off my chest. I figured it would be a rough and heavy talk, but it had to be done. I wasn't looking forward to it because although I didn't think she'd be that upset with me, due to her cucquean tendencies, she'd have a hard time understanding my perspective and I'd have a hard time understanding hers.

I was thinking about where and when to have the talk, and it occurred to me that I had to be careful. I most especially didn't want the Gruesome Twosome or Sue Ellen to even know that we were having a serious talk, because if they learned that much they'd get nosy and pushy until they heard the whole story. I looked at the time and realized that I had enough time to catch Mindy at work and thus head her off at the pass.

Of course, Cindy would be there too, but I figured she was a mature adult and I could at least trust her with the fact that I wanted some one-on-one discussion time with my wife. I'd just take Mindy somewhere private to talk without clueing Cindy in. Plus, if worse came to worst, I could simply use my "master power" and order Cindy to stay quiet. Cindy could safely go back to the McGrath house and the others wouldn't even know enough to start to get curious. I calculated that I had about an hour to talk to Mindy before we'd start cutting into dinner preparation time, possibly raising suspicions.

Or at least that was the plan. Needless to say, things didn't work out exactly as I'd anticipated!

I went straight to Mindy's office. I didn't visit her there all that often, but I'd been there enough times that I had no trouble getting in without her having to be called to get me at the lobby, even though it was near time for most everyone to go home, including the security guards. They knew me and liked me well enough.

Mindy and Cindy naturally were surprised to see me. They were happy at first, and I got enthusiastic hugs and French kisses from both of them. But that changed fast.

Once I was done making out with Cindy, I saw Mindy staring at me unhappily with her hands on her hips. "Okay, buster! What's wrong?"

I tried to play dumb. I had to get Cindy out of the picture before we could seriously talk. "Wrong? What do you mean wrong?"

"I know you. I know how you kiss. That was not up to your usual toe-curling standard. I know how you hug too, and that was a lackluster hug as well. You didn't even grope and clench my ass, and you ALWAYS grope and clench my ass. I love it when you do that, so of course I'm going to be bummed if you don't. And look at what you just did to Cindy!"

She pointed at my hands accusingly, and exclaimed, "Your hands are still in the middle of her back. Her back! That's like a business associate hug, like you're just being polite. She's your COCK SLAVE, for crying out loud! You should fondle her like you own her, which you actually DO!"

I looked around and double checked that the door was closed (which meant it was automatically locked). Naturally, I was worried to hear terms like "cock slave" in my wife's office, but she'd previously told me that as long as the door was closed she could literally scream her lungs out and no one would know, so I figured I could let that slide.

I started to say, "I'm sorry. I guess I'm just not in the mood."

This upset Mindy even more, and she cut in before I could give a longer answer. "'Not in the mood?' I don't think I've ever heard those words pass your lips. You're the horniest guy I know, which is a fact I'm damn proud of, by the way. You're always in the mood, at least for a little ass grope and a titty squeeze or two. Besides, you're also the most loving guy I know. If you wouldn't hug and kiss with lusty intentions, at least you always show your love. And you didn't even do that!"

Cindy broke away from me and said, "She's right. Master, unfortunately I don't have the years and years of getting kissed and ass-groped by you like Min does, but that was a weird hug, coming from you. It's like you're slightly ashamed of us or something."

Mindy was standing a few feet in front of me and closely examining my face. "No, he's not ashamed of us... he's ashamed of himself! Hon, what brings you here, anyway?"

I nervously ran a hand through my hair. "By the way, the two of you look scrumptious. Hon, I've always loved your professional office hottie look, but seeing you and Cindy side by side all dressed up is something else."

She glared at me, even as she struck a more provocative pose, with her legs spread out. "Thanks, but don't think you can dodge the question with compliments. Why are you here?"

I continued to look around, anywhere but right at her. "Um... about that... Cin, I hope you don't mind, but I want to have a one-on-one discussion with Min about something."

Mindy spoke again before Cindy could answer. She still had her hands on her hips like I was on trial. "Is it good news or bad news?"

I rubbed my chin. "Well, it's complicated..." I was afraid to say more with Cindy still there.

My far too clever wife had a Eureka moment, and pointed at me dramatically, "A-HA! You fucked Sonia Bossi!"

My jaw practically dropped to the floor. "How the heck did you figure that out?!" I belatedly looked to Cindy and thought, Oh crap! So much for not telling her that yet! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! What the hell?! That's impossible! Can she read my mind?! 

Mindy's concerned expression was gone, replaced by the biggest shit-eating grin, with an extra large side helping of her usual smirk. She triumphantly explained, "Like I said, I know you! We say so much without words. I could tell you had a worried look from the moment you stepped through the door. But then I realized, no, it was more like a guilty look. And what the heck would you have to ever be guilty about that's not small stuff? You're the ultimate Boy Scout, sometimes frustratingly so. The only thing you could possibly do 'wrong' is sexual" - she made mocking quote marks in the air as she said "wrong" - "now that you've started to embrace your natural masterly side. But you'd been at Mama Mia's all day, with Sue Ellen at home."

When I arrived, Mindy and Cindy were dressed in their usual professional best, like they were about to head off to a board meeting. But while Mindy was talking, she started to undress. At first I thought she was just loosening up a little bit, but by the time she completely unbuttoned her blue blouse in front, I had to interrupt, "What are you doing?!"

"Hush! Let me finish explaining." She kept on quickly stripping as she said, "That's when it hit me: Sonia Bossi! Who else could it be? WOW! You and her! It explains everything! All your mannerisms point to it, even the way you rub your chin!"

I felt my heart sink. "Oh shit. You figured it all out. Are you mad?"

That stopped her from undressing, at least for the moment. "'Mad?' Are you kidding me?! Only in the 'mad with lusty desire' sense of the word! You should know I wouldn't have a problem with this. I gave you general permission to fuck other women, and extra specific permission to make sure you understood it was okay if you fucked her! Remember how I told you she needed your long thick cock to replace that stick she's got up her ass?"

"Um, yeah, but... I was supposed to tell you first."

She waved a hand dismissively. "That would be nice, as a general rule, and of course you need to be careful of things like STDs, psycho bitches, and angry boyfriends. But when it comes to her, I couldn't have been any more clear! I said you could fuck her anywhere, anytime! Period!"

"You did?! I don't remember that."

"I did! And I took the time to remember my exact words, because I was so sure you'd fuck her before long, and I also was sure your usual Catholic guilt would get to you and we'd end up having a conversation just like this. I said, and this is an exact quote: 'So let me tell you right now that you have my permission to fuck Sonia Bossi anytime you like, for as long and hard and thoroughly and deeply as you like! FUCK her! Fuck her GOOD.' Is that not clear enough?!"

I spoke sheepishly, "Yes, but about the permission issue. That's what I see as the problem."

She sighed wearily, even as she resumed undressing. "Ugh! I wish I could call for Smirkarella to fly down here on her sleigh pulled through the sky by her legion of flying butt monkeys so she could smirk some sense into you. Luckily, I remember more of my exact words, because I knew you'd be your usual stubborn self after you gave her a good boning. I also said, and this is another direct quote: 'Not only do you have my permission in her case, I'm giving you an order: go forth and fuckify that poor, poor woman! Heal her with your magic cock!'"

Naturally, she smirked in triumph, proud of her foresight. "Could I possibly have been more clear or more approving?! There's nothing to worry about! This is a cause for celebration!"

I was stunned and amazed, because now that she'd mentioned it, I remembered those quotes. She'd probably deliberately used colorful language like "fuckify" and "heal her with your magic cock" to make sure I wouldn't forget. That did make me feel somewhat better, but somehow I still felt like I'd done wrong. I asked her, "Was it really that obvious that something was going to happen between her and me?! I didn't even realize it until it was happening!"

She smirked knowingly. "No, it wasn't obvious, unless someone with a keen mind was looking for clues. Then yeah, it was pretty clear. I could tell there was a special spark between you two, especially after Cindy and I talked to her yesterday. She tries to put up a brave front, but I could tell she wants you BAD! She tries to hate you to cover up the fact that she craves your big cock in the worst way! In the most carnal way! In the Biblical sense! And now she got you, and you got her!"

By this time, I was holding my hands out in a "stop" gesture, because Mindy had her bra on but her blouse all the way off, and she was pulling her skirt down for good measure!

Then I turned to Cindy. She was starting to strip as well! I stated emphatically, "Stop, please! Both of you!" Then I realized I had a trump card to play. "I'm your master! You must obey me!"

Cindy froze. She looked to Mindy with concern. "Uh-oh! He just played the 'master' card!"

Mindy looked concerned as well, at first, and she did slow down after getting her skirt off her feet. But then her usual smirk returned, and she said, "True. But this is a VERY special occasion! I'm countering that with my 'special wifely privilege' card!"

I groaned in frustration and ran both hands through my hair. "Arrrgh! That's not really a thing! What's the point of me even being a master if you can pull cards like that?!"

She was getting naked in record time. She had her bra off in seconds and was wiggling her panties down her legs even as she dropped to her knees in front of me. "I'm sorry! I know I'm in the doghouse already, and I know you're expecting a big ol' serious discussion! And we'll have that, but later! Think of it from my point of view."

She was acting so fast that she had nothing left on except silk stockings and her low heels. She didn't waste a second before her hands got busy unzipping my fly.

I had been completely flaccid, but seeing Mindy undress in her place of work was changing that in a hurry! She was a total knockout, for starters, and looked even better naked than clothed. But also we'd never done anything like this in her office, for obvious security reasons. The danger was turning me on in a big way, I must admit.

Then I made the mistake of looking at Cindy to see what she was doing. She had gotten a late start undressing, but she was "fixing" that about as fast as humanly possible. Already, she was nearly naked too!

Just as my dick stiffened enough to "stand" on its own, Mindy bent down and ravenously engulfed my cockhead! I was still hardening up, but her eager oral work was quickly taking care of that.

I sighed in frustration. Good Lord! This can't be happening! Where did I go wrong?! On the drive here, I had been busy running through my mind the different things we were likely to talk about. The idea that something sexual might happen never even crossed my mind!

No doubt, Cindy could read the bewilderment on my face. So as she continued to undress, she said, "I'm sure Min was about to explain her point of view, but then she saw your cock stiffening up and she was unable to keep talking. She was so excited, and she was seeing all that Kingly, jaw-busting goodness right in front of her, that it was literally impossible for her to resist! She had to suck your cock, just like she needed air to breathe! Trust me, since you've tamed me, I've known that irresistible feeling often enough! Gaawwwd! And it's so fucking good!"

Mindy moaned loudly and affirmatively. She'd been busy yanking my pants down my thighs, but she finished that and waved in Cindy's general direction. Then she started jacking me off with both hands while her mouth pumped back and forth like a piston.

Cindy was finishing her speed stripping. It looked like she was going to just stand there and fondle her breasts from below while reliving some vivid "it's so fucking good" memories. But then she knelt down next to Mindy, buck naked except for stockings and heels, exactly like my wife.

The lust was burning in her eyes so brightly that I half-expected her to push Mindy away in order to take over. But she was content to just keep talking to me, at least for now. She continued, while rubbing Mindy's bare back encouragingly, "Now, you're probably wondering what the heck has gotten into her."

"YES!" I huffed, exasperated. (Though also far too aroused. My wife was giving me a killer blowjob and we were doing it in her office for the first time!)

Cindy smiled up at me and even tenderly took one of my hands into hers. "Dan, my love, I know where you're coming from. You're feeling bad because you had sex with another woman for the first time in your marriage, and you didn't even ask her for permission first."

"YES!" I exclaimed again. "Exactly!"

Cindy broke into a huge grin. "But look at it from her point of view. You had sex with another woman for the first time in your marriage, and you didn't even ask her for permission first. That's, like, the greatest thing ever!" she declared triumphantly.

As if to underscore the point, my wife growled hungrily deep in her throat, grabbed my bare ass firmly with both hands and started forcefully cramming my thickness into her straining mouth. Needless to say, this didn't exactly help me understand what had gotten into my wife all of a sudden (aside from my cock, that is).

I cried out in confusion, "What?! But you just said the exact same words a second ago!"

I was trying to understand Cindy's words, but my mind was more on Mindy's extraordinary oral attack. I thought, Jesus Christ on a pogo stick! She hasn't sucked on my cock with this kind of desperate hunger in years! Looking at her emotional, straining face, I realized, She's actually shedding some tears of struggle! She hasn't done that in a blowjob in years either! 

"I know," Cindy patiently explained. "But I'm making the point that those words have different meanings depending on how you look at them. You're not thinking about what they mean from HER point of view, from a true cucquean perspective. For a cucquean, that's just about the best news ever! It's like..."

She searched her mind for an apt metaphor, even waving a hand in the air in frustration, as if that would help. Then she found one. "Remember when Mindy told you she was pregnant for the first time? I wasn't there for it, but I've heard about how you were flying higher than the moon! This is just like that for her!"

I thought back to the total euphoria I'd felt when I'd been told Mindy was pregnant with Nicky. I truly was walking on air for days, if not weeks! I had a hard time imagining anyone could feel anything remotely like that for something as trivial as this. The ecstasy I was currently feeling from my wife's hot, talented mouth couldn't even begin to compare. This was just sexual pleasure, albeit great pleasure. That event had been utterly life changing.

Mindy moaned loudly around my shaft, trying to express her total agreement. Since Cindy was kneeling next to her, she used one arm to give her a side hug as best as possible, even though that meant taking a hand off my privates. She used her other hand to briefly give the thumbs up sign before resuming stroking her talented fingers up and down my long shaft. Of course, her even more talented lips and tongue never stopped their busy work either.

Cindy smiled from ear to ear. "See?! I guessed right!"

She was going to say more, but I had a stunning realization. "Heeeeeey! Wait a minute! The sex boycott! Mindy shouldn't be blowing me at all!"

Cindy waved a hand dismissively. "True. But if there ever was a time to give her a pass on that, this is the TIME!"

Surprisingly, I wasn't that upset with this blatant sex boycott violation. The extremely emotional way she was reacting showed something extraordinary was happening. Yes, I knew Min had her cucquean tendencies, but she also was supposed to be upset at me breaking my wedding vows without even asking first. I had to admit to myself that I didn't fully understand what was going on. I had to ask, "Why?"

Cindy practically bounced up and down in agitation. "Master, don't you know ANYTHING?! Arrrgh! How can I explain?!" She gesticulated wildly, setting her already jiggling big breasts swaying dramatically. "This is big, like 'event of the year' big! This is like the Super Bowl for her. It's even Chargers winning the Super Bowl big. No, bigger! Much bigger! This is a once in a lifetime victory!"

I flopped my hands around in frustration. "What?! Why?! I've already gotten intimate with FOUR other women! And I've out and out fucked both you and Cupcake!"

I realized I was clutching my hands into fists. God, my wife was bobbing fast and intently! It was making it hard for me to think about anything but the overwhelming waves of pleasure coming from my crotch.

Cindy appeared to be getting increasingly excited herself. "True, but that was all 'in the family' stuff, fully approved in advance."

I cut in, "Cupcake's not in the family!"

"She is now! Heck, you even think of her as 'Cupcake' now, I can tell. Don't you DARE say she's not in the family or you'll break her sweet, loving heart. But in any case, this is different! This is your very first case of fucking some strange pussy fully outside the harem. And you did it just because she's that hot, and just because you can! And you didn't even ask permission first! Did I mention that already?"

"You did!" I realized I was almost shouting due to the fact that Min was sucking me so fast and hard. I looked down at her face and saw so many teary streaks from her struggle with my size that it looked like she'd been bawling like a baby. That was very unusual coming from her, since she'd had so many years to get used to my size. In fact, I couldn't remember the last time she'd cried tears of struggle with me. It showed how she had lost all control over her emotions and was channeling that energy into frantic cocksucking bliss. I had to put my hands on her head in a seemingly futile effort to try to get her to slow down some before she made me bust my nut embarrassingly quickly.

Cindy reached in with one hand and started fondling my balls, since they were hanging free. (Mindy was still hugging Cindy with one arm while her other hand was rapidly stroking my throbbing shaft.) She sighed contentedly, like she really needed to do that, somehow.

Then Cin put her other arm around Min as she said emphatically, "Well, good! Because I can't stress that enough! This isn't just about Sonia; this is about setting precedent! That's what makes it a major milestone in all our lives, just like her getting pregnant. We've broken through a crucial barrier! Look at these balls... these balls in my hand!" she reverently intoned.

She was gently rolling my scrotum in her free hand, giving me the curious feeling that what she was doing was almost an act of reverence and devotion. "These balls are so full of cum... powerful, rich, hot, spermy, virile... MASTER cum! And some of that fertile seed has been coaxed from these mighty balls, out through your long and oh so deliciously thick dick, until finally blasting its way into the furthest reaches of Sonia Bossi's steaming… hot… wet… needy… CUNT!"

Cindy brought her other hand back around from Mindy's back so she could fondle my balls with both hands. Her eyes were wide and she gawked like my balls held the key to understanding the mysteries of the universe. Then she looked at Mindy's sliding lips a few inches higher up, and actually shrieked in delight, as if she'd just noticed a blowjob was happening.

I could see Cindy was getting highly distracted. I was getting more than a little distracted too. Still, I managed to prod her, "What was that? About setting precedent?"

That seemed to bring he back. "Oh, right! That's SO important! Because now that you've fucked her, then there's nothing stopping you from fucking lots of other women who need to ride the King too! You're turning into such a masterly STUD, even more than before! You've broken through your own blockheaded mental barrier about so-called 'cheating,' and we couldn't be happier about it!"

Mindy did slow her head bobbing way down, since I'd forced her to with both my hands. But that almost made matters "worse," since up until this point she'd been using a lot of motion but no finesse. Now, she was honing in on my sweet spot with tongue work, driving me wild. She moaned particularly loudly, apparently to show her hearty approval of that last comment.

Cindy was able to lean in, now that Mindy's head wasn't flying back and forth dangerously. She started licking me mid-shaft, just below my wife's stretched out lips. Min immediately noticed and made sure to keep her sliding fingers away from Cindy's territory.

I grunted with some combination of lust and exasperation. I decided I'd definitely increased the danger of cumming by making Mindy slow down, now that Cindy was joining in.

Cindy kept talking as she licked, while also vigorously caressing my balls with two hands. "Think about it! Now that he's fucked Sonia, who's next? Jane Corlin, perhaps?"

"MMMM! MMMM!" That was Mindy. Hearing that spurred her on just like she'd been given a sharp electric shock. She suddenly upped her passion even more. She didn't have much real estate to deal with, given that Cindy was licking only about two inches down, but she began sucking rapidly back and forth over those two inches with such great suction that it was all I could do to clench my teeth and my PC muscle and hang on for dear life!

Cindy exclaimed, "Holy FUCK! The cum in these balls! Some of this very cum is going to end up in Jane's mouth, I just know it! You'll pump your cum into her and she'll hungrily swallow it down into her tummy! Think about her glamorous face, normally so perfect and made up, all sweaty and straining, tears running down her cheeks, as she battles to pleasure our man with her lips and tongue, just like the rest of us!"

Mindy actually yelled some words in response to that. Luckily, her mouth was so full that I didn't have to worry much about people outside the office hearing. But still, I wondered what she was trying to say.

Seeing the effect that her lewd words had, Cindy added with glee, "Or what about Anjali? I've got this picture in my mind of her screaming in agony and ecstasy as she slowly and inexorably impales herself down onto the King! God, that girl has the tits! And her body! What a bod! Not like Jane's though! She's even BIGGER everywhere, especially in the CHEST! GAAAWWWD! Those G-cups are going to get FUCKED!"

Cindy actually had to pause for a few moments to catch her breath, because her chest was heaving wildly. To be honest, all three of us were panting hard like we'd just run a long race. "Mindy, can you just imagine the regal Jane, crawling on all fours with her big milk jugs swinging low, her face full of your hubby's cum, yet still craving another hot and heavy load of baby batter?!"

That affected my wife so much that she actually screamed out loud as she climaxed! Thank God that her mouth was completely crammed full of hot cock-meat, muffling her orgasmic cries.

But still, she made enough noise that it forced me to look around and worry who might overhear. And that in turn hammered home the fact that I was getting blown in my wife's office! I really, really didn't want to hear the sound of someone knocking at the door, interrupting us! I was confident the door was locked. But if anyone heard and unlocked the door to investigate, boy, would that be an embarrassing scene for us all! Both women would be fired on the spot!

Unfortunately, I'd passed some erotic point of no return, because such thoughts only aroused me more instead of giving me pause. Besides, there wasn't anything I could do when they were like this. They were on fire!

After scanning the room and confirming it was empty, I made the mistake of looking down at them. Luckily, I couldn't see much of their lusty faces, because I was dangerously close to the edge. But just seeing their mops of hair bobbing in time to their sucking and licking, as well as their bombshell nude bodies, with all their fancy clothes scattered on the floor behind them, was too much. I had to shut my eyes tight and even clench my fists as I desperately fought the urge to unload into my wife's hungry gullet.

Just when I thought I was out of the woods, Cindy continued, "Or what about Nina? What about Monique? Or Laura? Or Josie? Or Rosanne?"

After mentioning each name Cindy would pause, giving Mindy a chance to moan out a loud muffled approval of the woman.

Cindy went on, "Gaawwwd! There are so many fucking hotties at Mama Mia's alone! Now that Dan's tamed Sonia, she won't be able to stop him from taking over and taming her entire staff, one by one! Every single damn waitress will fall in love with his cock and each time he fucks a new one, The Bat will have no choice but to hold his hot cock and help guide it in into yet another virgin CUNT!"

Cindy had to stop for half a minute at least, because Mindy moaned for so long and with such volume. My wife's lips trembled and hummed as another orgasm overtook her.

It occurred to me that not all the waitresses at Mama Mia's were virgins. In fact, the odds were good that none of them were. But I realized that factual realism wasn't the point. I must admit that I wanted to hear more of Cindy's fantasies, and the wilder the better.

Finally, Cindy breathlessly resumed, "Think about the possibilities! Our master will fucking OWN the place! Whenever he goes there, the nearest slutty waitress will come up to him and ask, 'How may I serve you and your cock, sir?' Then she'll slip a hand into his pants and start jacking him off as a matter of course! And FUCK IT if any of the customers see!"

Seeing that she was getting a good reaction from the way Mindy and I were panting and moaning, she went on, "I swear, it'll be Grand Central Station under the table, as all the waitresses and Sonia take turns choking and crying on the King! There oughta be a rule: at least two naked young busty sluts bobbing on his cock at any given time, all day long! He'll turn the place into his harem away from home!"

Although Mindy had just experienced a big orgasm, these ideas fired her right back up. Cindy had to speak louder because Mindy was moaning more or less continuously.

Cindy was getting very worked up too. She stopped talking for a little bit. Clearly, she wanted to shove my erection straight down her throat too, but since that wasn't possible at the moment, she fully engulfed one of my balls in her mouth instead. She spent the next minute or two lovingly and thoroughly bathing each of my balls with her saliva.

That felt great, naturally, but it actually was kind of a reprieve for me, because the more she talked, the more both women worked themselves into a lusty frenzy.

The reprieve didn't last long though, because Cindy suddenly pulled her mouth off my balls and looked up at me with a raging fire in her eyes. She resumed, "But why stop there?! Master, the world is your oyster! You've got the charisma, the looks, the personality - the whole package! And you've got the package package!" She giggled as she leaned back in and licked from my balls right up to Mindy's lips, making clear what "package" she was referring to.

She went on, "Having sex with you is the most fun I've ever had in my life, and every woman who's tried it feels the same way! You have a GIFT! You should share it! Fuck every damn hot and tight cunt you so desire! Now that Sonia's been skewered by you, she's a goner! She just doesn't know it yet! God, Master, it makes me so fucking HOT, knowing that even a bitchy, difficult woman like her can't help but cave and crumble, and humble herself just to get fucked by you again! Fuck me! Fuck me! OH! Oooooaaaah! FUCK MEEEEE!"

I felt that one of Cindy's hands had left my balls. Although I couldn't directly see what was happening due to two heads over my crotch, from the angle and motion in Cindy's arm I could tell she was frigging herself to a powerful orgasm.

But, impressively, that didn't slow down her talking much. Even as her voice wavered and her body trembled, she resumed, "Now that you've started with Sonia, nothing should be off limits! For instance, what's wrong with Erica? Fuck the hell out of her too!"

Judging from her screaming moan, Mindy certainly approved, even though she had to know Cindy was referring to Mindy's sister!

Cindy panted as she gave my balls a particularly aggressive squeeze, "Pump some of this cum right into her! So much HOT CUM! So much THICK COCK! Needs to be shared! And Sandy! Definitely Sandy! God, she's got tits for miles! Master, don't lie to me! How many times did you cum as you were growing up, thinking of fucking her in every hole?!"

Cindy was staring off into space as she appeared to direct her comments right at an imaginary Sandy. "Ride 'em cowgirl! Ride him hard! Churn your hips on your BROTHER! Oh, FUCK!"

Now it was my turn to practically scream! I had to take a hand off Mindy's head to cover my mouth, because as Cindy practically screamed to Mindy's entire office building, Sandy was MY sister! And my desire for her was my secret shame, especially since she was happily married. But then again, Erica was married too. It was all so wrong!

I hoped my loud moans and grunts weren't noticed that much, since Mindy was wailing non-stop into my boner. If she wasn't cumming continuously, she was damn close! Yet somehow through all her uncontrollable screaming, her lips continued their relentless attack. I was tipping over the edge.

Then Cindy had to go even further. "And let's not forget Nicky! NO! We can't leave her out! Master, you NEED to fuck her! Please! For her sake! She needs to belong to the harem, and God only knows she has the body to properly pleasure you! Take her! Tame her! Bone her! ENSLAVE her to your COCK! Let her get totally addicted to the taste of your CUM! Pound her in every hole, over and over, until the only thing she knows or wants is the joy of worshipping her daddy's cock for the rest of her life, just like the rest of us! ENSLAVE her, I say!"

That was IT! I wasn't going to last very much longer anyway, especially after her dastardly mentions of the likes of Erica and Sandy. But with her lewd talk of fucking and even enslaving my oldest daughter, my precious and innocent Nicky, I lost my willpower to resist and damn near lost my mind!

Mindy immediately sensed my balls tightening and somehow had the wherewithal to pull her greedy lips all the way off me. Then, still holding and stroking my boner, she aimed the resulting cum blast right at her face! Rope after rope splattered her from forehead to chin and all her other facial features. But even when she was delirious with lust she somehow remembered the "share the cock" rule, or perhaps sharing just came to her unthinkingly by now. Cindy pressed her head directly against the side of Mindy's, and despite the fact that Min could no longer see, soon my boner was being re-aimed directly at the center of Cindy's beautiful face.

I think I unloaded about two gallons of cum on the both of them. One gallon on each! Okay, okay, I know that isn't anywhere close to physically possible, but it sure as hell felt like it. My orgasm went on and on, for at least ten minutes! And yes, I know that's not true either. Even ten seconds would have been wildly improbable for a man, but I'm just explaining how I felt. Time seemed to stop and then stretch on forever, right at the peak of climax!

When I was all done, I staggered backwards, fumbling around for a chair. I didn't find one, but I managed to rest my ass on the edge of a desk, and that would have to suffice. I couldn't believe I'd managed to stay standing that whole time, given the way they'd rocked me and left me quite literally weak in the knees.

I looked down at my two wives with what I'm sure was sheer amazement on my face. True, this was hardly the first time I'd shot my load on two faces at once. That was becoming a surprisingly common part of my life. But they just looked so sexy that I couldn't get over it. I knew I'd never get completely used to such a sight, with my pearly seed splattered here and there. And yeah, it wasn't two gallons, but it sure as hell was a much bigger load than usual! I didn't want to admit that Cindy's crazy talk coaxed even more cum out of me than usual, but it was hard to deny that was exactly what happened.

Min and Cin looked at each other with matching expressions I could only describe as "rapturous" and "triumphant." Min exclaimed, "Cin, you're brilliant! I love how you defended me. I couldn't have said any of it better! I love you!"

Cindy didn't get to reply, because they shared a spermy kiss so hot that it's a wonder the two of them didn't spontaneously burst into flames!

I closed my eyes because I couldn't take the arousing imagery anymore, especially right after cumming. However, I was still way too hopped up on my lusty high, and closing my eyes meant I was immediately assaulted by visions of the women Cindy had been talking about. I started out thinking about Cindy's image of "the regal Jane, crawling on all fours with her big milk jugs swinging low, her face full of your hubby's cum." That alone was almost too mind-blowing to imagine!

But somehow her face morphed into Sandy's with her body and breast size not changing much at all! I'd never consciously realized how very similar they were from the neck down. That probably helped explain why I had such strong desires for Jane, since I couldn't let myself ever think that way about Sandy. But then again I would have felt that way about Jane anyway. Hell, any straight man would.

I tried to get Sandy out of my mind, and fast. One advantage to my new harem life was that so many highly arousing things were happening to me in real life on a daily basis that it helped put my forbidden and deeply repressed thoughts about my sister even further to the back of my mind. I didn't want to reopen that door, so I forced her out of my mind. But things only went from bad to worse, because Sandy's face morphed into Nicky's! There she was, my loving daughter, crawling to me on her hands and knees, gloriously naked from head to toe, bending down so low that her massive E-cups were lightly brushing the carpet in my bedroom!

Her face was splattered full of my jism, but her eyes were wide open and she was staring up at me adoringly. Such a lusty and hungry look she had in her eyes! "Daddy! I get it now! I don't know what I was thinking, resisting being one of your cock slaves. Our family is bound together by our devoted service to your cock! I love you so much! How can I love you any better than with all my body?"

Crawling closer to me, her eyes went wide with delight and she sat up on her heels. That freed her hands up and she grasped my boner with both hands. Her massive tits wobbled on her chest, with more of my cum dripping down those outrageously curvy upper slopes. She lovingly fondled and stroked my thickness with all ten fingers, licking her lips. "Ooooh! Impressive! You're still stiff!"

Then something strange happened to me that I couldn't recall happening before, because my daydream fantasy somehow morphed into real life. I realized the words Nicky spoke had really just been spoken by Mindy. I opened my eyes and saw her in virtually the exact same pose Nicky had been in, including holding my erection. It was a jarring jolt back to reality, to say the least.

The major difference though was that while there were two hands on my hard-on, only one belonged to Min. Cin was right next to her, just like earlier, and she was holding me too!

I exclaimed in sheer disbelief, "Good God! I AM stiff again! How did that happen?!"

My sex-mad wife suggested, "Maybe you were thinking about banging Sonia some more." She licked her lips hungrily.

That little gesture sent shivers down my spine, because it accidentally mimicked the way Nicky had been licking her lips in my fantasy mere seconds earlier.

I shut my eyes tight and tried to summon my willpower. Get a grip! Stop thinking about HER! She's off limits! Min's got a good idea: think of Sonia instead! 

Luckily for me, Sonia had been such an incredible fuck that thoughts of plowing her tight pussy while she worked her hips with the body control of a belly dancer managed to drive all thoughts of Nicky out of my mind.

Then I heard Mindy ask, "You need to tell us what happened! Was it all fucking, or did she get a chance to suck you too?"

With my eyes closed, I muttered, "Oh, there was sucking. Half of it was that!"

I heard a loud slapping sound, and curiosity forced me to look. I caught the tail end of Mindy and Cindy high-fiving each other. They were smiling from ear to ear.

Mindy exclaimed victoriously, "Oh, she's definitely a goner then! She might as well surrender!"

Cindy was just as psyched. "For sure! How could any woman EVER go back to normal-sized dicks after slobbering on the King?! I know I can't!" She giggled as she lowered her head again.

I had to close my eyes again, since I couldn't bear to look at the far too arousing sight of their cummy faces. So I couldn't see what she was doing, but I definitely felt her tongue lapping on my sweet spot. Mindy and Cindy tilted my boner straight up and then stroked together further down my shaft so Cindy would have enough room to lick.

It seemed as if Cindy was just going to lick for a while. But Mindy put a hand on the back of her hand and pressed her downwards. I heard my wife demand, "What are you being shy for, slave? Why have part of Master's cock when you can have it all? I know your jaw must be sore, but you know you at least want it to fill and rule your mouth!"

Apparently Cindy didn't need much convincing, because I heard her quietly mutter her favorite rule: "Pleasure the cock!" Then she craned her mouth open wide and slid all my cockhead back in, and then some.

I let out a long, blissful sigh that must have gone on for nearly a minute.

Mindy smirked with glee and ran a hand through Cindy's brown-red hair. "You go, girl! You deserve that and more after being such an eloquent spokesslut for me." She chuckled at that.

Cindy tilted her head slightly and gave Mindy the thumbs up sign.

Min reached up and rubbed one of my arms, catching my attention after I was spacing out, tripping on the sheer arousal. She stared at Cindy's face as if in a trance. "Oh, Honey! If you only knew how happy it makes me to see one of your slaves give in to the sucking urge. The urge to SUCK! Just seeing that long strand of cum dangling off her chin threatening to fall down, or the tear streaks meeting more cum streaks on her cheeks... oh my! It's all too much! This reaffirms everything I believe in, about you, and about the joy of getting cucked."

Then she looked back up at me and asked in her smirky, knowing way, "It's good to be the master, isn't it?"

"It is," I flashed her a toothy smile while still keeping my eyes shut tight. But I could see the sperm dripping on their faces in my mind, so I didn't matter much if I looked or not.

"I'll bet." Mindy still had a hand around the base of my shaft, and somehow she found room to stroke it while Cindy did the same with her hand just above, thanks to their fingers sliding in tandem. Then of course Cindy was also using her mouth, repeatedly sliding down almost to gagging level.

Giving my hard-on an affirmative squeeze, my wife said, "Especially with a cock this thick and a wife as willing as I am. You can have anyone you want! Starting with The Bat! That's the proof of concept. If you can fuck her even when she despises you, the sky's the limit!"

A minute or two passed as I luxuriated in all the combined hand and mouth effort, not to mention thinking about how good fucking Sonia had been. She's right! I can have anyone I want! Well, within reasonable limits, of course. I'm so blessed with my lucky genetics! I have what women want! It's like I'm the hottest girl in school, the cheerleading captain, the homecoming queen. Except with the genders reversed. Even hotties like that have to desire someone, and they're after ME! 

I suppose I'd known that on some level for a long time, but my natural modesty prevented me from truly admitting it to myself. Plus, I'd been in such a great monogamous relationship that the idea was never tested. But after I'd fucked Sonia, I had to admit they were right. It was a whole new ballgame!

I decided it was time to get some more serious discussion going. I complained, "This can't be happening! Look where we are! Look what we're doing!" I gesticulated at her office surroundings. "Look at your face, for crying out loud! We were supposed to have a serious talk!"

With a blissed out look, she brought a hand to her face. She swiped a finger through a large cum streak and sucked it into her mouth. "Mmmm! Yum! Hon, you really outdid yourself. I'm surprised you have this much cum to give after squirting who knows how many cummy loads into Sonia." With that, she squealed in delight, "Oooh! You fucked Sonia Bossi! Pinch me, I'm dreaming!"

I rolled my eyes and shook my head. "Honey! Get a hold of yourself. I'm truly distressed by what this all means. Especially how it just sort of happened out of the blue, which meant I didn't get a chance to talk to you about it first."

I was going to say more, but Mindy's eyes lit up. "Ooooh! Thanks for reminding me! Gaawwwd, that's SO HOT! That's too exciting for words! I didn't know you would EVER mentally get there, and it happened the very FIRST TIME! Awww, fuck me! Cin, you'd better enjoy all those thick inches while you can, because he's going to have to fuck me with all that throbbing cock-meat in a minute!"

I held my hands out defensively. "No fucking! Not even sucking. Can we just have a serious discussion for one minute without my dick somehow being involved?!"

My wife tilted her head as if curiously pondering that. Then she smirk-grinned widely. "Nope! Sorry, ain't gonna happen!"

I looked down at Cindy's bobbing head and realized she was right, this time. It felt too good for me to seriously resist. Luckily, Cindy wasn't in a sucking frenzy mode like Mindy had been at first. I could cope with her relatively mellow style, especially since I'd just unloaded myself onto both of their faces.

Seeing me frown and sigh as I watched Cindy's sliding lips, Mindy reached out and took my hand. After she resumed eye contact, she said, "Honey, I understand where you're coming from. You DO have legitimate concerns, and we DO need to seriously talk about them. But let us celebrate first! Thinking back to Cin's great pregnancy news metaphor, imagine if when you'd first knocked me up, we'd been dirt poor. Of course that would mean problems that had to be addressed. But would we do that right away? NO! First we'd celebrate the joyful news! Probably with lots and lots of fucking! Which, as I recall, is exactly what we did!" She winked playfully.

I thought back to that time. True, we hadn't been "dirt poor" or close to it, but we did have problems due to her getting pregnant before we'd planned it. Still, we didn't sit down and have a serious talk right away. No, we fucked and fucked until we were all fucked out.

So I could see her point. I sighed.

After a long pause, during which I listened to Cindy's loving slurping, I said, "Hon, I'm starting to get it, just a little. But this whole cucquean mindset is too alien to me. I mean, look at you and me right now, holding hands and sharing a loving moment while Cindy kneels naked next to you with a face full of cum, while still trying to coax another load out of me, and with all those tears of effort rolling down her cheeks. It's surreal!"

Mindy looked to Cindy, but her smile only grew wider. "I know! Isn't it GREAT?!" Then she looked back at my frowning face. "Ah. You said that as if it's a bad thing. God knows why, though! Sometimes I have trouble understanding your reluctant mindset too, you know. Why NOT celebrate, with all three of us?! Doesn't it feel FANTASTIC, having fucked the bitchy and bossy Bat? Come on! Look me right in the eyes and tell me that you didn't love it!"

Her enthusiasm was so great, and Cindy's oral work felt so good, that I couldn't resist cracking a grin. "I can't say that. She was... pretty damn good."

Mindy then asked me, "Sweetheart, was she as good of a fuck as I'm betting she was? I'd be expecting even better than 'pretty damn good.' Any woman with a body like hers but also that attitude of hers has to be seriously repressed. I'll bet she had years of pent up sexual need that she unleashed on you!"

I opened my eyes again, because I had to look at her expression as I said, "Honey, you're so perceptive that it's scary. That's exactly what happened! Of course it was fantastic! Once she snapped into sex mode, she was like an insatiable fucking machine!"

"YES!" My cum-splattered wife actually raised her arms up high, as if she'd just won a boxing match.

Even Cindy raised her hands triumphantly at the same time, despite being so focused with closed eyes on slobbering all over my cockhead that she didn't realize Mindy was doing the same thing at the same time.

I had to laugh, and that eased some tension I didn't even realize I was carrying. "You're fucking nuts, you know that? Both of you!"

My wife grinned impishly, still oblivious to the cum dripping down her cheeks and chin. "Guilty as charged! But so fucking what?" She took my hand again. "Hon, we're so blessed! Cin was right about you having a gift. It's a gift you need to deposit in as many female orifices as you so desire, which in my opinion should be ALL OF THEM!"

I laughed. "All the orifices of all the women in the entire world? All three or four billion women out there?"

She smirked. "No, don't be silly. That would be wildly impractical. Just the 'perfect ten' busty babe types. There are probably well less than a million of those, if we get picky."

I laughed some more. "Oh, gee, thanks. That's much more reasonable."

She laughed too. "It is! And I fully approve and cheer you on, so it's win-win all around! Why not just give in and fully enjoy yourself? Tell us all about how you fucked your 'mortal enemy,' the intimidating and bossy Sonia Bossi! That's got to be a story for the ages! Revel in it! Love it! Ham it up! And we'll take turns blowing and fucking you all the while!"

I found myself staring at her face, my mind adrift. I realized with a start that I was flashing back to the vision I'd had of Nicky on all fours with her face similarly covered in cum. I shook my head, trying to shake those thoughts away.

I forced myself to pay more attention to the conversation. There were important things I still needed to say before I switched to storytelling mode. "That sounds damn tempting. And I can tell that's going to happen, since you two are so incorrigible. But I'm worried about the time. You see, the reason I came to your office is that I wanted to catch you alone so I could break the news to you before you got home."

She looked at Cindy's cummy face and bobbing mouth and her smirk grew still larger. "I guess the 'alone' part didn't exactly work out as you'd planned!"

I sighed. "No, thanks to your far too astute guessing. And that's a problem, because I've already decided we can't let the others know about even a hint of this!"

That set my wife back, almost like a slap on the face. "Really?!"

I finally managed to make Min frown, if only briefly. That was quite a feat, considering how ecstatic she was.

"Really."

Cindy also froze her lips in surprise. But that only lasted for a few seconds and then her tongue resumed its relentless lapping on my sweet spot.

My wife asked me, "Why?! For God's sake, why?!"

I felt Cindy's head resume its bobbing too, and I realized I had a hand on her head and I was idly stroking her hair. Nothing stops her cocksucking lust. Even bad news only merits a brief pause. God, I'm a lucky man! 

I figured if she could keep lapping on me no matter what, I could at least keep talking coherently too. "Because of the sex boycott, that's why! I've decided it's not working... or, at least it's not working well enough yet, and we're running out of time with Nicky coming back home." I felt a jolt of arousal at my own mention of Nicky's name.

My eyes went wide. I was far too aroused! Thinking of Nicky brought back that mental image of her on all fours with her huge tits almost dragging along the carpet, her face full of MY cum... It was too much! I was going to cum within seconds unless I did something fast!

Luckily, I came up with an inspired excuse to suddenly lower the arousal level I was feeling. I exclaimed, "And by the way... Cindy, take your mouth off my boner for a minute so you can fully understand this. That's an order!"

Cindy reluctantly complied, although she kept right on stroking my long shaft. She batted her eyes at me provocatively, her raging lust barely contained. "Yes, Master? I'm at your command!"

I tried to ignore her tempting look, not to mention her sliding fingers. At least Min also let go. That left her just kneeling next to her without touching me.

Phew! Close call! Too close! How am I going to get that image of Nicky of my mind for good? It's not just wrong, it's dangerous!! That could make me cum at any time, in a heartbeat! 

I took a few heavy breaths, trying to calm myself and refocus. I told them, "Listen carefully and listen closely, because I'm making a new rule: there are certain names that shall NEVER be mentioned in a sexual context. One of them is Nicky's, obviously. I thought I'd made that clear enough already. And any talk about adding said individual to the harem is right out! And Erica and Sandy are on that list too! Need I remind you that not only are they both family, they're married!"

To my relief, both Cindy and Mindy just bowed their heads remorsefully and nodded obediently. They looked genuinely contrite.

Cindy said, while still idly jacking me off, "Master, I'm the one to blame. I should be punished. You don't need a new rule like that, because it was already plenty clear to me that all three of those names were off limits. It's self-evident, and you'd warned us about Nicky before. But I was so excited in the heat of the moment with the big Sonia news rattling round my brain that it was like I lost all control the words coming out of my mouth. I don't know what came over me!"

To my chagrin, she added, "I'm especially sorry about suggesting you adding her to the harem. We've been over this before, and I know how strongly you feel about that. In the heat of the moment, when I said 'enslave her to your cock' and the like, I just wasn't thinking. It's like the logical part of my brain was turned off. Now that I've calmed down some, I feel ashamed that I said that you should pound her in every hole and let her get addicted to the taste of your cum. Of course I didn't mean all that."

I nodded. I hoped she didn't notice, but I was frantically squeezing my PC muscle. Her apology was far too vivid and got me horny for my off-limits daughter all over again! Damn!

Then Mindy said, "And I need to be punished too. True, I didn't say those names, since my lips were stretched around your impossibly thick and oh-so-tasty cock..." I felt her gaze longingly at my stiffness in Cindy's hand, as if she hadn't been married to me all these years.

She went on, "But I lustily moaned my approval as much as humanly possible. And had my mouth been free, I probably would have gone there if I'd thought of it. Sometimes, a person gets so very aroused that it's like a temporary insanity. I've gotta warn you that even right now, I'm just one step shy of feeling that way. As soon as you start telling us the details of how you fucked Sonia, I know I'm going to lose my freaking mind!"

I thought, Lord, have mercy! Give me the energy to rock their worlds. I'm too close to cumming already, and I haven't even really started telling my Sonia story. I love them so much, but it's going to take all my energy to get through the fuck-fest to come! 




Chapter 16



Mindy looked around the room. "Okay, if we're going to do this storytelling, let's make sure we'll all comfy first. You don't look too good with your ass against the edge of my desk. Let's get you to a chair." 

She got me a chair and I gladly sat down in it.

Once I did so, Cindy repositioned. She trapped my boner in her deep cleavage. Only then did she crane her head back down and resume sucking and slurping on the tip.

Min sighed blissfully. "Aaaah! A titfuck-blowjob combo! Excellent idea, girl!"

Then she looked up at me, her body suddenly brimming with energy and her eyes on fire. "Hon, look at me! Here I am in my stuffy old office, naked as the day I was born, wearing your cum on my face and eager to start about how you fucked Sonia! And right next to me, my best friend Cindy is worshipping your big cock with her tits and her mouth, like the sex slave she truly is and was always meant to be! I'll never look at this room in the same way again, and I LOVE IT! Does it get any better than this?!"

Somehow, her visible excitement increased even more, until she was practically vibrating all over. "And the answer is YES! It just occurred to me that, yes, it will get even BETTER! Someday soon, I'll be talking to you just like this, except you'll be standing up and Jane will be taking turns with Cindy bobbing on your cock! Yes, Jane! And Sonia will be kneeling behind you and licking your ass crack! And Anjali will be standing in front of you, French kissing your lips while rubbing her oiled up big tits all over your bare chest! And Michelle will be right behind you, her pussy actually resting on Sonia's head as she rubs her oiled up even BIGGER tits against you back! And Ruby-"

I raised a hand, cutting her off. "Enough, please! I get the picture!"

My wild wife was bouncing in excitement. "I don't think you do, since I had lots more hotties to add, including so many waitresses, and total babes you haven't even met yet! But close enough; you get the picture." She chuckled, probably realizing that she was getting too carried away.

I stared incredulously at her and let out a world weary sigh.

But that didn't dampen her enthusiasm much at all. In fact, she continued emphatically, "And my point is, that WILL happen! Okay, maybe not every single one of them, but most of them, for sure! All of us, working as one, to endlessly pleasure YOU! Our master! It really IS going to happen exactly like that someday! DAMN! I think I'm going to be the queen of the cucqueans!"

Cindy obviously approved of Mindy's vision, because she upped her efforts. Her head still didn't move much, but she was doing wondrous things with her lips and especially her tongue.

My mind was fully convinced that vision could never happen. That didn't even happen in most porn videos, and this was real life! But a part of me had to admit that with one wife and four cock slaves, things were actually going to happen to me that were very similar to that. In fact, the Dream Chair was designed for that exact purpose. It was merely a matter of who would be involved. I could definitely object to the inclusion of the likes of Jane and Sonia, but the truth was she was not that far off.

That blew my head clean off. I tried to stay level-headed and not let my thoughts go in that direction, but as aroused as I was, I was much more receptive than usual. It was too amazing to contemplate!

However, even though I knew her vision wasn't completely absurd, I certainly didn't want to further encourage her cucquean sensibilities. I figured it was best to appear to be in denial. "Look. That's not going to happen, okay? I'll admit that this opens the door to me fucking other women, but that's going to be a rare thing. I'm overextended with FIVE freaking cock slaves, as it is!"

I covered my face in my hands, hoping that would distract me from the spermy faces and other sexy sights so I could think clearly. Or at least somewhat clearly. UGH! I swear, Min has no limits! She would arrange that very scene tomorrow if she could get me and everyone else involved to agree with it. Yikes! I'm torn between welcoming that with open arms, and... well... getting exhausted just thinking about that much sex all the time. I'm discovering there really is too much of a good thing! 

Before things get even more out of hand with me telling Sonia stories, I've got to at least make a couple of important things clear. At least I made my point about certain names being off limits. And they WILL be punished for that, soon. Not that that'll stop them, but at least it should slow them down some. 

What else? Fuck, this talking-while-getting-blown stuff is insane. Oh yeah, keeping secrets. 

I opened my eyes and dared to look back down at them and their cummy faces. Surprisingly, Min still wasn't touching me in any way, but she looked like she was a bomb about to go off. Her entire body was brimming with excitement. I realized I needed to talk fast before... Well, I didn't know what was going to happen, except it would be even more highly arousing and distracting.

I spoke firmly to them, "Okay. So. First, to reiterate, certain names are off limits when it comes to sex, especially the 'N' word. Is that clear enough already, and with NO loopholes?"

I got unhappy mumbles and grumbles in response, which given what Cindy was still doing to me were only to be expected. But they both acknowledged that I had indeed been clear on this point.

"Secondly, what the heck are we doing here?! Meaning it has to be well after five by now. Are some security guards going to come by and make trouble?"

Mindy giddily replied, "I can happily tell you there's no trouble on that front. Your timing was ideal. Most people left within ten minutes of you arriving. But you know how the law biz is, with people working crazy hours. There's always at least a few people working late on this floor alone, sometimes very late, so the security guys just wait downstairs. We'd have to be here a couple more hours at least before anyone came poking around."

"Good." I was surprised that I hadn't been more concerned by that. Perhaps I'd anticipated her answer, or maybe I was just getting used to these sorts of situations. "I want to get back to my intended main point, about keeping secrets."

Mindy longingly gazed at Cindy's ever-sliding lips. "Do we have to right now? I've been so good and patient, letting her have your cock all to herself. But I'm about to burst with desire! Let's stick with the plan: you tell us hot Sonia stories and we'll fuck and suck the King into oblivion!"

"That sounds pretty damn good, I must admit," I replied. "But I have to at least mention this issue now so you'll understand my concern about timing."

"Timing?" she asked quizzically.

I winced. Good grief. I'm not making myself clear. But then again it's a miracle I can still talk at all! God. Cin's really tired, I can tell. Her jaw must ache pretty bad after all this time, and her cheeks are even more teary than cummy. And yet she keeps right on sucking me, with all kinds of tongue. She really is a wonder! 

I patted the top of her head approvingly, and ran my fingers through her hair.

She mewled contentedly, and then began bobbing with even more suction and vigor. It seemed that just that little gesture from me gave her a second wind.

After refocusing, I said, "I mean how much time we might have left tonight. You see, like I was saying before I was blindsided by yet another sexy distraction, the sex boycott isn't working the way it should be, and we're running out of time with Nicky returning in ten days. It occurred to me that even if I'm not having sex with some of you, you hear stories of me having sex with others, and that somehow inspires and sustains you. I don't understand the cucquean mentality, but it is what it is. So I've decided stricter measures are needed. Starting tomorrow, I'm not going to have sex with anybody, period!"

That got their attention! Cindy had been happily bobbing along, tears streaming down her straining face like usual, when she suddenly froze. Then she pulled her lips all the way off and joined Mindy in just gawking up at me in disbelief.

After the longest pause, Mindy asked in a breathless whisper, "Are you serious?!"

I nodded. "Serious as a heart attack. I know it's going to be painful for all of us, including me, but it's the only way. I've been kind of cheating still having sex with you, Cindy, and with Sue Ellen. Not to mention breaking down and having sex with you today, Min, when that definitely shouldn't be happening at all! All of you seem to have caught the cucquean bug to some extent, so when I have sex with any of you, you share detailed stories of that with the others, and it's practically like I've had sex with everyone. That means my boycott has no real teeth."

Cindy was so bummed that she was just holding my boner, not even stroking it. She said glumly, "I haven't been saying much to the others, for that very reason. I want this boycott over and done with already, just like you do."

I pointed out, "Even so, just knowing the bare bones is enough. They can fill in the blanks with their vivid imaginations. It's as if you've all made it your goal to keep my dick constantly throbbing with arousal, and if you're not there in person to do it, just knowing someone else is taking care of it is more than enough to make you happy."

Both Cindy and Mindy made the same incredulous exclamation at the exact same time: "'AS IF?!'"

Cindy sat up stiffly between my legs and added with some righteous indignation, "What the hell do you mean, 'as if?' That's EXACTLY how we feel! 'Pleasure the cock' is rule number one for a damn good reason! We're more than just cock slaves; we're a TEAM of cock slaves!" She raised a fist dramatically, setting off a tit-quake. "A victory for one is a victory for us all!"

Seeing my confused look, Mindy favored me with a particularly knowing smirk. "Hon, I love you so much, but they named a Jethro Tull album after you: you're thick as a brick! I know it's hard for a studly master-type like you to understand the slave mindset, but that's exactly how they feel, all the time!"

Cindy exclaimed, "Yeah!" She looked at her hand and seemed surprised to find that she was still holding my boner. She resumed stroking it, even as her attention was on the discussion. "I take this slave stuff VERY seriously! I gave up my WHOLE LIFE to dedicate myself to serving your cock!"

Transferring her gaze from my face to my stiffness in her hand, she added with heartfelt longing, "Raising Ruby and now my other daughters and de facto daughters is the only other thing that matters to me. The fact that they're your slaves too means that my two main purposes merge into one. It's beyond wonderful that we're all united in the single, simple goal of keeping your stiff dick throbbing with pleasure! So when I hear that someone else has given you a nice long cocksucking or titfucking or the like, I feel a tremendous sense of relief, like you just came on MY face! It's like slipping into a hot bubble bath after a hard day at work. But if I know or suspect your cock has gone untended for hours, I start to get anxious and unhappy."

With that, she leaned forward and began lovingly licking and blowing air onto my highly sensitive cockhead region. I surmised she wanted to do more, but she also wanted her mouth free so she could keep talking.

Mindy chuckled. "It's true. Now that she and I work together, you should hear us talk. Every half hour or so, out of the blue, she'll ask me something like, 'What do you think he's doing now? Who is he with?' If we get a call and hear some news like you fucked Sue Ellen in the Pussymobile, she'll just float in happy land for the next couple of hours, at least."

Cindy was blushing in embarrassment, which let me know just how true that was. The way she looked down shyly with my cum dripping down her face was both adorable and a real dick stiffener.

I was startled by the intensity of her emotions and commitment. Shoot. I'm starting to realize that I've never fully understood how seriously even Cindy takes this cock slave stuff. And if she feels that way, then Michelle, Ruby, and Sue Ellen do too, maybe even more so! 

That was too strange and intense for me to contemplate right now. I tried to stay on target. "Well, hearing that only strengthens my resolve that a total sex boycott is the only way to go. If what you say is true, then you know deep in your heart that I'm right."

Cindy cursed under her breath, "Damn! Me and my big mouth!" Apparently she decided that more talking would only make matters worse for her, so she engulfed my boner yet again and resumed bobbing on it. Or maybe she was trying to arouse me so much that I'd be too distracted to follow through on my threat.

I was highly distracted, but not enough to stop talking, once the initial surge of extreme arousal passed. I said to Min, "So that's how it's going to be for me. No sex for the next ten days, or until you and the GTs break!"

Mindy wailed like I'd just told her I'd broken both my legs. "TEN DAYS?! Good God! Do you realize how terrible that's going to be for everybody?! The girls have been having it pretty rough already, more than I think you know. They hardly slept a wink last night. Just wait until they hear this! We could have a full-on riot!"

"Let them riot," I responded brusquely, trying to be tough.

Then my wife's face lit up with renewed hope. "But wait! What about Sonia?! The Bat! Can't you still fuck her?! That doesn't count, right?!"

Cindy paused with her bobbing and looked up at me with a hopeful expression too. She couldn't seem to stop her tongue from lapping on my sweet spot even then, however.

There was a pause while I tried to figure out how to respond to that one, and how honest I should be. I finally said, "To be frank, I don't know. My goal is to have a total sex boycott, which includes her and every other person on Earth. But I had no plan whatsoever to fuck her today. I just went into her office to talk, and BOOM! Things happened."

Mindy shook a fist at me. "'Things happened?!' That's IT?! I hope that's a joke and not a start of your much-anticipated Sonia story. Because we're going to need a LOT more detail than that! You're a successful author. I expect you to paint a picture so vivid and realistic I'll be tempted to walk into it! I want a count of every bead of sweat rolling down Sonia's forehead!"

I couldn't resist a grin. "Don't worry, I promise I'll be a better storyteller than that. I just mention it to point out that something like that could very well happen again. She's vowed that the sex we had today is going to be a one-time thing, but I don't know."

Mindy snorted derisively. "I do! God, she's a self-deluded fool, if she thinks that! 'Once you've been filled by the King, you'll never be content with any other thing.'"

I asked, "Where did that quote come from?"

She smirked in her usual way. "That's a quote from the famous Smirkarella, Queen of the Smirky Night. I hear she's pretty awesome. And I also hear she made that up just now."

I had a good laugh at that. I told her mirthfully, "Please pass on my compliments to Smirkarella the next time you see her. Which I'm guessing will be very soon."

She was all grins. "Yes, almost instantaneously, in fact." But then she remembered what we were talking about and she let out a heavy sigh, leading to a frown. "Are you SURE you have to go through with this total boycott thing?"

Feeling resolute in my decision, I nodded and emphatically stated, "I am."

She let out another heavy sigh. "I suppose it's the only way. At least the Sonia thing will give Cindy and me some hope. And yes, I know your plan is to crush our hope, so we'll give in entirely. But keep in mind that you're not trying to break Cindy in the first place. She's already being the best cock slave she can possibly be."

My wife looked over to Cindy, still bobbing on my erection. "Just look at her! I'm proud of her. She loves you so much. She loves serving your cock with all her heart and soul. I know she makes occasional mistakes, like mentioning the 'N' word at the wrong time, but that's just because her passion for you is so great. As for me, you know I'm going to break before long in any case, because we both know I can't last very long without you, so a little hope in my case is okay. Your main problem is with the Hellions, and you know it."

I ran a hand through Cindy's hair some more, non-verbally complimenting her on her tongue work, as well as her dedication and love in general. Then I said to my wife, "True. Which is why I'm trying to be as honest as I can about Sonia. I figure the odds are pretty good we'll fuck again if I keep going there to work on my laptop every day, and that's still the plan. But that just makes it all the more important the girls can't know anything about Sonia and me!"

I added, upon reflection, "'Crushing hope' sounds harsh, but I guess that's what I'm doing. A better way to put it is that they have to realize that I can easily get along without their sexual attentions. I can even get along just fine without sex at all, if that's what it takes. So their attempts to sexually manipulate me are futile."

Mindy giggled with even more smirky amusement than usual.

"What?"

"I definitely believe you, because I know what you're capable of through our years of marriage. But still, you have to admit it's funny to her you say you can 'get along just fine without sex at all' even as you have an actual factual personal sex slave actively blowing you! You have to admit it's a trifle ironic."

I grinned like a naughty kid that just got busted. "Okay, a trifle."

Even Cindy blushed a little bit, though she certainly didn't stop her endlessly varying tongue work or her relentlessly sliding lips.

Mindy's smirk grew. "Yes, just a teeny tiny trifle. Anyway, you can see how some might doubt your resolve, given that lately one usually needs to sign up on a waiting list to find some space between your legs."

I said sheepishly, "It's not that bad."

"I was thinking we should get one of those machines they have at the local deli where you pull down a paper ticket and wait until they call your number. 'Paging B12, the left side of Dan's crotch is now open...'" She snickered at that. Then she pretended to have a Eureka moment. "Hey! Not a bad idea. Where can I buy one of those?"

"Very funny," I grumped.

She continued more seriously, "So, given your recent history, your actual will to resist is something we all need to be vividly reminded of right now. It's like one can know intellectually that fire burns, but when you've actually been directly burned, you'll never, ever forget."

I nodded back. "Good. I'm glad we're in agreement, because this next week plus is likely to get pretty rough. But, in a roundabout way, I'm still getting back to my point about timing. Lately, you've been getting back home not long after five, and I appreciate that. I remember when all this harem stuff started, how I was having trouble getting you to cut your hours down, and you did."

She was all smiles. "But of course! How could I miss out on all the fun? I'm living in a cucquean paradise."

I went on, "Anyway, that raises a problem for tonight, because what if I get carried away with the Sonia story, and then the general celebratory fucking in response, and you and Cin still aren't home by six or even seven? The girls will get suspicious, and we don't even want to raise their suspicions."

She stared into space as she contemplated that. "Right. Here's an idea. I'm relatively calm right now, since you kind of popped my bubble with your total sex boycott talk. I know this is the calm before the storm, 'cos I'll go bat shit crazy once you start in on the Sonia story."

I teased, "You mean more bat shit crazy than usual."

She grinned unrepentantly. "True. Or make that just Bat crazy, since I'm Sonia's new number one fan. Anyway, I'll call the girls now and make up some bullshit story about Cindy and me needing to work late, so they should fend for themselves for dinner. That'll kill their suspicions before they even get started, and it'll give us an hour or more of fucky fucky story time!" Her eyes lit up in anticipation.

So that's what she did. She immediately got up to use the phone.

While Mindy was calling, I directed all my attention to Cindy. I reached down and held her chin, tilting her face up enough for us to make eye contact without her having to stop her oral attentions. I spoke softly and tenderly, "Cin, in case I don't do it enough, I want to give you a special thanks for everything you do for me and to me every single day. As you know, I can be a stubborn blockhead, slow on the uptake. I'm still catching up to exactly how much this cock slave status means to you and the others."

Clearly, Cindy was torn. She was dying to say something in response, but she also didn't want to stop sucking. To add to that, her face was already streaked with tears of exertion, as well as cum, and any time she engulfed my boner was a particularly serious struggle on her part.

I continued to talk as she bobbed. "I love you, and I love everything you do. I truly mean that. Just look at you now. You've been sucking me so very much since I got here. Your jaw must be all tired out, and yet you push yourself to keep going, just to make me feel great. It's a way you like to express your love for me, isn't it?"

She nodded up and down, in addition to her mostly back and forth bobbing. She couldn't talk, but her eyes were very expressive and full of love and kindness.

I wanted to gently caress her face, but I couldn't find anywhere to touch without smearing my cum. I ended up caressing her neck instead, since that happened to be almost entirely cum-free.

She purred happily in response. Strangely, she blushed too.

I went on, "Yes, you and I will never be a couple in the normal way; you'll always share me with my other cock slaves. I'm sorry about that. But I'd like to think I have a big heart and I couldn't love you more if I tried, no matter what. You're very special to me."

That finally got to her so much that she had to pull off. "Master! I love you too! So much! But please don't thank me; it's almost offensive. Yes, this isn't the 'normal way,' but I don't want the normal way. Fuck normal! Don't be sorry, because I would hate to be your only lover. Too much pressure! It takes a whole harem to keep your cock constantly throbbing with pleasure. This is EXACTLY what I want! Being part of a harem with my daughters and best friend. It's perfect!"

She resumed sucking, but only on the top inch or two, in case she needed to say more. Of course her hands were busy with my shaft and balls, as usual.

I asked her, "What do you mean about being offended by thank you's?"

She tilted my cock up so she could maintain eye contact as she switched to licking on my sweet spot. "Master, I'm not saying never say thanks. Of course when we do something extraordinary, a thank you shows that you noticed the extra effort. What offends me is the idea you'd thank us for what we do as a matter of course every day. 'Pleasure the cock' is hard-wired into my brain! There's a saying gaining popularity in the harem: 'It's who we are. It's what we do.' Look at me!"

She waved a hand down her body. "This is the REAL me! I am one of your many cock slaves, and I have no problem with that. None! Zero! Zilch! It's who I am. It's what I do. I was profoundly unhappy before, just drifting through life. Don't feel bad for not understanding the depth of my submissive feelings, because I'm still coming to grips with it myself. When I decided to give myself to you, it was a leap of faith, a leap into the pitch black. I had no idea what would happen!"

She pinned my boner against the side of her face and slid it back and forth, smearing it through her cum gobs. She smiled blissfully. "It turns out I found the real me! This is exactly where I belong, between your legs with your cock in my hand and on my tongue. And that's not even including between my breasts, or deep in my hot, wet cunt! Or having it force-fed into my needy, greedy ass and made to take every last fat fucking inch of you until I feel like I'm going to burst! Gaawwwd! How could one body part give all of us so much joy?!"

She was panting hard, and had to take a moment to recompose herself before she could go on. "It actually feels a bit like cheating, because you think you love it more than I do, but I'm sure I actually love it even MORE! I do it for you, yes, but I do it for me too!"

I didn't see how that was possible. I enjoyed it so much that there wasn't much "more" left to go to. But she seemed convinced.

She gave me a few more slurpy licks. "Clothes are such a bother. I feel so free, so alive, totally naked like this! And with your cum on my face too? Oooh! Goose bumps all over! I feel like the queen of the world! Serving your cock makes me happier than you can possibly imagine!"

I'd lost track of Mindy, but when Cindy finished saying all that she came back into view, kneeling down next to Cindy where she'd been before.

They locked gazes. Then a beaming Mindy said, "Girl, that was so beautiful! So moving!"

The two of them shared another scorching kiss, while they also jointly jacked me off.

When they finally broke off their lip-lock, after licking some cum off each other's cheeks as well, Cindy squealed with glee, "You see?! You see?! Sharing a loving kiss with my best friend WHILE stroking my master's cock! These are the moments I live for!"

I never did find out how the phone call with the girls went, because Mindy unexpectedly engulfed my cock and spent the next minute or two bobbing on it while Cindy sucked on my balls. My sexy, wonderful wife went dangerously far down, until she was loudly choking and gagging.

Cindy loved that, and actually bounced impatiently as she said, "Ooooh! Me, me, me! My turn next! I want to do that too!"

How could I not love that kind of enthusiasm? Not the mention the lewd sounds and special sensations of the actual choking and gagging.

By the time they switched positions, I forgot asking about the call, but I assume it served its purpose.

I thought the two of them were dying to hear my Sonia story, but apparently they first needed to take turns choking and gagging on my pole for about five turns each. And I deliberately use the word "need" here. They egged on and inspired each other like it was a real contest.

Finally, as if some bell rung that only they could hear, the two of them sat back, feeling very proud of themselves. "Aaaaah!" Mindy said. "After hearing what Cindy said to you, and I think I caught most of it, I kind of had to do that. It's good to be dominated by the sheer size of the King from time to time."

Cindy giggled as she leaned in and licked some more of my cum straight off Mindy's face. "It's good to be dominated by his cock ALL of the time! It's an attitude thing, so I don't even need to touch it to feel that way, although of course that's better. Even when it's far away, I love just knowing how I'm being owned by it."

Mindy ran a hand through Cindy's hair. "Indeed. I love your attitude." Then she looked up at me. "Okay, stud. I think we're ready. Tell us the whole story, lick by lick, thrust by thrust. And we'll try to act it out as best we can."

Cindy looked at her with concern. "What do you mean by that?"

"I mean, if he's fucking her tits, he'll fuck our tits. If he's fucking her cunt, then he'll fuck our cunts. Won't that be a blast?"

Cindy pointed out, "But there's two of us and only one of her. That won't work. Besides, it could be minutes and minutes before we even get to the action. He could go flaccid by then! I have a better idea: I'll symbolically represent 'General Arousal.' I'll keep him stiff and throbbing with pleasure at all times."

Mindy chuckled. "Yeah, I'm sure you'd like that and plan to do that anyway. But what happens when the action with Sonia begins?"

"You can be Sonia, and I'll still augment with the general arousal as much as I can."

They decided that was a good idea, so that's what we did. I found the most comfortable chair in the office, and they gathered between my legs again.

When I started telling the story, neither of them touched me at all. They explained that was because I needed a strategic break anyway. It turns out that was also why they stopped taking turns bobbing when they did, since they'd sensed me getting dangerously overstimulated. But after just a few minutes I got to where I went into Sonia's office, and that's when "General Arousal," a.k.a. Cindy, got busy, mostly giving me the same oral loving as before.

In the story, as in real life, it wasn't long before I was kissing. I was comfy and content in the chair, but Mindy insisted on greater "realism," so I had to stand up and even lean back against the wall like I'd done with Sonia while I made out with her. I still wore a shirt, but otherwise we were all naked, and Mindy's realism didn't extend to actually putting our clothes back on. And that's a good thing, because having "General Arousal" kneeling between us and bobbing on my shaft non-stop wasn't exactly realistic either.

The fun continued like that for a good long time. I was as accurate and detailed as I could be with my storytelling, and if I missed any detail they almost always asked about it anyway. They insisted on vividness so they could experience the whole event just as if they'd been there.

But when it came to physically acting out what I was describing, we were a lot more flexible. The fact that there were two of them instead of one made an exact mimicking of the events impossible anyway. At times, we got carried away with our own fun and lost the plot altogether. But whenever that happened, they would soon remind me so we'd get back on track.

Basically, I spent about half of my sexual time with Sonia getting blown by her, then the other half of the time fucking her. The first half resulted in an oral extravaganza. Despite the fact that they'd been enthusiastically blowing and/or stroking me pretty much non-stop from the time I arrived, they somehow stepped their efforts up a notch. I think they got an extra kick out of imagining they were Sonia. (Cindy kept up the General Arousal pretense for a while, but it was clear to me she was Sonia in her mind most of the time.)

It was also extra fun and arousing for me for the same reason. I mostly kept my eyes closed and it was like I was right back there with The Bat. The two of them even had fun calling me things like "mental rapist," since they knew Sonia's favorite insults for me after talking to her yesterday. But of course I had two mouths on me instead of one nearly all the time, so my pleasure was even greater than during the real thing!

I get a lot of praise from my women about my sexual stamina, but I must say I was even more impressed with their stamina. Most especially Cindy's oral stamina. I'm sure her mouth had to have been all worn out from overwork, but she'd take a short break and get right back to sucking. There's no way she would have done that much out of a mere sense of obligation; she had to love it as much as she said she did.

And Mindy gave her a run for her money. I think the whole Sonia role-play sent her enthusiasm to another level. I know a lot of longtime lovers imagine their partners are someone else when they need an extra burst of inspiration. But my wife was the exact opposite. Don't ask me to understand her cucquean mind, but she seemed twice as thrilled to do what she always did to me when she could pretend she was someone else.

Then we got to the fucking. I had been mostly physically passive during the storytelling so far, just as I had been in real life during Sonia's blowjob. But when it came to fucking, I had a much more active role. That's also where the "General Arousal" assistance idea stopped working altogether, because I was so very vigorous that it was hard for a third person to chip in.

So our role-play switched slightly. I would fuck Mindy for a while as she pretended to be Sonia. Then after she had a few good orgasms, she'd step aside and I would fuck Cindy while it was her turn to pretend to be Sonia. That meant I had to tell every aspect of this story twice. But nobody minded, least of all me, because by then it was basically all vigorous fucking action anyway. I only had to re-say some dialogue, or at least some rough approximation of it.

At one point during the peak of the oral action, I lost control. I wound up painting a fresh load of cum on both Cindy's and Mindy's faces. But that wasn't a problem since everything was so arousing that I had no trouble getting erect again in a few minutes. We just treated it like another strategic break, only more prolonged.

Then, halfway through the fucking session, I unexpectedly lost control again. I happened to be plowing into Cindy at the time, so I just unloaded into the depths of her pussy. That was a problem, since it didn't fit into the "script." Furthermore, I was concerned that I wouldn't get erect again. After all, I'd cum three times in only an hour or so. I made my usual apologies about not being a spring chicken anymore.

I must admit that the whole Sonia role play was amazing, and just as good as the original event. That was very high praise, since Sonia was such a hot fuck. I pointed out to them how extremely tight Sonia's pussy was at first, almost too tight to fit me in at all, and that drove them wild. I further explained how that was because she hadn't had sex since her divorce and she'd been effectively "re-virginated," and they loved that even more. I added how her pussy eventually loosened up just enough to be the perfect fit for me, and they were over the moon. Obviously they couldn't change their physical body in an instant, but both of them did all they could to squeeze and clench their pussies to create the best possible "Sonia effect." It was very effective, not to mention touching in a curious way.

I didn't fully go into what Sonia's "magic hips" could do, because she did things nobody else had ever done to me and I didn't want either them to feel inadequate. But I hyped up the hip action enough for them to get into their churning and gyrating with extra gusto. That's probably why I came for the third time well before the story was supposed to end.

Thinking that I was done for the night, I started to skip to the post-fucking discussion I had with Sonia, so we could wrap up our role-play.

However, Min and Cin had other ideas. They pestered me with lots of questions, starting with the issue of birth control. Or rather, the lack thereof. When they found out I didn't use a condom, or even think to use one, they breathlessly pronounced that "hotter than the surface of the Sun." Even when I admitted Sonia told me later that she was on the pill that hardly slowed them down. In fact, it possibly aroused them more, since they seized on the fact that I didn't know that until well afterwards.

They wanted to immediately act on the surge of lust this news gave them. Since my penis was down for the count, they basically attacked each other instead. They necked and fondled with great passion. The mutual tit rubbing was quite a sight to see! I'm pretty sure they were emphasizing that for my benefit, hoping to get me erect again. They transferred a lot of my cum from their faces to their racks to help with the lubrication.

Then I suggested to each one that they were actually making out with Sonia instead, and I was surprised to see their lusts kick into a still higher gear, and with even more luscious tit rubbing! Their passion for kissing "Sonia" was an interesting fact to file away for sure, though I couldn't imagine any scenario when they'd ever have a chance to do more than kiss the real Sonia on her cheek.

Clearly, even though Sonia didn't have the biggest breasts or the widest hips, there was something about her, some raw sensuality, that they were picking up on just like I was. Sonia reminded me more than a little bit of Sofia Loren, actually. She might not have been beautiful in a stereotypical California beach blonde way, but her exotic and unusual looks made her even more appealing.

It took about ten minutes, but between the birth control questions (and the resulting wild speculation that I'd knocked Sonia up), seeing the two of them lick my fresh cum off their faces, all the tit rubbing, and too many other arousing factors to count, my dick got erect again!

General bedlam and celebration ensued. It was a kick for me to see them so high on lust and euphoria. Naturally, it wasn't long before the role-play ensued, although at this point the "plot" was basically "Dan fucked Sonia a lot more."

We were totally winging it, but it was still great all the same. Both Mindy and Cindy really got into the spirit of things. Not only did they continue to try to fuck in a Sonia style, with an emphasis on hip action or squeezing their cunts tightly, they channeled her bitchy personality, shouting rude things to me just like she did, but without saying anything that I actually found hurtful. It was almost uncanny, especially considering how little they actually knew her. And it was a wild mental trip for me, because it was like I was fucking two Sonias!

At one point, I had to have a good chuckle with myself when I thought about the later serious conversation I'd had with Sonia and I'd told her how I felt compelled to tell Mindy and possibly Cindy about what we'd done. Clearly, this is not what I'd had in mind. But what I found amusing was the total freak out Sonia would have had if she'd known. This was a case when honesty was not the best policy, or she would have killed me!

Eventually I started running out of steam. I'd been fucking for a long, long time, propelled by all the extra enthusiasm, but my body could only take so much. I finally just let go. But I was careful to wait until I was fucking Mindy, since I'd cum into Cindy earlier.

A splendid time was had by all. The three of us wound up totally satiated and satisfied.

But there were a few problems in the wake of the fuck-fest. One was assessing the "damage" and getting rid of the evidence. Meaning Mindy's office smelled like an orgy had just taken place there, which was basically true if a threesome counted. Luckily, Mindy was used to dealing with such problems due to getting hot and wet when talking to me on the phone from time to time, so she had all the necessary cleaning supplies in her desk. Since I'd done all the vigorous fucking (plus I suppose the fact I was the master), the two of them did the cleaning while I closed my eyes and took a little rest.

That problem was solved quickly, and Mindy assured me that the place would smell "as chaste as a church" by tomorrow morning. So I opened my eyes and asked what time it was. I was surprised to find that it was only 6:20. I would have guessed it was after seven at least, since I felt more than half dead from exhaustion.

However, Cindy pointed out, "You took part in sexual fun for an hour and a half non-stop, with only the most necessary strategic breaks. And it was all so extra intense since we're flying on our cucquean highs. Plus, you fucked like a demon at the end there. That's an impressive performance for any man, even you, Master."

That made me feel better.

Mindy further noted, "This also means we should get home probably before the girls have even finished eating dinner. They'll have no reason to suspect anything. Now, had you not fucked us into total oblivion, we would have been bouncing off the walls all evening, and our general glee would have been impossible to hide. But we're simply too fucked out to do that. So really, this had to happen."

That made me feel even better. But now I was in a more contemplative mood, and it got me thinking too. I asked Cindy, "Cin, question. Are you or are you not a cucquean?"

None of us had put our clothes back on yet, and as Cindy pondered that she came to me and sat on my lap.

I was tempted to push her off because I was so worn out. I warned her, "No way! Don't even THINK about getting my little guy going again! You'll literally kill me!"

She just smiled. "Don't worry, Master. A good slave has to know when to stop. I just want to get cozy and comfy while we talk. Is that okay?"

I replied warily, "Well, okay... but don't get too comfy. I figure we'll be leaving in a few minutes."

She chuckled. "Sure. To answer your question, I don't entirely know. I suppose I am, technically speaking. For instance, look at the way I got all excited mentioning those names earlier, even the names I shouldn't have said."

I said, "By the way, there will be a punishment for that. For both of you. I'm not sure what yet, since we're entering a total sex ban phase anyway, but I'm going to think of something."

Surprisingly, she didn't seem fazed. "As it should be. A master needs to be firmly in command and keep all of his slaves in line." She brought one of my hands to her chest. "That's why you have the very most busty and beautiful ones, because you're the perfect master of my dreams." She cuddled into me dreamily.

"Thanks, I guess, although I'm not really all that."

"You are! Don't even try to deny it, or I'm going to have to get mad!" She giggled.

I found myself cupping one of her D-cups from below. "Um, remember what I said about not getting too comfy?"

"Master, please, humor me. It's for me, not you this time. I just like you casually asserting your ownership of my body like this. Is that okay?"

I relaxed and smiled. "Sure. Just as long as you remember the King has left the building."

Mindy was listening, and joked to Cindy, "Uh-oh! I warned him he shouldn't buy the detachable penis upgrade. Now we're going to have to look for the not-so-little guy. And he's left the building, which means he could be anywhere!"

After some more joking along those lines, including pondering if the King could drive a car to speed his getaway, I got the conversation back on track by saying to Cindy, "You still haven't really explained your cucquean feelings."

She grew thoughtful again. "Sorry. It's so easy to get distracted with you." She smiled and put a hand on top of my hand idly fondling one of her round boobs. "Just sitting naked in your lap while you have your way with my body makes me feel even more wonderfully enslaved than when you're aggressively fucking my face. And then I think about how you've enslaved Ruby too, and made her so eager to adore your thickness, just like I am... so we can lick and suck it together... OH! Oh my! It's all so... so... ideal! It's like the perfect fairy tale ending. I only wish she was here with us right now."

I quipped, "I'd like to read that fairy tale. I don't think they made a Disney movie of that one. But, getting back to the question..."

She nodded, trying to regain her focus. "Right. Like I said, I think I am a cucquean, sort of, but not like Mindy is. I like that you fuck other women. In fact, I love it! But only certain women. Like I was saying earlier, any time anyone in the harem is serving you, it's almost as good for me as if I'm doing it myself. I'm all for that!"

Then she scrunched up her nose. "But other women? I don't know. It depends. Is she worthy of you? Mindy would be happy if you fucked dozens upon dozens of bombshell hotties. I don't feel that compulsion at all. But if there's someone that we know, and she's physically and mentally worthy, then it's almost a shame if you DON'T fuck her. Remember, I said you have a special gift, and I mean that. It's meant to be shared. And it makes me proud when you've made an impressive conquest. You know how I managed to keep sucking after my jaw practically fell off and my tongue cried for mercy?"

"How?"

"I'd just think: 'Dan conquered Sonia!' And it would be like, BOOM! Instant surge of energy! I'll be able to use that as inspiration for a long, long time. Years, maybe! Because that tells me I have the best master in the whole state! You're totally unstoppable and irresistible!"

My modesty made it hard for me to handle compliments like that. I tried to downplay it by saying, "Sheesh! You should be my press secretary."

She smiled at that, then went on, "But I also get selfish. I'm mindful that if you're spending some time with someone else, that could mean less time with me. So I'm kind of conflicted. If you never fucked another previously unknown woman, it would be a disappointment for me, but I wouldn't lose any sleep over it. Whereas for Min, she has a craving for that, a deep-seated need for you to spread your seed..."

She pondered that for a few moments before adding, "But then again, Mindy and I talk a heck of a lot, especially now that we're working together, and she gets so excited with her cucquean ideas that it's kind of infectious. So am I a cucquean or not? I don't know. Technically I am, since I get off on you fucking other women, but I also feel like I'm very different than Mindy. She's a bad influence on me!" She looked to find Mindy and then stuck her tongue out at her playfully.

My bombshell wife had finished tidying up after getting rid of the sex evidence, including wiping much of her body clean with handi-wipes, and she'd started putting her clothes on. But she was still listening to every word, and she joked, "Correction. I think you mean good influence."

Cindy laughed. "Yeah, right! 'Mindy' and 'good' are not words I associate together, in the 'well behaved' meaning of the word. Maybe you're a good smirker." She stuck her tongue out again.

Mindy joked back, "You be careful and watch your back. You never know when Smirkarella will sneak up on you and launch one of her devastating smirk attacks!"

Cindy swooned dramatically while staying in my arms. "Ooooh noooo! I'm so scared!"

I felt like the walking dead, but I managed to convince Cindy to get off my lap. Then I stood up, dressed, and started making myself semi-presentable.

Just before we were to leave the office, I said, "Okay, I'll admit I don't exactly regret your 'celebrate first' suggestion."

Min smirked and rolled her eyes. "Ya think? Sweetheart, I'll bet you experienced more sexual pleasure in the last hour than most men experience in a year!"

"True, true. And I thank you both, from the bottom of my heart. But what about having our serious discussion afterwards?"

She asked, "What's there to talk about? Didn't all the things bugging you come up at one point or another and get dealt with?"

I thought back, and said, "You know, you're probably right. But I still can't get over the permission issue. And I know you specifically told me to 'go forth and fuckify' Sonia and all that. But I don't want this to set a precedent. We're still married, and I would be lost without you by my side, no matter how many cock slaves I have."

She joked (I think!), "I like how you think. Hopefully many more! No, but seriously, I know what you're saying, and you're right, we should talk that over some more. But not here, not now. We're all in a sort of post-orgasmic lazy daze, don't you agree?"

I agreed. But I told her I wasn't going to let us forget talking about it some time soon.

It was interesting walking out of the building with Mindy and Cindy. In the ground floor lobby, I saw the same two security guards going out that I saw coming in. I had to wonder if they were curious about what I'd been doing there an hour and a half after the usual end of the business day, especially since they knew me well enough to know that I didn't work there. But they just smiled and wished us good night, like they would do to anyone.

We split up in the parking lot, since I'd arrived in my own car. The good-bye was anticlimactic since I was too wiped out for a proper good-bye kiss, and I thought it was risky to give both of them the kisses they deserved in a public place, especially since it was light outside due to the long summer days. So I just walked my way and they walked theirs.

Before we parted, I told them I was going back to the McGrath house to get some much needed rest. I was hungry for dinner, but after having half a dozen orgasms with three different women in the past few hours, sleep was a more pressing need.




Chapter 17



As soon as I got to Cindy's house I went straight to bed and slept the sleep of the dead. Normally, I never went to sleep at this time. It was too late for a nap and too early to turn in for the night. But after that epic fuck-fest in Mindy's office, of all places, I had to make a special exception. 

I woke up about an hour later feeling much better, but also very hungry. However, I took a shower next, because that was an urgent need too.

I went downstairs ready to eat a horse. I knew it was slim pickings since most everything had been moved to the other house, including most of the food, but I figured I could scare up something.

I was surprised to find Cindy there, and fully dressed just like I was. But any illusion of normality was shattered when she bowed her head slightly and said, "Welcome back to the living, Master. So... how are you feeling?" She proceeded to ask in a matter-of-fact manner, "Are you in the mood to fuck my ass?"

I stared at her as if her head had swollen up like a balloon and then popped. "Excuse me?! You're kidding, right?!" Seeing her smile and the twinkle in her eye, I breathed a sigh of relief. "Oh, you ARE kidding. Thank God. Don't even joke about that. First, Sonia laid me to waste. Then, you two came along and buried me six feet deep in the ground."

She wagged a finger at me. "Please don't mention her name again tonight, or I'll get all kinds of wild and excitable ideas. And I am kidding... for now. I don't know how I'm going to make it through the total sex boycott though, because my ass is going to have an insistent craving to get fucked deep pretty regularly from now on! So please don't forget about that. I sure as heck won't!"

Then switching gears, she said, "Here, I'll bet you're hungry." She walked around the counter to where she'd left a bag.

As she opened the bag, she said, "I just got back from the other house a little while ago. The girls cooked a fine dinner for you, but I didn't want to bring over a doggy bag for you on the very slight chance that might start them wondering why you didn't eat yet. So instead I snuck off and made a phone call to have some Chinese food delivered instead. It just got here a few minutes ago, so your timing is excellent."

I sat down on a stool at the counter, since that's where the food was, while she got the cartons of Chinese food ready for me. As I saw which items she'd selected, I marveled, "Wow. Sweet and sour... mu shu... my two favorites. How did you know?"

She was pleased as punch. "A good slave knows what pleases her master. And one advantage of a harem is that I can just ask someone else."

I had to take a moment and just admire her. Cindy is so underestimated and underappreciated, by us all. She's not in your face like Mindy is with her humor and bold personality. She's not adorable and fiercely devoted to the cock slave lifestyle like Cupcake is. She's not over the top emotional and passionate, like the Gruesome Twosome, not to mention having their "stop the traffic" looks and especially big breasts. 

Her attributes are more subtle, since she doesn't want to hog the limelight. But they're many, including her drop dead gorgeous body! Especially for her age! Yeow! And she's really getting into being a cock slave. She showed such passion, devotion, and endless energy tonight. I could tell Min was quietly impressed. With her greater experience and maturity, I think she could be the key glue that holds the harem together. 

Man! I know I keep thinking this, but I'm one seriously lucky son of a bitch! 

I licked my lips as she finished getting the silverware and such, because I was that hungry. (No, I don't use chopsticks.) "You spoil me, you know that? I'm so fortunate to have you in my life. I was about to guzzle down a bottle of mustard, if that's all that was left in the fridge."

Her smile grew. "There's more than that here, don't worry. But hush about spoiling. That's what slaves do to their masters when they love them. I'm not your normal wife and I never will be, thank God. I don't want a so-called equal relationship. I live to serve you and make you happy, and that's what makes me happy. And you do all kinds of things big and small to show that you love me, including giving me orgasms beyond imagination. So I'm afraid that means you're stuck with me."

"Woe is me," I joked. "You're sounding a lot like Cupcake today, with all this devoted slave talk."

"Maybe I am. That girl knows the deal. She's free of baggage, so it's all very simple and straightforward for her. I still have a lot of baggage to deal with. But all that old bullshit is falling away, washing away, leaving me somehow clean and even... reborn. I know that sounds corny, but that's how I feel."

I just nodded. I would have liked to talk more, but I was stuffing food into my mouth like a pig. Energetic sex is great, but it means you have to refuel.

Luckily, Cindy didn't seem to mind. And after a couple of minutes of putting the trash from the take-out away and cleaning up, she stood across the counter from me again, and said, "Here's an important update for you. The food at dinner was good, but the discussion... not so much. Maybe we were acting rashly, but Min and I decided to make life a little easier for you by breaking the bad news about the total sex boycott to the girls. I hope you're not upset? I figure serving you takes many forms, including lessening your troubles. Mindy said she'd take full responsibility if we screwed up."

I slowed my eating enough to say, "Depends. What did you say exactly?"

"Oh, basically the exact same argument you made to us earlier. How the partial sex ban wasn't working because of the way we talk to each other and live vicariously through what the others do to you. Oh, and also how we all get a lift whenever we hear your big and needy cock has been properly tended to by someone else. That was about it. It was very bare bones, since I didn't know what else you wanted them to hear. The main thing was just getting the basic idea across."

I nodded. When my mouth was free again, I said, "Good. Very good. I wish you would have asked me first, but that was the time to talk to them with the total boycott starting tomorrow morning, and I was asleep. And to be honest, I'm still wiped out from before, more mentally than physically, so I don't mind missing all the melodrama. I take it there was lots of crying and screaming and all the rest from our young drama queens?"

She replied, "Yes, but a lot less than I figured. Sure, all three girls cried and soon ran up to their rooms, which kept the discussion short in any case. But the expected Michelle-led anger and indignation wasn't there. It was more of a weary resignation, as if they knew that was coming and they were helpless to stop it. And they probably did anticipate it, since they think about these sorts of matters so much. But mainly I think they were just tired."

"Tired?"

"Bone dead tired. Remember Mindy mentioning how they didn't get much sleep last night? They didn't get a lot of sleep the night before either. They were sort of shuffling around with their heads down even before we brought up the bad news. I think they simply didn't have the energy to put up a big fuss."

"Huh. Interesting. I didn't expect that."

"Neither did Mindy or I. Min has had trouble sleeping too, but not like the girls. You know how it is at that age, everything seems ten times as emotionally intense. Plus, they can stay up all night with ease, but it still catches up with them later."

I didn't want to be too encouraging, lest Mindy and/or Cindy do more without asking my permission first, but the more I thought about it, the more relieved I was that I didn't have to break the bad news to the girls. I know I must sound spoiled rotten, but after that intense sex session, all I wanted to do was vege out and relax for the rest of the evening.

I asked, "So, do you think I should go over there and talk to them some more about it, after they've calmed down some?"

"You could. But I think it's a moot point, because I'll bet dollars to donuts that the three of them will be zonked out by the time you get there. Like I said, they're dog tired."

"What time is it?"

"Seven thirty."

"Really?! That's another surprise. What with my napping and showering and whatnot, I figured it would be eight at the earliest. And what about Sue Ellen? Doesn't she want to sleep here with us one last night?"

Cindy furrowed her brow. "Hmmm. She might manage to drag herself here for that. I didn't ask. But what you just said distresses me greatly. 'One last night?' Really? We can't even sleep together anymore?! I hadn't thought about that!"

Again, once my mouth was free, I spoke, "Believe me, I'm not happy about it either. Remember, you and Mindy will be the ones sleeping with me the most in the years to come."

She looked down and spoke glumly. "I know, and that is a wonderful thing, but it almost makes it worse." She looked up to me in anguish. "TEN days! That's so long! Even if they break before then, it's still going to be days and days! I won't be able to sleep well until I know you're lying by my side."

"I know. But let's be realistic. I sleep naked, and so does everyone else. Even if we all wore pajamas or something, that's just asking for trouble. You can still sleep here if you want, but in a different room. It is your house, after all. But that also might just be trouble. I think it's better if you and Sue Ellen sleep here one last night and then over at the other house."

I was about to take one last bite, but then another thought came to me. "Oh, and remember I mentioned that the total sex boycott doesn't begin until tomorrow morning. I figured that since you and Cupcake didn't do anything wrong, I could ease you two into it."

"OH!"

Seeing the suddenly lusty look on her face, I was forced to add, "Mind you, you two basically used me all up earlier, so don't expect big fireworks, 'cos that won't be happening." I could guess what was on her mind, so I had to dampen down expectations. "So, for instance, anal sex is definitely not on the menu."

She was crestfallen. "Damn!"

I chuckled at her predicability. "It looks like I reawoke a monster there. Unfortunately, you know how mentally and physically taxing that is, so there's just no way. But maybe the three of us could just cuddle and kiss and kind of end the night on a lazy but loving note. How does that sound?"

"Excellent!" Cindy went from smiling to alarmed as a thought occurred to her. She quickly moved towards the phone on the wall. "Shit! I'd better give Sue Ellen a call, and right away! If she falls asleep and misses out on all that, she'll never forgive me!"

But before she picked up the phone, another thought occurred to her. "But I'll tell her not to come over for a while, because I forgot to mention that there's an e-mail from Nicky. She wants to talk to you after coming back from her all day trip. She's figuring that'll be about six o'clock her time, which means nine o'clock our time. But she warned us that she might be late, since she's traveling in a group."

I pointed at my chest. "Me? She wants to talk to just me?"

"Just you."

"Why? I spoke to her yesterday."

"Yes, but you've been all over Kauai, and the rest of us have not. She's going to want share the story of her big adventure, and who better to do that than to you, since you'll know the places she's talking about?"

"I was with Mindy during that trip, you know."

"Yes, but she's a 'daddy's girl,' so of course your opinion is extra important to her. Plus, I think she kind of likes you." Cindy winked playfully.

I smiled, fondly thinking about my wonderful older daughter. Thankfully, the vision of her naked and on all fours with her face dripping with my cum didn't immediately come to my mind when her name got mentioned. Although, I then thought of it to see if I'd remember, which was effectively the same thing.

I mentally shook that off and said, "Okay. I can do that. In fact, that sounds nice. Very normal and non-sexual. I could use more of that in my crazy life. But..." I paused, while thinking things over.

"What?" Cindy asked.

"I don't mean to seem rude, but until then, I'd like some time alone. Look at me." I raised my hands. "I feel okay again. But mentally, I'm still wiped out, like I said. I worry that Sue Ellen will come over and then the two of you will start in on the cuddling and kissing, and one thing will lead to another. I'm just as bad as you are, to be honest. I can't resist you, or her. I think it's better if we just have a little of that after I came back from the Nicky chat. By then we'll all be fairly beat so things will have to be mellow."

She nodded. "That's okay by me. You're not the only one who's sort of fucked out from earlier. I think I'll just curl up with a good book until you're back. And it's a good thing you told me all that before I called Sue Ellen, so she'll know what to expect."

I soon finished my dinner, and Cindy talked to Sue Ellen and sorted things out with her. I checked the kitchen clock and saw it was only eight. I had an hour to kill before the video chat time with Nicky. That wasn't enough time to really get into something, like a book or a movie. Plus, I wanted to get away from temptation in the form of Cindy's luscious body, not to mention possibly Sue Ellen's too.

So I decided to do something I very rarely do after dark, and that was take a long walk through the neighborhood. That would give me some precious alone time. I hadn't really mentally processed what had happened with Sonia today, much less the events that came later. Fucking her was so arousing that I'd deliberately avoided thinking about it because I didn't want to get all worked up again. But after reenacting everything with my "two Sonias," Min and Cin, I felt I'd gotten most of the lusty part out of my system, at least enough for me to think through the implications.

The one thing that I kept coming back to in my recollections was just how well the two of us "fit" together while we were pounding away in her office, both in terms of the snugness of her vagina and in a larger sense. Plus, her hip moves! Once she got going, Sonia was simply an unstoppable sex machine! Yeah, I had to admit that Mindy had been right that Sonia needed to get fucked, and she needed it bad.

It was the unexpectedly enthusiastic cucquean reaction from Min and Cin that left me scratching my head. I realized I had to do a much better job of understanding Mindy's mindset so I could anticipate her future reactions. I had to at least try to think like a cucquean sometimes, and also think like a cock slave at other times. Yes, both those ways of thinking were alien to me, but if I could get into a very different mindset for a character in one of my books, I ought to be able to do better with that in real life too.

I changed into sweat pants and a different shirt just in case I felt the urge to go jogging. I doubted that would happen since two intense fuck sessions was enough vigorous exercise for one day, but it was good to be prepared for any occasion. Then I found Cindy reading her book already and told her of my walking plans, gave her a good-bye kiss, and went out the door.

Back in my pre-harem days, not that long ago, I used to have a fair amount of "me time." Not anymore. Some people might find this hard to believe, but I'm basically an introvert, and I treasure my "me time." I was also looking forward to having a respite from my non-stop sexual roller coaster ride. Foolish me!

I still had a lot to process and think regarding today's events. Mostly, I was thinking about how both Mindy and Cindy seemed to think that my fucking Sonia was some kind of pivotal and even life-changing event for all of us. Not because of Sonia per se, but for the precedent it set. As Mindy said, it meant the sky was the limit.

A part of me accepted that they had a point, but a part of me fought it. I guess I really am slow to accept change. They say I have some kind of special "gift" and that it's practically my duty to share it with other women, which also means sharing my cum. But I don't feel that special in my heart. I wonder how much of that is their cucquean tendencies talking. I consider myself basically an average Joe, though a very well loved, happy, and sexually satisfied one. Yet how many average Joes have their own harem of cock slaves? None! 

Alright, to be fair, if you do have your own harem of cock slaves, you CAN'T be an average Joe anymore, since there's absolutely nothing "average" about a situation like that, but still. I don't feel that different. 

So I kept going back and forth, basically trying to psych myself into having the sexual confidence they already seemed to believe I had (or at least ought to have). I was deep in my thoughts, but even though it was a little after eight, the sun had just set, so there was still enough residual light that I didn't have to pay close attention to where I was going. It was getting darker fast, though.

I had only been walking for about ten minutes when I saw someone walking in my direction, though on the other side of the street. And it wasn't just anyone. Even in the darkness and from a distance, I saw the person had to be a woman, and a shapely one at that. No, that was an understatement: just from her hourglass-shaped outline, the woman had to be drop dead gorgeous! Uh-oh! I only know of one woman living in the neighborhood with a voluptuous figure like that: Jane Corlin! 

I was dumbstruck. I froze in my tracks, seriously thinking of trying to escape. I wasn't mentally ready to deal with her at all, but especially not tonight of all nights. I had too many wild and crazy things going on in my life already!

However, she'd seen me too, and apparently there was something in my outline that said "Dan Cooper," because she called out my name.

That closed off my options; I couldn't be rude and ignore her. It wasn't that I didn't want to see her. In fact, she was a really nice person and it had been a long time since we'd even talked. But there was just no getting around the startling beauty of her body or her face, which meant this couldn't be anything but a highly charged erotic situation. And to make matters worse, I'd put on sweatpants with no underwear! It was like God was playing some kind of cosmic joke on me.

I crossed over to her side of the street while she kept on briskly walking closer. I called her name out in return and then said the usual "Hey! Good to see you!" pleasantries.

As she got closer, I was in for another shock, because the only clothes I could see her wearing were sneakers, socks, short shorts, and a T-shirt. Normally, there's be nothing notable about that, particularly here in southern California, but this was THE Jane fucking Corlin we're talking about! Her body was a work of art! Her curves had curves. If she wore a bikini at the beach, she'd be arrested for public indecency!

Of course, she had two notable and even locally famous features. The first to catch one's eye were her breasts, since they reached you a good minute or two before the rest of her did! Okay, sure, that's an exaggeration, but by less than one would think. I didn't know her breast size, but I would be willing to bet they were even LARGER than Michelle's twin torpedoes! Now, admittedly, proportionally they were probably the same, because Jane was just bigger and taller in general. She's the kind of woman the words "statuesque" or "Amazon" are meant for. "Statuesque" was a better fit, actually, because she was firm and fit yet also somehow still soft and feminine, and not a warrior-type at all.

It's so easy to get distracted by Jane's incredible breasts that I almost forgot to mention her other well-known feature, and that's her face. I'd been fortunate enough to have some true beauties in my harem, but Jane had the kind of face that even the others would jealously grumble about. It's hard to put a finger on what makes it so special, but words like "regal," "classy," and "glamorous" come to mind. But also "sultry." Definitely sultry! She looks like a high-class princess who wants to fuck your brains out. It was an irresistible combination.

Unfortunately for me at that moment, I knew Jane's body and face so well from our years of friendship that I got a physical reaction from knowing what a stunner she was from head to toe, even before she could come out of the darkness enough for me to get a good look at her. And that meant an erection! And given my sweatpants and no underwear, that meant I was fucked! Because how could I avoid the usual welcome hug and kiss without being rude?

My brain must have froze, because I just stood there on the sidewalk grinning like an idiot until she walked right up to me. "Dan, Dan, Dan. You're a sight for sore eyes. Hug!"

The sun had set, but there was still enough light to see her well up close.

I got another shock, because virtually every time I'd seen Jane had been at parties. Our neighborhood was a wealthy one and she wasn't hurting for money. Maybe it was because she looked so naturally classy to begin with, but she always loved to dress to the nines. For instance, she had long, straight dark brown hair, and she liked to pile it up high on her head in ways that are mysterious to men but sexy as all get out, leaving her neck totally bare.

So that was my mental image of her, always done up like a Bond girl that James Bond meets at a Monte Carlo casino. Naturally, she wore lots of jewelry and make-up (though she didn't need it). Thus I was shocked, because the woman before me was a "plain Jane." Not only was she wearing an ordinary T-shirt and short shorts, as I'd mentioned, but her hair was in a ponytail and there was no jewelry or make-up to be seen. But here's the kicker: she looked just as gorgeous as when she was decked out like a fashion model heading to a fancy ballroom dance! Maybe more so, even!

Maybe it was just that she showed such healthy vitality, like a very fit cheerleader coach. Or more like a Hollywood starlet playing the role of a cheerleader coach, because I've never seen a coach in real life look this good! Or maybe it was simply the fact that she showed so much skin, such flawless and nicely tanned skin. She looked great in evening gowns, but they usually covered her up except for bare arms and a respectable amount of inviting cleavage, so I'd never seen this much of her without at least a skin-tight dress in the way.

Anyway, I was taking all that in in a matter of seconds, which left me no time to plan how to deal with her hug request.

Like a lamb to the slaughter, I just stood there. I didn't even try to tuck away my rapidly engorging erection, because there was nowhere to tuck it to. The sweatpants were utterly useless! I could only hope and pray that it had gotten just dark enough for her not to notice that my eight-inch long penis was creating a bulge in those sweatpants that was jutting out in front of me by very nearly eight inches exactly! Like I said, useless!

I couldn't poke her with that during the hug, or she'd freak out. So at the last second, I used my hand to make an all too obvious bulge adjustment. The only problem was, there was nothing I could do with it! Pointing it up could spell disaster, since my cockhead could easily end up poking out the top. I didn't have time to analyze every option with only a second or two to think, but I instinctively figured that if up was bad maybe down was good, and I aimed it down the side of one of my legs.

Phew! With that problem taken care of just in the nick of time I could hug Jane without incident. Right? Wrong! I didn't have enough time to carefully tuck my boner away when Jane gave me a tight hug. So even though it was pointing down, it got trapped between one of her thighs and my thighs.

I didn't see how she could possibly fail to notice that! Hell, it was practically all I could think about, the feel of my suddenly raging boner getting squeezed against her body. But that's not entirely true, because I was simultaneously freaking out about the fact that her famous breasts were suddenly pressed against my chest! (Okay, they weren't famous to the wider world, but they were famous in MY world, and that's what counted to me.)

Jane was something of a flirt at parties, but only a verbal flirt. Touching was out of bounds. Even when it came to kissing hello and good-bye she had a way of leaning in to kiss each cheek with meant minimum or no boob contact. And she had to lean way forward for that to happen, believe me! Probably she'd learned to do that out of necessity, to prevent public scenes and men unexpectedly ejaculating in their pants in her presence.

So this hug was unprecedented for me in all my Jane Corlin experiences. And it was entirely her doing, since I was standing there like my brain had been wiped clean of any intelligence (which was far too accurate). I wondered if she'd noticed my lewd bulge and given me a tight hug just to check it out?! I couldn't let myself ponder that or I'd get too excited. I'd been in a wild threesome an hour ago, and I was a master with my own harem, yet when it came to the mighty Jane, I tended to get shy.

To be honest, I considered her out of my league. If anyone shouldn't have felt that way about her it ought to have been me, since I now had my very own "league" of drop dead gorgeous women at my beck and call. But most of that success had come very recently, and I'm notoriously slow to change. Besides, Jane was particularly intimidating, even by the standards of extraordinarily beautiful women. She was nice and kind, yet somehow also remained aloof and hard to please. She was smart too, and often had a knowing smirky smile, quite like Mindy's in fact, as if she knew something amusing that you didn't.

My heart was racing wildly and my breath was suddenly very labored, which was how I always reacted whenever I got close to this goddess. Yet I was actually fortunate that I wasn't more affected. I'd been so sexually satiated from my time in Mindy's office that although I was erect and horny as hell, I was able to maintain some control. I was proud that I could simply keep my hands wrapped around the middle of Jane's back without saying or doing anything foolish, such as unthinkingly play "grab ass," which I always did whenever making out with my wife, and now my other lovers.

My task got harder though because Jane maintained the hug. After kissing each of my cheeks, and then having me kiss hers, we simply stayed like that. She kept her hands around the middle of my back too, so it seemed innocent enough. But nothing was innocent when her incredible tits were involved! God help me, but there was nothing else in this world that felt like the soft smoosh of those breasts being pressed into my chest! And furthermore, my boner continued to be trapped between my leg and hers. It may not have sounded that arousing, especially compared to my adventures earlier in the day, but Jane was ALL woman! Her smell, her touch, the naturally sultry sound of her voice - it was as if God spent some extra time making her just to drive men wild!

She pulled back slightly after the kisses and gave me a smile. "So... Dan! Good to see you again. How long has it been? A month? More?"

I nodded. "Um... yeah... More than a month, for sure." Luckily, that was an easy question, since I was having a brain freeze. I was swooning and giddy. Her mouth was so close to mine! And all the that boner-on-thigh and soft-breasts-on-hard-chest contact! It was too much! I felt like a cartoon character heating up like a steam whistle.

"Where have you been hiding yourself? I'm hurt. Have you been hiding from me?" She pouted a little bit, which sent more butterflies to my stomach.

"Uhhh... no! Why would you say that?"

"Oh, I have my reasons." There it was, that knowing smile. In another age, men would have gone to war over having that smile directed at them.

A long pause followed. It was strange, standing on a sidewalk on some random street, hugging like this. I felt like my erection was so hot it would burn through my sweatpants and then it would leave a branding mark directly on her bare leg! And her huge tits felt divine, practically enveloping my chest. My heart was still racing fast, but now that the shock had worn off and she hadn't socked me for having such an obvious reaction, I was increasingly enjoying this. I certainly didn't want the hug to end.

To prevent things from getting awkward, I had to think hard and keep the conversation going. But all I could manage was, "Aaaah... What reasons?"

She looked around past me. "It's complicated. But if we're going to talk, it's awkward to talk here, don't you think? Although it looks like you certainly have been making yourself comfy." She took a hand from my back and brought it around to her backside, placing it on one of my hands.

That's when I discovered to my horror that both my hands had somehow migrated down until I was firmly clutching her ass cheeks! And her shorts were as thin as they were short, so I was getting a really good feel of her firm yet yielding bubble butt. I needed to consciously force myself not to do that, but I'd gotten distracted by all her ample charms and totally blown it.

I immediately blushed profusely and took my hands off of her altogether. "Oh no! Sorry! I'm so sorry! I didn't realize! I'm just so used to doing that with Mindy!"

I thought she'd be greatly offended, since she so rarely allowed much physical contact at parties. But she seemed only mildly amused. Smiling in her knowing way, she said, "I've noticed, believe me. So don't worry about it."

Then, to both my great relief and my great disappointment, she pulled back, disengaging from me altogether. Maybe that was a mild admonishment for my hands entering a forbidden area, or maybe the hug had simply gone on too long already, I didn't know. Luckily, she still gave me an easy smile, so if she was upset she was very good at hiding it.

Wanting to distract her from my faux pas by changing the subject, I managed to string more than a few coherent words together. "So, what are you doing walking in the dark, anyway?"

"I could ask you the same," she pointed out.

There was a pause, because although it was getting darker fast, there was still plenty of light for me to check out her body, and now that she'd pulled back, there was a wonderland of erotic treasures laid out before me! I didn't know she had a "sporty" side but it stood to reason that she had to exercise regularly to stay in such great shape. Mainly though, my head was reeling at how great she rocked the sporty look.

Naturally, I had a hard time looking anywhere but at her fantastic rack. Her T-shirt was light blue, which allowed me to see though just enough to catch hints of her sorry bra. And I say "sorry" because the poor thing was going to strain and snap before too long, due to the unreasonable weight it was being asked to hold up! More enticing than that was how tightly the shirt hugged her curves. And it didn't even go all the way down to her shorts, leaving a strip of exposed skin just wide enough to show off her belly button.

I realized the silence was stretching on too long, and I was rudely staring. But then, in a clever flash, I thought of something relevant to say that would excuse my gawking. "Yeah, that's true, but I'm a man and you're a woman!"

She chuckled. "I've noticed." She smirked knowingly down my body.

My eyes followed. To my great dismay, I saw that I'd forgotten all about the problem of my sweatpants, compounded by my lack of underwear. Now that there was a gap between us, there was nothing stopping my boner from protruding forward just as lewdly as before! Had she been standing a couple of inches closer, it still would have been poking her!

I was already blushing from before, but my blush deepened. I immediately covered my crotch with both hands, and said, "Oh my gosh! I'm soooo sorry! I didn't realize that either!"

She laughed, but it was a lighthearted laugh of genuine amusement, rather than one of laughing at my expense. She waved a hand dismissively. "Don't worry about it. I consider it a compliment, and a very big one at that." She gave my bulge another look, even though it was still covered by my hands.

I was so frazzled that I didn't realize at the time her "very big one at that" comment was almost certainly a knowing reference to the size of my erection.

I tried to get back to the clever, relevant point I wanted to make. "Yeah, but that's the thing. Like I said, I'm a man and you're a woman. Plus, you're no ordinary woman. You're... you!" I waved a hand in her direction, knowing her voluptuous curves could say more than I could through mere words.

Meanwhile, I'd furtively adjusted my stiff erection so it was pointing straight down again. This time I had a better chance to make a proper adjustment, so I was able to trap it in place by clamping my thighs together. That only worked as long as we were standing still, but it would have to suffice for now.

I went on, "What I mean is, these streets might not be safe at this hour. Especially for a woman like you."

She continued to smile in amusement. "What does that mean?"

"Er, I just mean... if I were to harass just one woman, I think it would be you!"

She laughed heartily. "Why, thank you! I believe that's the most rapey compliment I've ever received from you by a good amount, but thank you anyway." She laughed some more.

I think my blush turned redder still. I wanted to apologize, but all her laughing was creating a tit-quake of major proportions. It was at least an eight on the Richter scale! I'm afraid my jaw dropped, but I wasn't sure. However, I soon recovered enough to say, "Oh my God! I'm so sorry! That's not what I meant at all!"

She smiled widely a put a friendly hand on my shoulder. "Don't worry. I understand your sentiment, and I appreciate it. You're concerned about my safety."

I nodded vigorously.

"Don't worry. And you're right, a woman with my figure has extra reason to worry. I've taken some self-defense classes, so I'm not totally helpless. Plus, now I have you, my big strong man, to protect me. You'll protect me from danger, right?"

There was a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. I could tell she was having fun flirting with me.

I realized I had to step up my game instead of just blushing, gawking, and talking awkwardly. So I put on a theatrically gallant face and made a little bow. "But of course, my lady! I'm your knight in shining armor!"

"My hero!" Out of the blue, she gave me another hug!

Oh, man! It was a close call that I didn't cum on the spot, when I was suddenly enveloped by so much woman! I know it probably seems crazy that I could be that worked up by another mere hug after all the great sexual adventures I'd been through, but Jane was truly extraordinary, and I'd lusted after her for a long, long time. I'd known her ten years at least, and I believe I got a painfully stiff erection every single time I saw her, without exception!

Thank God for all those great adventures though, because not only had Mindy subtly trained and improved my stamina and other sexual skills in the past couple of years, but in the last month I felt like my dick had gone through some kind of Marine boot camp, whipping my sexual stamina into a whole new kind of shape. I frantically squeezed my PC muscle until the immediate crisis passed.

The challenge not to cum was that much more daunting because my gallant bow freed my hard-on from its locked position between my legs, aided by the fact that I was too blindsided by the hug to remember to keep it there. So the second hug was just like the first, with my boner pointing down and thus pinned between one of her legs and one of mine.

Luckily, or maybe unluckily, the hug was a brief one. After giving me a lingering kiss on the cheek, she pulled back and said with a smile, "Well, Sir Dan... Can I call you that, since you're my knight?"

I smiled with secret relief that she either didn't notice my erection or didn't visibly react to it. On second thought, there was no way she'd miss that hot phallic shape pressing into her skin with just my sweatpants in the way, but she was really cool about it. Gathering my wits, I made another bow. "Of course, my lady. But only if I'm allowed to call you lady, or Lady Jane."

She flashed her pearly whites. "I'd love that! Come, my brave knight. We should retire to a tavern for some grub and ale. Darkness is growing, which means monsters and wolves will soon be on the prowl, and you don't have your sword."

Then she looked down, right at my crotch, and gave me a smirk that would have impressed even Mindy. "Oh, my mistake. You do seem to have something of that general size and shape tucked away under your, er, loincloth." She giggled with glee.

Sure enough, after the hug I was stuck with the same problem as before, which was that my erection tented my sweatpants to an almost comical degree. I was obliged to cover up, but I tried to be more subtle about it this time by simply draping one arm strategically, and attempting to pin the damn thing back towards my body. I would have been greatly embarrassed except that I was already, so I was more able to roll with it.

I'd flirted some with Jane over the years, but never this outrageously. I realized I needed to step up my game to try to keep up with her. So I joked back, "My lady, that is my sword, but I'm afraid a witch has cursed me and cast a spell permanently attaching it to my body, so I'll have to get another blade."

She found that very funny, and her burst of laughter led to another erotic tit-quake. Maybe it was a good thing I needed to keep a hand over my crotch, because it was all I could do not to reach out and steady her trembling globes with both hands! And then I would have kissed her mouth hotly and done a lot more than just steady them!

She took my free hand in hers. "We must hurry then. Night falls, and foul beasts lurk in the shadows. Alas, we're unprotected, due to that cruel witch."

Feeling inspired, not to mention horny as all get out, I managed to quip back, "My lady, we're not totally helpless. If any monsters do come, we'll just have to direct them to a several-inch wide area around here" - I waved my hand that was already on my crotch a little bit, highlighting the area while still trying to cover my boner - "and then I can club them to death!"

She had another hearty laugh. "Oh! This is such fun!" She clutched at me from the side, giving me a sort of side hug - as well as pressing a great deal of side boob into me. Then she pulled back and resumed just holding my hand. "Shall we? Believe me, I've very impressed by the size of your sword, not to mention the stories about how well you wield it. But what if a monster comes at you from behind? That could be... tricky!" She had another hearty laugh.

I hoped she wasn't laughing because she was trying to imagine me sticking my boner between my legs to swipe at creatures from behind. Yikes! I tried not to think about it.

I let her lead me along by my hand. I didn't know where we were going, but I was having such a fun and arousing time - despite all my embarrassment - that I didn't much care.

Unfortunately, walking presented a new set of problems for me. I couldn't just walk down the street clutching at my privates, especially since she was holding one of my hands. But if I didn't do something, my wobbling hard-on would be positively obscene. Worse, my stiff pole could very easily bounce right out the top of my sweatpants! It was a challenge to keep it covered merely standing. I really regretted not wearing underwear, but how on Earth was I to know I'd run into Jane Corlin, of all people?!

In the end, I opted for what I considered a less awkward compromise: I slid my hand just above my privates, almost to my belly button. Then I pulled tightly on the top of my sweatpants, trying to create more tension that would keep my dick close to my body. It wasn't perfect, but it kept it jutting out only three or four inches instead of seven or eight, and kept the bouncing down.

But it turns out I wasn't the only one with a bouncing problem due to walking. I'm sure Jane was wearing some kind of industrial strength bra, and upon closer inspection I could see the shape of two seriously thick bra-straps. However, she was so ridiculously stacked that her bra was fighting a losing battle.

I'd never seen such tit-wobbling in my life! I half-expected comically loud "THUMP" sounds every time her steps caused her mammoth tits to crash down, and "THUNK" sounds when they bonked into each other.

When I wasn't drooling and gawking, I got to wondering why I hadn't noticed such an overt "bouncy" problem from her before, in all of the many parties I'd seen her in. Any bra in the world could only help so much. It occurred to me that she had a way of walking in those parties that was more like gliding or even floating, where her hips didn't move or gyrate much, so her upper torso didn't either. Clearly, it was a skill she'd developed over the years to prevent spontaneous ejaculations from following her wherever she went. But she was walking more vigorously by my side, almost striding, which I'd never seen her do before.

That made me wonder what happened on the other times she walked around the neighborhood, or performed any other sort of athletic activity, for that matter. Her body was built for sex, pure and simple! Even the most basic body motion was like an X-rated porno when her body was involved! I couldn't begin to imagine her playing a vigorous volleyball game like Sue Ellen often did.

It was frustrating having to miss out on such a rare and wonderful titty show, but I forced myself to stare straight ahead. I had enough troubles already, what with my blushing, brain freezes, and lack of sweatpants support. I didn't want to be reduced to a gibbering idiot around her. I knew that she overawed most men with her body, and those kinds of men bored her to death. I had to roll with the punches, such as our enjoyable "knight and lady" talk.

She was content to be silent as we walked, although she was smiling from ear to ear.

I soon got curious though, and asked her, "By the way, where are we going?"

She looked at me with a surprisingly lusty look, and then asked with even more sex in her voice than usual, "Your place or mine?"

Man! She might as well said, "We need to find a bed fast so you can fuck the living daylights out of me!" I'd never flirted with her like THIS before!

However, just when I was starting to think that's what she really meant, she laughed it off good-naturedly. "What I mean is, that tavern you spoke of is closed. Luckily, my castle is nearer than yours, so I'm taking you there."

She seemed to briefly drop our little role-play when she added, "That is, if you don't mind me kidnapping you? Maybe you still want to finish your walk, but I'm basically done with my walk and I'd like to catch up talking to you. You HAVE been avoiding me, and I mean to fix that!" She turned and gave me a pouty look, followed by another knowing and amused one.

I said, "I don't have a problem with that. I was just walking because I was bored, to be honest."

"Good! Then definitely consider yourself kidnapped then!"

I switched back into our role-play. "My lady, how can I be kidnapped when you already are my liege?"

She chuckled. "Good point, Sir Dan. By the way, is that Sir Dan, Knight of the Long... er... Table?" She took another obvious look at my crotch. She seemed endlessly amused, but I wasn't sure if it was because of the verbal banter or the sight of my boner bouncing in my sweatpants, or both.

I couldn't believe how flirtatious she was being! Actually, we'd talked like this before, but it had been different because Mindy had always been right there too. And in fact most of the time she was joking with Mindy, not me. The two of them would often team up and talk about things meant to embarrass me, including frequent jokes about my large penis size. That was a running joke, in fact. But it was very different when we were alone. In all our years of flirting, I never got the idea she might actually want to get physical with me. But now, I was most definitely getting that vibe!

It was scary. My heart was thumping wildly and I was having a hard time keeping my cool. But I knew that if I was going to have any chance with her, I had to be cool. From all those parties over the years, I'd noticed that nothing caused her to lose interest in a guy than if he was fawning or in awe. Clearly, she wanted someone who was her equal. But the problem as far as I could tell, was that everyone was in awe of her to some degree. Maybe that's why she was single (after one marriage that ended years ago).

We walked for about five minutes until we made it back to her place. We continued our friendly banter, with a lot more "knight" and "lady" role-playing. It was a lot of fun, and highly arousing too. The arousal was less from our flirtatious talk and more from the mere fact that I was with Jane friggin' Corlin! I was constantly torn between wanting to look over at her and her endlessly bouncing breasts versus getting overheated and forcing myself to look forward instead. Somehow, merely walking with her like that was almost as arousing as a good blowjob. I guess it goes to show how much of sexual arousal is the mental aspect.

It was fitting that she jokingly referred to her house as a "castle," because it certainly was an impressive place. And that was doubly so since she lived alone. It was no secret that Jane was rich. She owned a boutique that catered to very high class customers, fittingly enough, since everything about her screamed "classy." I'm not sure how much money that made since I didn't usually talk to her about financial matters, but she'd been very wealthy since we first met her about ten years ago, when she was in her mid-twenties.

I suspected she got most of her money from her former husband, and in fact this was the same house she lived in when she'd been married to him back then. They'd divorced about a year or two after we first got to know her, so she'd been single through a lot of her "prime" years.

As soon as we got inside, she started walking away from me while gesturing further into the house. "Make yourself at home in the living room, Sir Dan. You know your way around. If you don't mind me, I've gotten a little sweaty so I'm going to change into something else."

I mock-bowed. "Your wish is my command, Lady Jane."

She glanced back at my bow and laughed as she slowly walked away. "Don't say that, or I might give you some pretty interesting commands!" She was still chuckling as she disappeared down a hallway.

I walked into the living room and sat down on a sofa. I didn't have any interest to look around since I'd been here many times over the years, usually for parties but sometimes for smaller dinner gatherings. Jane was much more Mindy's friend than my friend, and it was easy to see why, since they both loved joking and having fun. Hell, they both loved knowing smirks as well. But if Mindy was invited to something more than one on one, I'd tag along too.

I always enjoyed seeing Jane at such get-togethers, and not just for the obvious visual reason. Sometimes she and Jane would get a laugh riot going that make us all laugh until our sides hurt. But I'd never gotten to know her on a deeper level and almost never talked to her one on one. She had that aloof aspect about her too. For instance, despite knowing her ten years, I knew remarkably little about her because she avoided talking about herself. I surmised from little clues that Mindy knew a lot more, but that was "girl talk" that I wasn't privy to.

Sitting on the sofa, I thought, I wonder if that'll change, because I get the feeling that our relationship is going to shift in some meaningful way. It's all the same, and yet... different. I can't put my finger on it. Maybe it's just much greater sexual tension? There definitely is THAT! I wonder why though. Maybe... maybe I'm exuding some kind of different aura. Could it be that having a harem and such great sexual success has changed me, giving me a different vibe? 

Yes! But also... no. Meaning, I'm sure that's true in general. I can feel the change. My confidence has soared, both sexually and in general. But I don't think it's changed in my interactions with Jane. She still intimidates me, big time. And I've hardly acted like some kind of supremely confident cock of the walk tonight. I've mostly been gawking and struggling to think of something clever to say while covering my bulge. Not exactly Don Juan material there. 

Then what is it?! Could it just be the fact that I'm getting all this rare solo time with her?! And if she acts so differently without Mindy around, what does THAT mean?! Could she want to get something physical started with me?! 

Phew! Man! I don't know! Jane fucking Corlin! The very idea is absurd. But she made all those jokes about my "big sword" and such. And the hugs! Good God, those jugs! Er, I mean hugs! And the jugs too. Damn! She is such a total BABE! It's weird, because my confidence HAS soared, but when it comes to her all I can think is why the hell would she be interested in me? 

And what about the fact that I'm married?! She wouldn't want me to cheat on Mindy, would she?! She's a basically good person. She's had a lot of boyfriends over the years, but I never heard of her taking part in an affair. 

I continued to ruminate over these and other Jane-related issues. She was gone for five minutes, which gave my penis enough time to go flaccid.

But then she reappeared.




Chapter 18



When Jane came back in, I thought I was mentally and psychologically ready. I braced myself for an overwhelming onslaught of sexiness. A sexy onslaught is exactly what happened, yet I still wasn't ready when the moment arrived. I felt like the chair I was sitting in tilted back and then slid back a foot or two, as if it had been hit by a wave of water. Luckily, there were armrests. I gripped them with all my might as I attempted to appear normal. I somehow managed a smile through clenched teeth, I think.

As I'd expected, she didn't just change clothes because she was feeling "sweaty" - it was obvious she'd gone all out to impress. She'd fixed her long brown hair by piling it up on her head instead of the sporty ponytail she'd had before, and she'd probably put on some subtle touches of make-up.

But I didn't have much time to consider any of that because of the pure white dress she was wearing. The first thing that caught my eye was the sheer amount of cleavage it was showing off.

I'm happy to say that "grand canyons of cleavage" were hardly a new experience for me. I do have a daughter with a pair of obscenely large torpedo tits who flaunts them in my direction every chance she can get. And I don't want to sound like a braggart about the women in my life, but I have three more cock slaves and one wife, and all of them are gloriously stacked enough to make a tit man weep for joy.

But Jane Corlin was in a league of her own! She had a large, Amazon-esque body that could support huge tits, and she was so outrageously curvy all over that they looked like they belonged on her, even though they also somehow looked too big to fit on her chest! I was sure that if she was completely topless there would be no gap between her round melons, because they were that big!

Seeing her in her white dress was a real "pinch me, am I dreaming" moment for me. It was sleeveless, with just one strap of fabric rising from one tremendous breast and narrowing as it rose, then going around her neck and coming back down to cover her other breast. There was no way she could be wearing a bra, because there was a great V of exposed skin in the middle of her chest going down almost to her belly button, as well as lots of skin showing down her sides.

It wouldn't have been so revealing except for the fact that there was a zipper right down between her immense boobs. While the zipper was hidden by a thin flap of fabric, one could nonetheless see that she'd unzipped a daring amount, with the zipper tab pulled below the height of her nipples. It looked like her dress could rip apart if she took a sufficiently deep breath!

As if that wasn't heart-stopping enough, the skirt part of the dress was extremely short, just like a miniskirt. She wasn't just a gorgeous face with huge, flawless breasts - she was the whole package, including legs and ass. I couldn't wait to see her from the backside.

She floated into the room, saying, "Is this a bit too much? Or too little?" She chuckled. "I bought this a ways back, but then I was too chicken to actually wear it in front of people. You're my guinea pig."

I knew this was a critical test for me. My heart was doing somersaults and backflips, and I was so aroused that my head was spinning. I was having to consciously force myself to keep breathing, but to do it without panting hard. Jane was bored of reducing guys to blithering idiots. I'd seen it happen at every party she attended. All she had to do was walk into the room, and all eyes were on her, and the guys would fall over each other to serve her every whim. It was the same way Michelle was treated, only even more so, because Jane had a sultry sophistication that came with years of experience.

Unlike Michelle, who relished the spotlight, it seemed to me that Jane had grown weary of being THE sexy spectacle everywhere she went, but she couldn't stop being who she was, just like a very funny person wouldn't be happy to suddenly stop telling jokes. She still went to parties and dressed to the nines because she was looking for a good man worthy of her. I don't know all of her prerequisites for her future lovers, but it was obvious that she wanted someone who could handle her sexual heat and give as good as she gave.

I had to psyche myself up. If anyone can cope with tremendous female beauty, it's me. I'm accustomed to it, thanks to the women in my family and/or harem that I deal with on a daily basis. I have five remarkable cock slaves, for crying out loud! Plus, I've had so many peak sexual experiences so often these past couple of months that merely looking at Jane in the sexiest outfit I'd ever seen her wear is small potatoes, right? 

That's what I told myself, even though I was well aware that she was having a special effect on me. Forbidden fruit is always the most tempting, after all, and she'd been off limits for ten years.

There was a long pause as I tried to gather my wits and then say something clever. Finally, I managed, "We're practically a zoo here."

She raised an uncertain eyebrow. "Come again?"

"You're a chicken and I'm a guinea pig."

She grinned widely, finally getting it. Plus, I could tell she was very pleased that I was keeping my cool. She walked closer to me, and said, "Two animals? That doesn't sound like much of a zoo."

Inspired, and feeling a surge of confidence from not being struck dumb by her beauty, I said, 'No, I guess not. More like a small petting zoo, perhaps."

She picked up on the innuendo opportunity, just as I'd hoped she would. She kept on floating towards me until she stood right in front of where I sat, still clutching the armrests for dear life. I wasn't nearly as cool and collected as I appeared on the surface.

She cocked a hip and made a show of slowly stroking her luscious curves with her hands, an action that nearly took my breath away all by itself. She smirk-smiled, "Hmmm... A petting zoo? The problem with that is there's nobody there to pet us... unless you're suggesting we pet each other?"

Phew! Yeow! The "come hither" look she gave me hit me like a punch to the solar plexus. It was all I could do not to whip my head back just as if I was staggered from a physical blow. I probably looked a little shell-shocked, but thanks to so much teasing from the Gruesome Twosome and others in recent months, I bounced back quickly. "Hmmm. I'm not suggesting we should do that, but if we did, the amount we charge for attendance to our zoo could skyrocket!"

She liked that, and had a good laugh.

That made her chest jiggle in a way that had me drooling. In fact, to cover for my lewd staring, I had to jokingly and ostentatiously wipe my chin.

She laughed again at that, but then she walked a few steps away to sit in the nearest chair to mine. She scooted it closer until she was directly in front of me, with our knees almost touching. Then she said, "Well, if you're not going to stand for a lady, I'll have to sit."

That caught me out, because I hadn't realized I'd committed a faux pas until it was too late. I struggled for some kind of suave comment to get me out of that jam, but I was stumped. In truth, I was having a hard time just coping being alone with her while she was wearing that dress, especially now that she was sitting right in front of me. And having to hide the raging boner in my sweat pants wasn't making things easier on me.

Luckily, she didn't mind, and waved a hand dismissively. "Don't worry, I'm just yanking your chain. Besides, now we can really talk. I'm so excited about everything Mindy's been telling me. I can't wait to hear your perspective."

She leaned forward eagerly in her chair, causing her massive melons to almost spill out of her dress.

Despite the sexy sight, my expression turned sour and chagrined as I considered her words. "Uh-oh. I don't like the sound of that. Please don't tell me my big-mouthed wife has been talking about our personal life with you."

Jane replied without looking apologetic, "Sorry, I can't tell you that. We talk on the phone pretty frequently, as you know, and women love to gossip. Besides, you don't think the fact that you have not one but TWO mistresses is something you can keep a secret for long, do you? That's the sort of juicy news that spreads like wildfire!"

I thought, "Two mistresses?!" Good grief! What the hell was Mindy thinking, telling her that?! 

I sighed heavily. My reaction was a bit theatrical, but I was genuinely upset. I grumbled, "I suppose it's not that shocking that you'd find out sooner or later, although I'd much prefer later. I mean, these are VERY recent developments. What if things don't work out? And just what did she tell you, exactly? Please tell me everything, so I'll know how long to exile her to Siberia!"

Jane chuckled at that, while still leaning forward provocatively. "Don't blame her, please. You may not realize it since you and I don't usually share personal secrets, but she and I share practically everything. Swami Jane knows all!" She laughed some more, and I had to look somewhere else until her chest stopped wobbling so invitingly. "I know more about you than... well, let's just say you've been a great source of entertainment for me, for years. You two have such fun, always joking and playing pranks and so much more. Your whole family is practically a comedy troop!"

Despite the concerning topic of conversation, I was having a hard time maintaining eye contact with her. It was just that there was SO MUCH of her to look at! My erection kept threatening to rip though my sweat pants, thanks to the way she was leaning forward and jiggling her tremendous rack at me with all her giggling or laughing.

However, I remained determined not to get distracted, so I could get to the bottom of my wife's latest scheming. I hope to God that's not true, that they share ALL secrets, or I'm dead meat! There's no way she knows even a hint about the incest, right?! I'm going to have to assume that's true because I can't even contemplate my wife being that reckless. 

I rolled my eyes. "Oh, great. I hope I kept that phone number of a good divorce lawyer. Seriously, what did she tell you?!"

"I hope I don't get her in trouble, but I suppose it's only fair that I tell you everything, since it's largely about you. She told me all about how you two decided to open up your marriage. Well, sort of. Your side of it, anyway. She's tried to explain to me how she enjoys being a cucquean. I don't get that, like, AT ALL! I'd never even heard of that word before she dropped it on me. If you were married to me and you had sex with another woman, I'd be coming at you with a frying pan in one hand and a knife in the other!"

I grumbled, "I know, I know. It's strange. I don't get her mindset either."

She went on, "But I figure as long as everybody's happy, that's what matters. And she's happier than she's ever been lately. Clearly! Just thinking about talking to her perks me up every time, because she's always bursting with enthusiasm. Plus, of course, I've heard all about Cindy and Sue Ellen, and how they couldn't be happier."

Jane had sat back while she talked, only to suddenly lean forward again. "So that only leaves you, and I can't imagine that you're upset at this new arrangement. You're living the life! How many men have a wife like yours who lets you sleep with any other woman you want?"

I'd been bracing myself, wondering just what she'd heard. I breathed a secret sigh of relief that she didn't know anything about the incest. But then again, I would have been totally shocked if Min breathed even a hint of that to anyone. Still, having Jane learn about practically everything else was completely unexpected and I didn't know what to do or say.

After a long pause, Jane asked me earnestly, "Well?! Penny for your thoughts?"

I was practically scowling, even though I was horny as hell from looking back and forth between Jane's stunning face and her round tits. "Sorry, I'm just thinking how deeply my wife is in my dog house. Maybe I'll build an actual dog house in the backyard and force her to sleep there until she learns some discretion!"

Jane spoke with sincere concern on her face this time, "Oh dear! Please don't be mad at her! If it'll make you feel better about all of this, I suppose I should come clean about certain things and let the chips fall where they may. You see, I can pretty much guarantee that she hasn't told anyone else about any of that. I'm a special case. Uh... she and me... we kind of have a special relationship when it comes to this sort of thing. You see..." She trailed off unexpectedly, suddenly at a loss for words.

"UGH!" She sighed heavily as she struggled over what to say, which actually caused her zipper on the front of her dress to zip down an inch or so. Then she stood up and started pacing around right in front of me. She looked forward and decidedly not in my direction as she continued, "Argh! This is hard for me to confess, but I think I have to in order to get Mindy out of a jam she doesn't really deserve to be in. If there's any blame, it should fall on me."

My God! I thought, admiring the exquisitely sexy sight of her impossibly sexy body in motion before me, She's even more ravishingly beautiful than I'd thought before! I thought she'd maxed out on that, but just being with her one-on-one like this is almost too much to take! 

Then she lowered the boom on me, stating, "You see, I've long envied her for the fact that she's got you."

Huh?! I'm pretty sure that at that moment, breathing stopped being something I needed to do for a while.

Jane stopped her pacing and grew uncertain and embarrassed. "Not as a life partner, that is, but... you know, someone to have fun with. I've often told her that if she were to ever give you a free pass and I wasn't in a serious relationship at the time, that I'd be open to, well... going on a date with you."

She turned her head down shyly.

I was stunned to see the mighty and regal Jane Corlin was actually blushing! Clearly, she wasn't used to confessing these sorts of feelings to a man. It was the men who were always coming on to her. Furthermore, what she was saying was seriously blowing my mind! I'd always considered her out of my league, but she was basically indicating that she was interested in having sex with me if the conditions were right!

She looked up and boldly resumed eye contact. "Are you still with me?"

I gulped and nodded slowly. My heart was already thumping hard just from being this close to her in a private setting. But it raced much faster and harder, from my knowledge that she wanted to have sex with me.

I found that hard to believe, despite the clear evidence. It could happen, for real! She's not just open to the idea as some sort of mildly amusing diversion for her jaded heart. She actually WANTS to get very intimate with me! She's practically enthusiastic about it, for crying out loud! If she wants it, there's nothing stopping us but ME! Whoa! And I'd never say no to a chance to fuck a living goddess! No fucking way! This is Jane friggin' Corlin! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! 

She nodded, and seemed to gain confidence. "Good. Anyway, back at the time of the Christmas Party Incident-"

I interrupted, "Wait! You know about that?!"

"Of course. Like I said, us women, we talk. Of course, it's a two-way street. I tell her all about my dating life too. She's kind of my relationships coach. I rarely make any major move without consulting her first."

"Really?! I had no idea you two were that close."

"It's been a gradual thing. You've noticed I'm a pretty private person, but she wore me down over the years." She chuckled.

I chuckled too. "She has that way about her, doesn't she? She's good at wearing people down and getting her way. I of all people should know!"

Jane smiled brightly and knowingly. "Indeed. But she's not some kind of shrew to you, because she loves you and wants to make you happy. Whenever she 'gets her way,' it always works out to your benefit. You know that, don't you?"

I nodded. I tried to subtly adjust my boner in my sweatpants, because I could feel them making a wet spot due to leaking pre-cum and I didn't want that to get too large and obvious.

I thought, I'll bet half the reason Jane and Mindy got so emotionally close has to do with some crazy cucquean scheme my wife cooked up to get Jane to sleep with me. She burrowed into Jane's confidence to get the inside scoop to help make that happen; I'm sure of it. I wonder how long that's been going on?! Damn, Min is fucking weird! 

Jane went on, "Anyway, getting back to the Christmas Party Incident, I knew all about that. It's too bad I was in the middle of a serious relationship at the time, or you could have tried a 'swap' with me instead of the Jensens. Although it wouldn't have really been a swap because there wouldn't have been another man in the picture to cause all that angst. Since then, of course, Mindy's desire to share you has only grown as she's gotten more in touch with her cucquean feelings and wants to see you have sex with even more other women. As if having two mistresses isn't crazy enough!"

"Yes, that's true," I admitted.

"Now, I'll be the first to admit that her whole cucquean fetish thing definitely ISN'T my own personal cup of tea, but I'm not about to complain if she feels that way. Because I happen to be between serious boyfriends, and with you back on the market, so to speak, maybe it's not too late for you and me to... have a go?" She flashed me an extra sexy look.

I sat back in my chair, feeling blown away all over again. It was like I was being hit head on by a tornado and getting sucked into the vortex! "Whoa! It's like you're applying to be mistress number three!"

She grinned at that. "Well, not exactly. Actually, that's not my intention whatsoever. To put all my cards on the table, I'm not interested in something serious with you because you've got Mindy. ... And Cindy. ... AND Sue Ellen! That's getting a little too crowded for me."

I nodded. I actually was somewhat relieved to hear that. Jane was so sexually overwhelming that I had a feeling I could only handle her in limited doses. Besides, I already was near or at the limit of how much sexual joy any single man could physically cope with!

She continued, "I suppose it can be said - and I'm sure it often has been - that I'm a high maintenance kind of gal. I know I've got the face and body that guys go nuts over, and I unabashedly take full advantage. I'm used to having a man who gives his full attention to me, and I'm not keen on sharing like Mindy is. Nor am I submissive-minded and thus willing to agree to most anything, like Sue Ellen is."

That startled me. "You know about that too?"

"I don't know a lot of details. But I was so incredulous that three women could share the same man without tearing each other apart that Mindy had to explain to me how submissiveness plays into it. I understand that, between your wife's cucquean... fetish... or whatever you call it, and how submissive and devoted Cindy and Sue Ellen are, they actually all get along well, despite having to share, well... you. Would you say that's true?"

I nodded. "Definitely. I think they actually prefer sharing, believe it or not." I added in my mind, And that's true for Michelle and Ruby too, generally speaking. Submissiveness is the glue that makes it all work. Well, that and love and family. But those factors alone probably wouldn't be enough to explain the sexual harmony if some of them were dominant types. It's tough enough as it is with Shelle. She's not dominant in the conventional sense, since she clearly loves being my sex slave, but she sure as hell is demanding! 

Jane nodded, while staring off into space, probably deep in thought. "Strange. There's no way I could see sharing a serious boyfriend with one other woman, much less two! It simply doesn't compute."

I thought, If she only knew the full truth! She knows Shelle and Ruby well enough. She'd have a full-on freak out if she knew I was having sex with them, much less that they're my willing "cock slaves!" Hell, the mere phrase "cock slave" would blow her head right off her body. Thank God that at least Mindy exercises enough restraint to keep that much a secret! 

Jane's demeanor shifted, suddenly becoming more sultry. "But, that said, life is short, and word has it that you're the best of the best when it comes to pleasing a woman." She gave me a saucy wink. "And we're already friends, so as long as I'm between any serious relationships, why not see how 'friends with benefits' works out, so long as everyone is okay with it?"

It was my turn to stare off into space, trying to process the implications of her all too obvious offer. My head really was spinning, and jolts of erotic arousal zapped me all over, like I was being poked by some kind of sexual cattle prod. I'd lost what was left of my "suave reserve." I couldn't think clearly, much less speak coherently, knowing what Jane was proposing!

After a prolonged pause, I stammered, "I... I... don't know what to say!"

She nodded, as if she'd been expecting that. "Don't say anything at all, just yet. We all know you're notoriously slow to change your mind. Just put it in your pipe and smoke it. There's no rush. Meanwhile, I've love to hear more from you on how things are working out between you and your two new mistresses. Not to mention how that came to be. Mindy told me the basic outline, but she didn't want to give out details without your permission."

The change of topic helped me recover from my tremendous sexual shock. I scoffed, "What, Mindy is using some restraint in sharing my intimate secrets? I don't believe it!"

Jane chuckled. "She did. A lot, actually. I only know the broad outlines, despite my great desire to hear the nitty gritty in thrust by thrust detail. Er, I mean blow by blow detail." She gave me another sexy wink, showing that wasn't a mistake at all. "Although, all that blowing sounds like fun too!"

I thought, Hooooolllleeee shit! Jane is talking about having sex with me! Thrusting! And blowing! With me! JANE! Even with all my crazy harem life experience, I feel like a virgin on his first date. She's just so... so... JANE! God, she's too much woman for any man to handle! 

She went on, "I hope you can understand, given my long-standing offer to her to be the recipient of your free pass, if you ever got one, that she couldn't resist telling me about your new open relationship status. I'd been pestering her about this very thing for ages. And in order to understand what that meant exactly, how could she not tell me the basics about Cindy and Sue Ellen?"

I thought about that, and then let out a long sigh. "I suppose. I know it may sound weird that I'm looking at a gift horse in the mouth. I mean... a 'free pass?' With YOU?! Good God! Is there a straight man with a pulse who would turn that down?! No way!"

She chuckled and modestly waved a hand in a dismissive gesture, as if to say "I'm not all that." But she didn't actually deny it, because she was "all that," and she knew it.

I went on, sincerely, "But at the same time, it's frustrating for me seeing her run rampant with her cucquean fetish, even if I benefit greatly. It's a strange conflict for me. It's like getting upset with someone for giving you too many lavish presents. In a way, it's hard to complain, but my frustration is real. I love all the extra fantastic sex, but I don't want to be her puppet."

Jane nodded. "I understand more than you know. Just as she's my relationships coach, I try to give her good advice too. She's talked to me quite a bit recently about her problem of letting her cucquean tendencies get out of control. That puts me in the awkward position of trying to encourage her moderation in general while still wanting that free pass with you specifically!"

I just nodded, dazed. "Yeah. Wow!" Good grief! I'm trying to adjust to the fact that not only does Jane want to have sex with me, she's making no bones about it! That means it's going to happen, for sure, because no man could tell her no. So how the hell could I tell her no?! There's no way! She has to know that it's just a matter of time before my stubborn mind will come around to okaying the idea, and then... Lord have mercy! 

She looked at me with apparent mild amusement, her earlier embarrassment gone. "Why don't I get us some drinks while you have a chance to absorb all that? It's a lot to take in."

"Um... okay." My heart was still racing and my head was still spinning. I hoped I wasn't sweating or visibly trembling.

"What would you like? Some wine?"

"Wine... good."

She chuckled at my caveman-like response, knowing it was the best I could manage at the moment. "Two glasses of 'wine good' coming up." She stood up and headed to the kitchen.

Actually, "headed" doesn't begin to explain it. She sashayed and swayed her ass as she left the room in a way that could have been a porno film all by itself, even with her dress still on! Had her ass been attached to any other body, it would have gotten a ton of attention. Let's just say that her ass was equally as impressive as her chest! She was the full package, a genetically blessed grand slam!

My eyes were riveted to the rolling movement of her hips under that unfairly short skirt. She was so hot looking that I halfway expected the carpet to have smoking prints of her high heeled shoes left trailing her in her wake! Good God!

While she was gone, I tried to take some deep breaths and calm myself down. I was fairly successful with that. But then I glanced down at my crotch. My erection was protruding out so obscenely that I was astounded she didn't gawk or comment about it. My cockhead was still covered by my sweatpants, but with my boner sticking straight out like a mini-flag pole, there wasn't enough fabric to cover my cock all the way back to my body. If she looked from the right angle, she could have seen most of it!

I quickly readjusted, trying to snake the damn thing down the side of one leg. I still couldn't understand how she'd missed it. Did she just not look at my crotch, or did she, but I was too blown away by her overwhelming sexuality at the time to notice?

When she came back, we just talked about unimportant things while we sipped our glasses of wine. No doubt that was a deliberate effort on her part to give my spinning head a chance to recover, and I was grateful.

I managed to calm down a fair amount, mostly by putting the "free pass" talk aside, as if it had happened to someone else. That was too amazing for me to contemplate, especially while she was in the room wearing her super sexy white dress and generally looking fantastic.

She soon managed to turn the discussion to Cindy and Sue Ellen and my relationships with them. She knew Cindy fairly well, because we were in the same social circles and attended many of the same parties. But she'd never met Sue Ellen, so I mostly explained what she was like.

After a few minutes of this pleasant conversation, our wine was gone. I must admit I'd downed mine pretty fast, due to my general nervousness. Simply being around the "infamous" Jane Corlin was somewhat stressful for me even in a group setting - it was like interacting with a famous movie star. But talking to her one on one, with her in that white dress and me in my inadequate sweatpants, upped the stakes. I wanted to impress her and not screw up. Plus, now there was a sexual tension between us that was orders of magnitude greater than anything between us before.

Once she gave me a second glass, I must confess I downed that one even faster. I realized that I had to be careful not to get drunk. I had to remain in control, because even though having sex with Jane would be one of my greatest fantasies come true, I was determined to talk to Mindy first. I'd already screwed up once today having sex with Sonia on a rash impulse, and I didn't want that to happen again. Besides, if and when I did have sex with her, it was essential that I was in top form, and not some fumbling drunkard!

When I finished giving Jane a summary about Sue Ellen, she commented, "My oh my! She sounds like quite a woman. And so young! Mindy's told me some about her too, of course. She says she's a real stunner, and quite a tigress in bed."

There was a long pause. I didn't know what to say. Of course Sue Ellen most definitely is a "real stunner" and a "tigress in bed," but if I boasted about her, it felt like I'd be boasting about myself for winning such a great catch.

Jane seemed curiously impressed that I stayed quiet, almost as if I'd passed a test. "I must say, I've met a lot of men who thump their chest and boast of their sexual prowess, but they're usually all hat and no cattle. Whereas you're the opposite. You don't say a boastful word, but somehow get total knockouts like Sue Ellen to fall head over heels for you! Is it any wonder then that I've been waiting for the day you'd be back on the market?"

I must admit that I blushed. I hemmed and hawed, "I don't know about that. To be honest, it's all just some kind of crazy lucky streak. I haven't done anything to deserve this. Mindy's the one pulling the strings, as you know."

Jane smirked. "Hrm. We'll see about that. Mindy has praised your sexual talents to the high heavens so many times that, well... we'll see. But first, I've got a suggestion. While we're talking, why don't we play pool too? Billiards. You know how to play, don't you?"

"Um, yeah. I'm not very good though." That was true, and not false modesty. I hadn't played that much over the years.

"We'll see about that. Come with me."

So we went into another room, with our wine glasses and the wine bottle. When we got there, I could tell that Jane was much more serious about pool than I was, because she had an actual "pool room," with a pool table in perfect condition right in the middle of it.

I looked around and said, "I can tell you now that you're going to wipe the floor with me. You obviously know what you're doing. I've never owned a pool table, nor have I ever played much."

"You're probably right; I am pretty good," she admitted. Then she added cheekily, "And not just with pool."

I had to laugh. "Indeed! Now you're channeling Mae West, or Jessica Rabbit."

She smirked. 'Hey, I didn't ask to be 'drawn' this way. But as long as I am, I might as well have fun with it. That's why I'm unabashedly high maintenance. Let's just say I've never had a boyfriend who didn't say I was worth it!" She struck an extra sexy pose, with a hand on her cocked hip.

"Phew!" I playfully fanned my face. "Is it just me, or did it suddenly get a lot hotter in here?"

She liked that, but got the conversation back on track, to the pool game. "I'm a firm believer that people can rise to almost challenge if given the right incentive. So let's raise the stakes. Every time you sink a ball in, you'll get to tug my front zipper down an inch or two." She looked down knowingly towards the zipper between her enormous breasts.

"WHAT?!" I'd just managed to calm down, relatively speaking, thanks to the safe Sue Ellen small talk. My heart started racing wildly all over again.

She smirked. "Don't worry. I know how you think. You're going to want to talk things over with Mindy before we explore my 'friends with benefits' idea. Plus, you may want to get the okay from Cindy and Sue Ellen too."

I nodded vigorously. I did want to do all that first. Plus, it was intimidating to merely consider getting frisky with the mighty Jane Corlin. Even after everything that had happened to me sexually recently, the possibility was almost too hot to contemplate! Not to mention, I had to be on top form, because I didn't want to disappoint and thus fail to earn a repeat performance. I needed time to mentally adjust.

She continued, "Fair enough. But I also know how much you like staring at my breasts in particular. If I had a dollar for every time you gawked at my chest over the years, well, it could pay off the mortgage for this house!" She chuckled.

I grumbled, "Damn! Was I that obvious?"

"Actually, no, not really. You were more subtle than most, and I appreciate that. But a woman always knows when she's being checked out by someone she's interested in." She gave me another winning and sultry smile.

Then, with a mirthful smirk, she looked down at my crotch and added, "Though in your case I usually have a pretty easy way to detect your interest, unless you're wearing a wooden barrel around your waist."

I followed her gaze down to my crotch. Now that I was standing up and walking around, I'd forgotten to carefully guard what I was showing. To my horror, my cockhead and more was poking up above my sweatpants! The top third of my raging erection was on full display!

I quickly tucked it back in, while my face turned cherry red. "Oh my God! I'm so, so sorry!"

She just chuckled, but in a good-natured way. "Don't sweat it. I've had my own wardrobe malfunctions over the years. Besides, there have been so many times I've seen and felt your exact..." She abruptly stopped that line of thought.

Instead, she very quickly switched to saying, "Whoever wins or loses the game doesn't matter much, because the zipper's only going down tonight."

I was trying to keep up with what she was saying even as I struggled to figure out what she'd stopped herself from saying. She must have been on the verge of saying my penis. What else could it be?! But how could she have seen and even felt my penis many times before?! Unless! Oh no! Not the Dando! Oh, hell! 

I didn't have any time to think that through though, because she kept talking, and her words were startling.

She said, "So if we play long enough, you'll get the zipper down all the way. And to give you extra incentive, if you make it that far, I'll peel my dress all the way down to my waist!"

My eyes must have bugged out of my head while my jaw clonked onto the floor. I did want to take things slow with Jane, but there was no way in hell I was going to miss this opportunity! I'd longed to see her topless for ten years, since the very first time we'd met. I figured there was no harm in simply looking.

I recovered my composure, more or less, and grinned with new determination. "You're on! I like this incentive idea of yours. I think my billiards skills just doubled, at least!"

She chuckled at that.

We began playing pool. Given the stakes at hand, I was as serious as a heart attack, even as my dick stayed erect and throbbing in my sweatpants. Unfortunately, one could only go so far on determination. She sank three solid balls on her first turn, and I got the feeling she could have kept going but she didn't want to embarrass me.

Luckily, early in the game there were plenty of opportunities on the table and I was able to sink my first striped ball.

She beamed. "Very good. Come and get your prize!" As if she wasn't naturally endowed enough, she arched her back and thrust her massive rack forward enticingly.

I walked uncertainly around the pool table, careful to keep my boner covered. "What, you want me to do the unzipping?!"

"That's what I said, if you were paying attention."

I felt just like a kid in a candy store that had free run of the place, and I couldn't believe that there wasn't some kind of limitation or catch. "Um, are you sure?" I stood right in front of her with my hands held up. My heart was thumping hard. "Because it'll be hard for me to get to the zipper without touching any... forbidden areas."

She chuckled heartily. "We're talking about a 'friends with benefits' arrangement. I approve of it, I can see from the lusty look in your eyes and the sizable lump in your pants that you approve, and we both know Mindy approves. So I've got a feeling you're going to be touching my 'forbidden areas' a lot, just as I'll be touching yours."

She licked her lips hungrily. "The bottom line is, do what you've gotta do to get the zipper down. I don't mind."

Jane Corlin is so much woman! More than any man can handle. And such a sexy voice, that perfectly matches her looks! 

Her words just about knocked me over and sent me flying backwards over the pool table. But then to pair that with her lip licking was too much to take! The thought of her luscious lips on her regal face wrapped around my shaft nearly made me crumble to the ground. And I was supposed to touch her breasts and pull down her zipper after all that?! I was a wreck!

I realized I had to get my act together. I talked to myself in my mind, Come on, man! Don't blow it! Yes, she's a sex bomb, but so are all the women in my harem. Mindy, Cindy, Michelle, Ruby, AND Sue Ellen! I can handle it, if any man can! Why be any more intimidated by her? Is it because she's new? Well, look what happened between me and Sonia Bossi today. That sure didn't slow me down! Man up! Go for it! 

To stall for time, I asked, "Aaaah... just how much should I pull the zipper down?"

She was having a grand time, perhaps finding some amusement in seeing me lose my cool in the face of her voluptuous beauty. "That's up to you. I said an inch or two, but we don't have any good way to measure that, do we? So we'll have to use the honor system."

"Okay." Before I lost my nerve, I reached forward and held the flap of fabric away from the zipper. Then I used my other hand to pull it down. I didn't want to be too greedy, so I guessed somewhere between an inch or two. Plus, the zipper was fairly far down already. There weren't that many inches left to go in the first place!

I could have used that opportunity to fondle her in a big way, but I chickened out. I know that makes me look bad, but if you knew and saw Jane, you'd understand. It wasn't just her exceptional beauty, it was her aloof and regal nature. I'd spent ten years mildly flirting with her but never being able to touch her intimately. It was hard to overcome a habit that lasted that long.

Plus, most of the women I'd gotten sexually involved with gave off a submissive vibe to some degree. That was a big green light for me. True, Sonia was an exception, but I got so angry and horny about her, all mixed together, that I'd overcome any lingering resistance on my part. Now that I'd seen Sonia totally overcome by sexual ecstasy, I felt I could do no wrong with her. But with Jane, I didn't know anything about her sexual side. I envisioned her in complete control and playing with horny men like they were toys, but I didn't want to be treated like that.

I thought I was done after I let go of the zipper, and we'd get back to the game. But with the extra inch or so I'd pulled down, the zipper tab left the "tension zone" where the fabric was stretched tightly between her massive globes. She took a deep breath, inhaling and exhaling. The zipper slid down another couple of inches, to her belly button!

It amazed me that I'd been thinking earlier she could rip her tight dress apart with a heavy breath, and then she did almost exactly that!

She immediately complained, "Hey! You cheated!"

I was going to vigorously protest my innocence, since it was obvious that her heavy breathing had done that. But the way she was smirk-smiling made me realize she wasn't actually upset. Clearly, she'd done that on purpose and she knew it. So instead I joked, "Just never breathe again and it'll be fine."

She liked that, and looked at me with amusement. "Yeah, right. Like I can do that. Can you pull it back up?" She put her hands on the top of her head, as if she was helpless to operate a zipper on her own.

That was such a sexy pose that it pretty much broke whatever lingering reluctance I had to touch her. I put both hands on the top of her taut tummy, where the zipper was, and pulled the zipper back up. As I did so, I let my hands slide up until they were full of tit! True, the dress was in the way, but I got a nice feel of her soft globes just the same.

She left no doubt that she didn't have any problem feeling my hands on her by the way she let out a sexy, contented sigh. Then she said, "That's more like it. I'm not made out of porcelain, you know. But will it stay?"

"Let's find out." I let go of her again.

Still with her hands on her head, she took a deep breath, and then another. Sure enough, the zipper slid right back down! In fact, it wound up even lower than last time.

We shared a good laugh, because clearly she was manipulating the zipper thanks to her heavy breathing, plus the sheer size of her fantastic breasts.

I valiantly tried to pull the zipper back up, though that was a thin excuse for more prolonged caressing of the undersides of her tit-mountains. I still was careful to only touch her through her dress, even though her dress had already opened up so much that her erect nipples could easily be seen from above.

And what lovely nipples they were! A wonderful pink, and just as perfectly formed as the rest of her - not too big and not too small. Already, I longed to fondle and suckle on them.

It amazed me that I actually could play with them right now, and she almost certainly wouldn't mind. But I thought about what I'd done with Sonia earlier. I didn't want to get in the habit of getting intimate with women without even talking to Mindy about it first, much less Cindy and Sue Ellen. I was trying to start a proper protocol here. I considered calling Mindy on the phone, but I was sure she was asleep.

After my second try, Jane simply took some more deep breaths until the zipper was below her belly button again. She said with a knowing grin, "I guess it's your lucky day. You got a bonus that time. I wonder how many more balls you'll have to sink before you have me completely topless?"

With that reminder, we got back to playing pool.




Chapter 19



Boy, did I have an incentive to win at pool now! True, I didn't want to go "too far" with her. That wasn't clearly defined in my mind, but certainly just looking at her bare chest had to be okay.

It was still my turn, but I missed my shot.

I drank more of my wine to drown my sorrows. I was already tipsy, at least. I hoped that could make me a better pool player by lowering my inhibitions.

Jane sank another solid ball, putting her up four to one. Then she missed. But I got the impression that she'd missed on purpose, because in missing she put the cue ball in a spot that gave me a very easy shot.

I made it, thank God.

She lifted her hands up and rested them behind her head. "Here we go again. Do your worst! And no cheating this time."

I was having more fun as I warmed up to the situation. Jane wasn't made out of moonbeams and fairy dust - she was flesh and blood, and her tits felt fantastic, even through the dress. I wanted more of that.

With the zipper already down below her belly button, I didn't have any excuse to touch her breasts. But I put a hand on the underside of one of them anyway. If she asked, I was going to tell her I was just steadying my position there, but she didn't ask.

The hem lines of the dress dipped down in a V-shape towards her pussy, as if it was a giant arrowhead pointing there. Unfortunately, that meant I still had about three inches to go before I ran out of zipper. I pulled it down another inch, leaving just two.

Rather than mess around, I decided to get back to the game right away, in hopes I could sink another two balls so she'd peel her dress down to her waist!

Unfortunately, I had no easy shot opportunity when my turn resumed, and I missed.

Both of us continued to drink our wine. She was getting tipsy too, I could tell.

She took her turn and sunk another one, leaving just two solid balls to go. Then she missed her next shot.

I missed my next shot too.

Then she missed again, and so did I. This was getting frustrating!

But there was one very nice silver lining. As we moved around the pool table, we kept bumping into each other. Now that the ice had been broken with a little tit fondling, it seemed like we were incapable of getting around the other person without a lot of hip bumping and hand holding. She felt fantastic, everywhere!

Plus, I've failed to mention what a great visual spectacle it was every time she bent over to take her next shot. With the zipper down below her belly button, her huge tits came spilling all the way out, every time! It was a tit lover's paradise, let me tell you!

She would remain bent over for a prolonged period of time as she concentrated intently on her next shot. I was sure she was doing that for my benefit - as if she needed to arouse me even more! Sometimes, her bare tit-flesh would press against the green felt of the pool table. Then, when her shot was done, she'd straighten up and tuck her tits back into her dress, usually with some kind of cheeky comment, like "No fair peeking!" But clearly, she was having a fun time exposing herself.

But I must say the view was just as enticing from the back. Her dress was like a miniskirt in terms of length, so when she bent way over, the white fabric would pull tightly against her ass cheeks and then rise up, exposing half or more of bare ass! I could easily see the white thong she had on that just barely kept her pussy covered.

I was so inspired by this, that the next time she bent over to take a shot, I walked behind her and put a hand on bare ass cheek right when she was on the verge of striking the cue ball. To give myself a thin excuse, I said, "Jane, watch out! Do you realize how much skin you're exposing back here?"

She stood back up most of the way so she could look back and make eye contact. She spoke with heavy sarcasm, "Gee, thanks, for bringing that to my attention."

I played along. "No sweat." With my hand still on her bare skin, and caressing a little bit, I added, "I'm just a concerned friend, trying to help out. You never know when some kind of amoral horndog might come along and take advantage."

Still dripping with sarcasm, she said, "Your concern is duly noted." But I could tell she was having a great time, because the twinkle never left her eyes, and her effort to look disapproving finally faltered and she broke into a wide smile. "Can I take my shot now?"

"Sure. But I'll just keep my hand here, so that the others can't see."

She snickered. "The 'others.' Since there are so many other people in this room with us."

"Hey, better safe than sorry. I'm particularly concerned about that guy over there. He looks shifty." I pointed at a blank wall.

She rolled her eyes, but snickered some more.

I waited until the very second she took her shot, and I put my other hand on her other bare ass cheek.

Naturally, that ruined her shot, and she missed the ball she was aiming for altogether.

I was feeling emboldened by her obvious approval of what I was doing. I even managed to expose more of her ass cheeks as the fabric rode up higher due to my exploring hands.

I thought, Man oh man! What an ass! She's so much more than a movie star face and a massive, perfect rack. She's the full package! 

She suddenly turned around and directly faced me, forcing me to let go. But I didn't mind, because she hadn't tucked her tits back in from bending over again, leaving her effectively topless. The dress actually pushed them up and out from below.

She complained with some seriousness, "That's the third shot in a row I've missed. I never do this badly. I think this is an unfair competition!"

"How do you figure?" I put my hands on her hips because I was feeling emboldened and frisky. I was soaring into the stratosphere. I'm staring at Jane's bare breasts and she's letting me! Man! What a great day! 

She didn't react to that move or try to cover her huge tits at all. Instead, she said, "You have an obvious incentive to make your shots. Clearly, you want to see and feel these." She cupped her boobs from below, exposing even more of them. "But where's MY incentive?!"

"Good point," I said. I wasn't thinking too well, since all my blood was rushing to my already throbbing little head.

She looked down at my crotch, where my erection was sticking straight out, leaving quite a gap on top. I'd long given up trying to keep it in a "safe" position. I could see a fair amount of my exposed dick looking down on it, due to my sweatpants being pulled away from my body, in the same way it had been in before. It dawned on me that she could probably see some of it directly too, especially if she leaned in close. I was moving from tipsy to drunk, and that didn't bother me much.

She leaned in closer, until her mammoth tits were almost touching my chest. That gave her a great look down towards the exposed base of my boner.

Her voice grew even more husky and sexy than ever before. "Normally, I would say that's fair's fair, and if you get to pull down my zipper, I get to pull down your zipper! But your sweatpants don't have a zipper. Not that I exactly mind right now. Mmmm!" She licked her lips with lust and longing.

Then she wrapped her arms around my back, causing her big tits to press tightly against me. I could feel her rock-hard nipples poking into my chest. I was disappointed that I was still wearing a shirt.

She looked deeply into my eyes. Since she was statuesque to begin with, plus she was wearing high heels, we were eye to eye. She purred in a sultry voice, "So, instead... what if you reward me with a kiss?"

I didn't answer, at least not with words. Our heads were already drawing close, and nature took its course. Our lips locked, and we shared a fiery kiss!

I'd had a small worry that Jane had the body of a sex goddess but didn't have the passion of one, because I so rarely saw any PDA (public displays of affection) from her when she was at parties with one of her boyfriends. But that worry was safely put to rest due to that kiss. It was a real scorcher! Clearly, she was hot to trot, and she was hot for me!

Unfortunately, just as I was getting into it, she broke it off and disengaged altogether.

Naturally, I was puzzled and disappointed, and it showed on my face. I had just been about to bring my hands up to fondle her magnificent bare boobs.

She explained, "Sorry! You have no idea how long I've been wanting to do that, but I'm no cheater. I'm only supposed to get a kiss after I make a shot, but I missed, remember?"

"Damn!" I stepped forward, closing the gap between us. "What if I give you an advance on a couple of kisses?"

"I wish! But fair's fair. It's your turn next. And look." She looked down at her body. Her gloriously exposed tits were still being pushed up and out thanks to the dress acting like a shelf below them. They were also pressed tightly together, so she had to crane her head forward to try to look down past them, and even then I'm not sure if she managed.

She said, "All this activity has caused my zipper to pull down even lower. It looks like you got another free bonus of another inch or two, you lucky bastard! Just sink one more ball, and I'll have to pull my dress down to my hips!"

With that incentive in my mind, I was able to put the kissing out of my mind, mostly, and concentrate on the pool game.

First though, she had me pour more wine into her glass and then my own. However, I was careful to only take a sip or two because I didn't want to get so drunk that I lost control.

Luckily, since she'd sunk most of her balls and I had not, that gave me options. I was very, very careful. It was tough, with the sight of the incredible Jane Corlin standing there effectively topless already, but I focused with all my might on my next shot.

And I made it!

Jane was so happy for me that she immediately put down her wine glass and pool stick, as did I. Then she rushed back into my arms. We resumed kissing, even though, technically speaking, that was only supposed to happen after she made her next shot.

This time, nothing was going to stop me. My hands went straight to her tits, and I was able to fondle her bare tit-flesh for the first time! Talk about a long-standing dream come true!

Jane seemed just as eager, because while we necked she undid the last of the zipper for me and then managed to pull her dress down. It wasn't long until the top half was off her arms and hanging uselessly around her waist.

Now, I could really go to town! While we continued to passionately kiss, I fondled her tits with care, yet with gusto. I felt like my hands had shrunk, because I was so used to a certain breast size range, with Michelle's being the biggest. But Jane's were significantly larger than even Michelle's! Partly that was due to the fact that she was significantly taller and thus larger everywhere. But I wondered if she might be the most stacked both in an absolute and relative sense.

Now wasn't the time to ask, though, it was time to enjoy! Hot damn! I'd wanted this for so long! I must admit that the idea of getting permission from my wife before doing anything sexual with Jane completely slipped my mind. I could blame that on being somewhere between tipsy and drunk, but mostly it was because Jane's raw sexuality completely overwhelmed my body and my mind.

Jane was a hell of a great kisser, forcing me to up my game to keep up with her. At the same time, she brought her hands back to my ass and started fondling it though my sweatpants. But it wasn't long before she just slipped her hands inside. Since I wasn't wearing any underwear, that left her caressing my bare ass cheeks.

We were still standing next to the pool table, and I had my legs resting back into it, but I had a good feeling that the pool game was over!

With each passing moment, my sense of being intimidated by Jane diminished. It helped that we were so busy kissing that we couldn't talk and I couldn't get a good look at her face. Whenever I saw her stunning face, I still felt that she was out of my league, even though I knew on an objective level that someone like Michelle was just as gorgeous. At the moment, she was all soft curves and hot lips. I knew exactly how to deal with that.

In fact, I was in my element. I could tell I was getting her increasingly hot and bothered, and that only further emboldened me.

So far, my stiff dick had been out of any direct action. Due to her gigantic breasts, it was as if there were two basketballs on her chest, and that made it hard for our crotches to come close together while we hugged and kissed.

But after a few minutes of sexual bliss, Jane's hands left my ass and drifted around my front side. I wasn't paying close attention, but then I felt a bare hand wrapped around my erection, and suddenly I was paying VERY close attention! She'd finally just stuck a hand into the front of my sweatpants.

Apparently, she realized that crossed a line and she wanted to make sure I was okay with it. So she broke the necking to ask, "Daniel... is it okay if I... you know? Gaawwwd! I've wanted to do this for soooo long! You think my breasts are famous, I know, but I feel the exact same way about your dick!"

Even as she was talking, her hands were taking action. While firmly gripping my boner, she used her other hand to pull my sweatpants down my thighs, until my cock, balls, and ass were all fully exposed. Then she cradled my balls with one hand and began very actively jacking me off with her other one!

Thus, by the time I got a chance to answer, what she meant by "you know" changed quite a lot.

Needless to say, there was no way I could say no to that! It felt far too great! But the interruption to the kiss reminded me that I'd been exclusively exploring her amazing rack for a few minutes now, and there was all of the rest of her body to enjoy. So I brought a hand to her ass, only to find the dress in the way. It was doubly annoying because the top half had fallen down, giving me more clothes to get past.

So in response to her question, I answered, "You may... just as soon as you get naked. Totally naked!"

She liked that, a lot! Even though it meant we had to briefly disengage. She took a step back and shimmied the dress down her hips. She bent forward as she did that, giving me the tit dangle to outdo all tit dangles, at least in terms of sheer weight and volume!

I stood there like a slack-jawed idiot. Fuck me! Seriously, fuck me and then shoot me in the head! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! What a body! She's exactly how Michelle would look if her boobs ballooned even larger after a pregnancy! But the rest of her is just as amazing! Damn! No wonder she's been unmarried for a long time. No man can hope to hold a candle to her! 

As the dress slithered down her legs, she said, "You may not believe me, but I've felt for years that this was bound to happen to us someday. We're like the two sex stars of the neighborhood, and beyond. I just didn't want you to cheat on Mindy, who I really like, so I stayed aloof. But now it's all changed and we can do this without guilt!"

I just nodded, still overwhelmed. Just seeing her wiggle out of her dress was going to make my heart thump right out of my chest!

Then, as she stayed bent over, she looked up enough to be at eye level with my crotch. My boner was fully exposed and pointed straight at her. She asked with delight, while talking directly towards my cock, "Well, hello to you too! I take this is a 'yes' to the whole 'friends with benefits' idea?"

Unfortunately, that question was exactly what I didn't want to hear. Pretty much since the pool game began, I'd lost sight of the bigger picture, due to my eagerness to first see her tits, then to play with them, and then to enjoy all of her fantastic body. Plus, my head was spinning from lust and wine. But those bigger picture issues were still there, unanswered, and they needed to be dealt with.

I slammed a hand down onto the pool table. "Dammit! Dammit!" That caused my boner to wildly bounce.

"What?!" She looked up at me with concern. But she already had her dress down to her knees. She assumed that whatever was bothering me was just a minor speed bump to get over, so she kept on pulling the dress down.

I don't know if she was deliberately putting on a sexy striptease for me, or if that's just how she moved naturally. Either way, it was a wonder I didn't cum on the spot, from the visual stimulation alone!

I sighed heavily, even as I checked out her pussy for the first time. She was completely shaved there. Even her pussy lips looked ideal, being neat and symmetrical. She'd won the genetic lottery in every possible way, and yet it hadn't gone to her head as much as it had with Michelle (or perhaps it had and then she'd matured out of that phase). Sure, she could be intimidating and aloof, but I don't think it was done in an intentional or mean way. She was fundamentally nice and modest, and that meant a lot to me.

I reluctantly explained, "We can't do this! Not now! Unfortunately, you just reminded me that I need to speak to my wife about this. This is a big step!"

Jane seemed unperturbed. Probably she assumed that we'd reached the point of no return, and there was no way to stop now, at least not until after we'd had at least a few orgasms each. She took her dress all the way off and tossed it on the pool table. Her thong had come off with it.

As she stood back up, she said, "I appreciate you're not forgetting her feelings. But just give her a call. I'm sure she'll give her full approval faster than you can start to say 'sweetheart.'"

I nodded. But before I answered, I took a moment to savor Jane Corlin in her fully naked glory for the very first time. Good God! Jesus H. Christ! Even He would be falling off his pogo stick in amazement! WOW! 

I was particularly impressed with her breasts, even more than before. Up until now, I'd never seen them hanging free. They'd always seemed to ride high on her chest, but I'd assumed they'd been pushed up in some fashion. Nope! With her dress completely gone, there was no way to hide their true shape and position. Admittedly, they didn't jut out as much as Michelle's did, but they showed a remarkable defiance of gravity. It would have been easy to assume that they were fake, but it was well known that they were all real!

But I couldn't just stand there gawking with my sweatpants halfway down my thighs and my boner sticking out. I remembered her suggestion to give Mindy a call, and I finally addressed that. "It's not that easy. I practically have a harem now. I've got to consult Cindy and Sue Ellen too, or they'll feel slighted. And I'm pretty sure they're both asleep already, due to some special circumstances. In fact, Mindy is almost certainly asleep by now too."

"At this hour?!"

The reminder of the time caused me to ask, "Oh SHIT! What time is it?!"

"Oh, about nine, I'd guess. Why?"

"Dammit!" I slapped the pool table again, causing my boner to wildly bounce around some more. "That's another problem! Shit, shit, shit!"

Jane frowned. She was starting to get concerned. "What now?" But in an apparent effort to help me stay, she stepped forward and slipped into my arms. Once I had my arms around her and was actually clenching her completely bare ass cheeks for the first time, she brought both hands back to my boner and resumed stroking it.

She seemed surprisingly excited to be doing that. That was hard for me to fathom, because I'd assumed that she was so aloof and sexually experienced, that she'd be jaded about practically anything.

What her fingers were doing felt so incredible (because it was Jane doing it!) that I could scarcely believe the words coming out of my mouth. "I hate to say this... God knows just how much I hate it! But I hadn't expected to run into you tonight. Nicky's in Hawaii, and I made plans to have a video chat with her right at nine. I would feel like a totally shitty dad if I miss it."

Clearly, that concerned and disappointed Jane, though it didn't get her to stop her two-handed stroking. "Shit! That's bad. I don't want to get between you and your kids."

"I know," I muttered, helpless and frustrated.

Jane unexpectedly broke away and rushed out of the room. As she hurried off, she said, "Stay right there! Don't move a muscle!"

I closed my eyes, trying to calm down. I can't believe I'm seriously contemplating leaving, blue balls and all! God, what torture, having to go! This is the realization of a fantasy ten years in the making. I want to do the right thing, both with being a good dad with Nicky and being a good husband with Mindy. Besides, now that we've gone this far, it'll be easy to pick up where we've left off. I've been waiting ten years for this, so I can wait another day or two, right? Right. But still, it sucks! 

Jane seemingly only spent a few seconds out of the room, because she was back in my arms much sooner than expected.

It was an intense erotic trip simply watching her walk to me in the nude. How could anyone handle living with her all the time? It would be too much of a good thing, like eating a five star dinner three times a day. A sexual overdose!

She resumed jacking me off, as if that was a given. She even moaned lustily, like she'd missed being away from it for less than a minute. She said, "Okay, just so you wouldn't worry, I checked the clock. Do you have to be there exactly at nine?"

"Why?" I was reeling from feeling her enormous tits press against my chest, not to mention the thrill of the handjob. I was bummed I didn't think to pull my shirt off while she was away, so I could enjoy her skin to skin. I was glad that I had built up my stamina, because most any guy would have cum already, but I wasn't in imminent danger yet.

She winced. "I can't lie. It's 8:55. How I wish it was 8:30 or earlier! Can't you be a little late?"

I contemplated that, then admitted, "I suppose I can be a little late, but not much. I'm late already, since it'll take me time to get there and get connected and such. But I suppose I can wait another five minutes."

"GOOD!" With that, she locked her lips with mine again.

Again, I was impressed with her enthusiasm. Apparently I wasn't just a curiosity; she seemed to really want me! I thought about what she'd said, that we were the "two sex stars of the neighborhood, and beyond." Maybe she'd been lusting after me for a long time, just as I'd been lusting after her? I had a hard time accepting that, but the evidence pointed in that direction.

What a heady feeling, that she actually wanted me! Maybe it was Mindy, hyping me up over a long time period. How could I get upset at my wife for doing that, even if she did it behind my back? The sexual benefit I was enjoying was so awesome that I didn't even want to know what she'd done.

I necked with Jane some more. The difference from when we'd been making out before she'd left the room to check the time was, even though I still wore a T-shirt, and my sweatpants were down almost to my knees, she was buck naked.

I took full advantage. I didn't think I'd be able to cum before I left. I had been slowly working my way up to it, but the crushing realization that I had to leave soon had ruined the moment for me, and it would take me more than five minutes to get me back to the cusp of ecstasy. But I figured I could and should get her to cum. That would go a long way towards dampening her disappointment at my untimely exit.

With that in mind, I went straight for the "jugular," which meant her pussy. I'd never even touched that part of her before, but within seconds I was working her clit and rubbing her soaked pussy lips. Not much longer after that, I slipped two fingers into her slit and began vigorously fingerbanging her.

Damn, she was hot! Both literally and figuratively. I adored her erotic purrs and moans. She had such a sexy voice to begin with, but when she was like this, just listening to her was practically aural orgasm in and of itself. It certainly gave me an incentive to work harder to pleasure her.

She broke the kissing to arch her back and tilt her head way back. She exclaimed, "Fuuuuuck! Gaawwwd, that feels good! You're going to make me cum!"

I laughed. "That's the general idea!"

Funnily enough, she clenched her fists up in the air, which was a big deal for both of us since that meant she had to stop stroking my hot pole. It looked like she was fighting some invisible monsters higher than my head. Then, as she continued to writhe and stretch in my arms, she actually punched my upper body with those fists, as if she was violently opposed to cumming. Luckily, her punches weren't very forceful, since she was so distracted by her erotic high.

She hissed, "No! No! No!"

I continued to fingerbang her while she continued to struggle. Her mouth might have been saying "no," but her body was screaming, "Yes! Yes! Yes!" She was panting hard and making even more sexy and emphatic moans.

I had to use my other arm just to hold her up, because she kept on stretching away from me. I got the impression that she was trying to fight the urge to cum with all her might, but I didn't understand why. Finally, after about a minute of this, she lost control. She tilted her head even further back, so I practically could only see her chin and neck instead of her head, and she let out a strangled banshee wail.

That went on for a good minute or more. She'd given up her strange resistance, and was letting it all out! She just kept screaming and screaming!

Finally, she was done, and she slumped back into my arms.

As soon as she seemed somewhat recovered, I asked her, "What was that all about? It was like you were fighting with all your might NOT to cum."

She was huffing and puffing as she answered passionately, "I was. The guy always cums first. That's my cardinal rule. Point of pride!"

I didn't get to ask her any more about this though, because she recovered enough to resume French kissing me. She still was fairly breathless, but that just made the necking that much hotter and passionate.

Meanwhile, I was able to get back to enjoying her breasts some more. It's a bit redundant to point this out again, but they were just so damn BIG! Despite the fact that they rode so high on her chest, my hands confirmed that they were all natural.

Even with the great titty bounty I got to enjoy every day, I had to adjust how I usually held and kissed a woman to deal with the two soft basketballs between us. But it was the best possible kind of problem to have. If Michelle was an F-cup, Jane had to be an H-cup, at least!

Soon, I was having a field day, mostly alternating between fondling her tits, ass, and pussy with this hand or the other. Her entire body was really was an erotic wonderland. No matter where I caressed her, she purred and moaned appreciatively.

By contrast, she didn't do much more than jack me off. She was still fairly dazed after her big climax, so she could do little more than slide her fingers up and down my shaft, without any special skill or finesse. But I wasn't complaining. I was already high on lust just from having her nude body in my arms, and I appreciated that she was doggedly stimulating me even though she was still reeling from cumming so hard.

I wanted to make a big impression, to help ensure that she was fully sold on this "friends with benefits" idea. I was "all in," already, and I was confident that it was just a matter of time before I got the necessary approval from the others. But Jane was such an incredibly beautiful and sexy woman that I could easily lose her at any time, if she found some new serious boyfriend.

I already had a new goal: to keep her so sexually satisfied that that wouldn't happen, or at least that it wouldn't happen any time soon. But that would be tough, because I was sure that some of her previous boyfriends were great in bed. They had to be, because she could pick the very best of the very best. I'd met some of them at parties, and they were almost always ridiculously handsome and charming, not to mention rich. So it would be a supreme challenge to meet or even surpass her very high sexual standards.

Thankfully, I was off to a good start by giving her one big orgasm already. I concentrated more on her nipples, clit, and slit to bring her to a second big one before I had to go. Believe me, it was no hardship on my part to play with her there. That was especially true as she slowly recovered and thus was able to put more attention and care into her two-handed handjob.

At one point, she broke our kissing to say, "It's too bad you can't stay longer. You know what I really love?"

"What's that?"

"A good titfuck!" Her eyes lit up. "And I'm not just saying that. It's my specialty. I love feeling a big cock sliding between my big breasts, one that's long enough so I can crane my head down and lick and suck on the tip! Gaawwwd, I love doing that! I get so worked up. So very hot! And you've got the perfect cock for it, I can tell!"

She kissed all over my face while she pumped on my shaft. Then, as she licked my ear, she purred into it, "Are you sure you can't stay another ten minutes? I'd like to prove I'm not just a big pair of tits and a pretty face. I'm a pair of tits that you can FUCK! And a pretty face that's going to SUCK on you while you're fucking!"

I didn't get a chance to reply, because apparently she inspired herself so much that she resumed kissing with even more soulful passion.

Her words shocked me, even as they deeply stirred my passions. I could tell she wasn't the submissive type at all. But it looked like she got off on some "nasty" sex talk. I'd have to pay careful attention to figure out what aroused her versus what offended her. That was a dangerous minefield, but the potential rewards were great.

I took advantage of her lusty frenzy to devote nearly all my attention to her pussy and clit. I probed deeper into her slit and found her G-spot. It was a prominent bump, which gave me hope that it would be extra sensitive.

Maybe that was the case, because she began cumming again in short order.

This time, she didn't try to fight it. Although it was similar to her first one in that she tilted her head back, way back, and let loose with more incoherent wailing. I could tell that she was completely transported to some erotic nirvana, totally lost in the moment and screaming her lungs out without shame or restraint.

That made me feel really good. Even though I couldn't cum with her, at least I could leave her with an orgasm or two that she'd remember for a long time.

She already was wiped out from her first orgasm, and working on recovering from that. So the second time, she was like putty in my hands. I had to hold her up to stop her from sliding to the floor, even as it was going on. I kept right on stimulating her G-spot in particular, helping to prolong her climax for an unusually long time. Just when it seemed it was over she'd have a powerful after-climax, so I kept going until she was all screamed out and her head was lolling from side to side as if she'd lost control over it.

I realized this was my chance to make a discreet exit. I slowly eased her down to the floor. A blank wall was close by, so I propped her up against it. Her eyes were closed and she seemed totally out of it, so I sat back against the side of the pool table and tried to recover a little on my own. True, I hadn't climaxed, but it had been an intense experience just the same.

I would have stayed longer, if only to fully recover, but my mind was on the time. We were supposed to only play around for another five minutes, but I figured that it was more like ten. That meant I was already late, and if I was much later I might miss Nicky altogether.

I was sweaty and cummy, not to mention bedraggled and winded, and I didn't want Nicky to see me like that. But I figured I could clean up in a bathroom back in my house. So once I had my sweatpants pulled back up over my still very insistent erection, I went to Jane, bent down, and kissed her head.

I figured that would be my goodbye because she was asleep or at least out of it. But to my surprise, she opened her eyes, looked up at me, and complained, "You bastard!"

"What?" I was hurt by those words.

But it turned out she didn't mean them in a bad way. "You're leaving! Fuck! That was so good! Mindy was right!"

"She was? About what?"

She thought that over, then said, "Never you mind. I don't want you to get a big head." But apparently she couldn't resist adding, "But... dammit! Nobody's ever made me cum that hard just from kissing and fondling! DAMN!"

She looked at me with a newly hungry and eager look. "Are you SURE you have to go already? I feel compelled to return the favor." Despite being sweaty, bedraggled, and exhausted, she brought her hands up to her huge tits and squeezed them together from their outer sides.

A bolt of pleasure raced down my spine. Holy hell! A titfuck! How can I turn THAT down?! 

I felt like I was being torn in two. I was severely tempted, to say the least. But it occurred to me that if I gave in now, not only was I likely to miss the video chat with Nicky, I could easily find myself fucking the night away with her. And as awesome as that sounded, tonight wasn't the night. I had to show some self-control at least. I shouldn't have let things go as far as they did without talking to Mindy first.

Apparently, my silence and/or failure to move towards her said it all.

She sighed and dropped her hands back to her sides. "I've never had anyone leave me wanting like this. It sucks!"

"I'm sorry." I squatted down next to her and gently ran a hand through her hair. "Believe me, I wish I could stay too."

She looked up at me with an almost angry expression, even as she continued to pant hard. "Well... I'll let you go, but on one condition."

"What's that?"

"First, you get all the permissions you need. Then you come back tomorrow and finish what you started! We can make a formal date out of it."

I grinned widely. "That sounds really good. I can't make a promise 100%, but there's a more than 99% chance. I'm going to do all I can to make that happen. I think we've both been wanting each other a long time."

She nodded emphatically.

I thought, Foolish me! And here I was fairly convinced all along that it was just me wanting her. What a crazy idea, the mighty Jane Corlin wanting ME! But look at her. 

I definitely took a good look at her. She was sexier than ever before, sitting naked up against the wall looking so very sweaty and disheveled. Hot damn! I did that to her! Me! Man, what a day! First Sonia and now Jane! Talk about being the friggin' luckiest guy on Earth! 

I gave Jane another kiss or two on her forehead. Heck, I must admit, while I was squatting down I French kissed her a little more and played with her bouncy tits a fair amount. Had I not been dressed and feeling the pressure to get back in time to talk to Nicky, I'm sure we would have wound up doing much, much more. It was practically torture having to leave her like that.

I finally stood up to go.

She was incredulous. "You're really leaving?! I must be losing my touch!"

"No, you definitely have your touch. Let's just say 'to be continued,' okay?"

She nodded, then closed her eyes. But then she opened them again and grinned, "By the way, you suck at pool! I had to throw that game so much to get you to take my dress off that it was awkward!"

We shared a laugh over that. Then I said, "You're right, I do suck at that. I guess we'll just have to find other games to play."

"Mmmm!" She moaned huskily.

The mere sound of that moan almost caused me to lose my willpower and stay, especially since my dick was still stiff and needy. But then she closed her eyes from exhaustion again, and I took that as a sign to go.

I let myself out so she could sit there and rest.

Wow! What a woman! She totally lived up to my high expectations. And she's right: we had that much fun just from kissing and fondling, plus some handjob action. It boggles the mind how good fucking her will be! 

As I walked down the street back to my house, my dick showed no desire to go even half-flaccid. How could it? I still had the sight and feel of Jane's nude body on my mind.

Plus, my brain was dizzy with possibilities. "Friends with benefits" with Jane! Jane fucking Corlin! How can that be?! And she knows about Cindy and Sue Ellen, and she's still willing to have sex with me. Talk about an ideal situation! I already know that she's going to be one seriously hot fuck! 

And her titfuck talk! Whoa! I know that's not just talk, because why would she have to lie to me? She knows I'm going to be all hot and bothered for her anyway, so why would she make promises she can't keep? Plus, she actually squeezed her tits together in invitation. Or at least she tried to. They're so big on her chest that they press together even when she naked and at rest. Whoa! 

Damn! Tomorrow night! I don't know what plans I had already, but clear the deck, because I have a new plan: fuck the hell out of Jane's gigantic tits! And fuck her face too! And then take the plunge and fuck her hot and wet cunt! I've already had my fingers in that hot, tight tunnel of joy. I'm gonna pound that G-spot of hers until she screams herself hoarse! She'll get so hooked on me, and me on her, that she won't ever want another serious boyfriend. 

Okay, wait. Hold it right there. That's not part of the plan. I'm way too overextended as it is. Need I remind myself that I have a harem of FIVE incredible women? Five! And that's not even counting Sonia. I'm totally sexually satisfied already. 

Sure, there's no way Sonia would ever join the harem, but I sure as heck would love to keep fucking her on a regular basis. And after what happened today, I think there's a real chance of that happening. Yeah, she kind of hates me, but in a good hate-lust way. I can deal with that. Gaawwwd! The woman with the magic churning hips. How did I get so lucky to have women like her in my life?! 

And now... Jane! I know I'm stretched thin with five women in my life, going on six, but if there's anyone worthy of stretching out a little more for, it's her! Fuck! Stretch me out on a torture rack and make me walk on hot coals besides! She doesn't just look that hot, she IS that hot! All my fantasies about her... they can ALL come true! She wants me too! 

But I've gotta keep my cool around her. She's not the submissive type. She made that clear tonight, and I'd sensed that already. If anything, she's probably on the dominant side. I noticed that she actually got upset when I made her cum first. She likes playing her men like fiddles, and making them cum first is a symbol of that for her. 

I'm going to need a new strategy to sexually interact with her. Tonight was easy, because of the thrill of the new for both of us. But if I'm going to make things last so I can enjoy her on a regular basis without her being in a rush to find her next serious boyfriend, I'm going to have to step up my game. That's going to be tough. Her standards are sky-high, I'm sure. 

But the rewards! Oh, the rewards! I'm so close to getting her fuck her tits! Why did she have to tell me that she loves titfucks? Now that's all I'm going to be able to think about until tomorrow night. Damn! 




Chapter 20



As I walked closer to home after leaving Jane's place, my thoughts turned to who might be there and who might still be awake. Cindy was at the McGrath house, but I figured Mindy, Michelle, Ruby, and Sue Ellen would all still be at "my" house, the Cooper house. Despite the relatively early hour, I expected everyone to be asleep already, due to Cindy's information that all the women hadn't been sleeping much the last couple of nights, thanks to the sex boycott.

That made me remember the sex boycott, which I'd totally forgotten about while enjoying Jane's highly distracting company. Crap! The sex boycott! And that was just the partial ban. The total ban officially starts tomorrow morning. Damn! 

Well... kind of. There's no way I'm going to miss out on the date plan with Jane tomorrow night! It was practically insane for me to leave her just now, all naked and hot and bothered, talking about her love of titfucks... Jesus Christ! With those impossibly perfect, huge tits of hers! Lord have mercy! I'm getting crazy horny just thinking about her again. She's such a fox, and she acts just as sexy as she looks! But the only way I had the strength to leave was due to the understanding that we'd soon pick up right where we left off. 

But the sex boycott. The sex boycott! 

Even with the sex boycott on my mind, I had to keep a hand over my crotch to stop my boner from bouncing wildly in my sweatpants as I walked. That's the most important thing in my life right now, and I didn't give it even a moment's thought when I let things go as far as they did with Jane. Sheesh! Talk about thinking entirely with my dick. But in my defense, it was Jane "My eyes are up here, you know" Corlin. I did pretty well, considering. It's like dealing up close with a siren or a succubus, and yet coming out alive and okay. Man! She's such a sex goddess! 

I was tempted to hold and even stroke my boner through my sweatpants. I was walking in the dark, and no one would know, and Jane was so very hot! I couldn't stop thinking about her mention of loving titfucks in particular.

But I forced myself to behave, and tried to stay on track. Anyway, if I'm strict about the total ban, that'll mean I can't resume having fun with her for a week or more, the way things are going. Sorry, I just don't have that kind of willpower. I mean, how can I NOT at least titfuck her once? Or twice?! Heh! 

But with Nicky coming home in about ten days, I've GOT to get the girls to break and genuinely give in before then. Fuck! And if I'm honest with myself, I need them to break and sincerely submit to me well before Nicky comes back, because once I start fucking them, they aren't going to want to stop until they're exhausted, and that could take a while! 

The very thought that I'd wind up spending not only all night but also the entirety of the next day in bed with Michelle and/or Ruby fucking and fucking and fucking them, and then fucking them even more, was so arresting that I had to stop walking and concentrate on my balance since it suddenly became difficult to remain upright. It was startling yet highly arousing to remember that I hadn't even fucked either of them, not even once. Just thinking of how much cum I'd be pumping into and onto them made my balls churn with anticipation.

Fuck me! I'm going to need at least a FULL DAY with each of them before Nicky gets home, to completely and totally enslave them to my cock! Just ONE fuck isn't going to be enough for them... or me! Hell, ten won't be enough! If I'm not a withered up, comatose husk of a man by the time Muffin comes back, then I won't have fucked them nearly enough! I chuckled gleefully to myself.

Crap! That means I've got eight days at most to push them to the breaking point. And that's a bare minimum. It would be better still to have a mutli-day fuck-fest and then another day or two to recover. 

I'm in a real bind, with the clock ticking like that. Even if I don't have sex with anyone in the harem directly starting tomorrow, they'll draw strength to keep holding out just from knowing I'm getting my rocks off with somebody. And if they know it's with Jane, of all people, they'll be over the moon! 

Or will they?! Hmmm! Maybe there's a way I can play this so I can have my cake and eat it too. Jane isn't just anybody; she's the one and only "pinch me I must be dreaming" Jane Corlin! If there's one woman that even Shelle feels could be more attractive than her, it's Jane. I could use that to my advantage, and really hype things up by stiring up some jealousy and competition. Jane isn't submissive whatsoever and she doesn't fit into the harem in any way. I'm sure she's not part of the Hellions' larger Plan. 

So what if I act like I'm seriously smitten with Jane, to the point that I'm in no big rush to get the harem back on track again? They'd fret that my time with Jane was a sign I was escaping their clutches. Can I let them twist in the wind and stew in their own juices while all too obviously indulging myself with Jane? Boy! Talk about a fun way to improve my strategy! 

However, I had to think this through carefully, to make sure that I wasn't letting a desire to fuck Jane soon and often dominate my thinking.

I'm not sure how that'll go over. The cock slave mentality is so alien to me that I have no idea if they'll be crushed or if they'll think it's the greatest thing ever to have Jane mount herself onto "the King." But it's worth giving it a shot. I should go on that date with her tomorrow and really hype it up. I could give them the blow-by-blow account afterwards, and make it sound like we had the best sex ever. I could particularly emphasize Jane's breasts as being the biggest and the best in the fucking world, and her titfucks are absolutely to die for! And I'm almost certain that's true! 

Hell, the titfuck hasn't even happened yet, and I KNOW it's true! Just the fire in her eyes when she was talking about the titfuck is proof that she's a flaming hot titfuck queen! 

Just thinking of the jealous looks I'd get for extolling Jane's all too obvious attributes made me start to feel like I might be onto something. The insistent pulsing down inside my sweatpants wasn't exactly disagreeing with this plan either! I was grateful I was walking in the darkness, because it practically looked like I had three legs.

Hot damn! Man, I can't wait! Shelle is going to be soooo jealous! And Ruby too, probably, but the key is Shelle. If she folds, then the "rebellion" is going to be over. 

Besides, even if the Gruesome Twosome react in some unexpected way, I can pretty much guarantee Mindy isn't going to like it. Jane's different from any other potential outside lover. She's not just a hot body to fuck, like Anjali or Nina would be. She's intelligent and sophisticated, with a quick wit, and she's just about my age. If I could only break through her aloof barrier and get to know her personality on a deeper level, she could be prime marriage material. And since she's incompatible with the harem, that's definitely going to upset Min's apple cart! 

Sure, she'd love for me to fuck Jane. She's been subtly pushing that idea for ages, I have no doubt, and she's done away with the subtlety part lately. But she's been counting on that aloof factor so it'll be a purely sexual experience, like me with one of my daughters' foxy friends who hang around the pool wearing next to nothing. I have nothing in common with them other than the sex appeal. But what if I truly connect with Jane on an emotional level too? That'll drastically change the equation. 

I can try to form a deeper connection with Jane on our date tomorrow. Even if it doesn't work, I can act like it did, and who's to know that my feelings aren't genuine but me? That might put a big check on Min's cucquean tendencies in general, as she learns there are unintended consequences to getting new sexual partners. And that's a good thing, because I'm stretched way too thin already. 

I'm living in a sexual paradise as it is, especially if things continue to develop with Jane and Sonia. How many more sex partners do I need? None! I'm experiencing the ultimate quality over quantity. Hell, I'm drowning in both quality and quantity at this point - I've gotta be one of the most sexually blessed men in the whole state! I'm in a perfect sexual heaven with the women I love. Letting my wife run wild with adding more partners is likely to only fuck things up. 

Besides, what's my other option? Not going on a date with Jane until everything gets settled with the harem? I can say right now that's not going to happen, even if that might be the wisest move. That could take weeks! I'm a human being, and I can't resist temptation. If it were anyone but Jane, then yes. But I've been fantasizing about her for ten long years! I could have fucked her awesome tits tonight, and her mouth, and... Oh man! I'm drooling! But no. I used restraint. Come on! Nobody in my shoes could wait a week or more, with her! It's inhuman! 

I was getting too worked up again from thinking about fucking Jane, and multiple times in multiple orifices. I could feel my boner swinging in my sweatpants as I resumed walking through the darkness, almost like I was naked. I had to use my hand to more or less keep the damn thing in place.

I suppose my other OTHER option, my third option, is to go on the date and just not tell anyone else about it. But that probably has no chance of working, given how much Jane and Min talk. Which I didn't even fully know about until tonight. Sheesh! Just when I think I know my wife, she surprises me again. Jane might be able to hold out with keeping a secret for a while if I ask her to, but that secret's going to come out before long. 

Plus, I can't lie about something like this. It would be just as bad as keeping what I did with Sonia a secret, even if we don't fuck. The main reason I left her just now with my swinging dick unsatisfied is so I can talk to my wife first. No, it's better I get on top of that news and spin it for maximum effect. 

Which reminds me... when am I going to tell Min about what I did with Jane? I'll bet she's asleep, which means it'll have to wait for tomorrow, and thus after the start of the total sex boycott. That's probably for the best. The celebration sex about the Sonia news was great fun, but that did worse than nothing to bring the ban to an end. 

And speaking of Sonia, there's the issue of what'll happen with her. I'm not sure how that's going to work out with the total sex boycott, because we have some burning hot chemistry together. Maybe I should avoid Mama Mia's for a while, to sort of dodge that issue for a while? Hmmm. I'll have to think about that later, when I'm not so aroused. 

And what about STDs? I'm sure Jane is clean, because she's a smart cookie, but maybe we should exchange fresh test results before we get down to actual fucking? Now that I'm the master of a harem I need to be extra careful, because one screw-up on my part will have a chain reaction. 

Damn! Listen to me! I'm talking about fucking Jane like it's a thing that's going to happen! And it will! It will! All signs are go. Short of a meteor hitting the Earth tomorrow, it could even happen tomorrow night! And I'll be able to fuck her tits and her mouth and everything! 

Then I had a thought so startling that I almost stumbled. She may even want it up the ass! Jesus! That ass?! Pinch me, I must be dreaming! I can practically picture her lying naked on a bed, face down, with her hands pulling her butt cheeks apart, begging for me to cram my thickness... 

Oh MAN! Stop, stop, stop! I can't even go there, or I'll lose the ability to even walk! Besides, she's so high class and dignified. The whole idea of anal sex is probably beneath her. Down, boy! 

My thoughts came to an end at that point because I abruptly realized I'd reached the front door of my house. My hands were slightly trembling as I fumbled for my keys and let myself inside.

It was bad timing, because more thoughts of fucking Jane had me especially worked up. I was tempted to stop and masturbate for a while, but that seemed wrong for a variety of reasons. If nothing else, I had so many women to keep sexually satisfied that they'd be upset to hear I ever climaxed on my own, without one of them at least helping out in some way.

I had to devote my full attention to sneaking through the house without waking anyone up. All the lights were off, and I generally kept them that way.

However, I made a quick stop at the first floor bathroom to make myself presentable for the video chat. I would have liked to take a full shower, but I didn't want to miss connecting Nicky since I probably was going to be ten minutes late already. So I just washed my face and hands. Then I used a wet cloth to wash my privates.

Unfortunately, my dick was still as stiff as a steel rod. I was hoping it would get flaccid on the walk home, but in retrospect that was a laughable notion. And once my thoughts turned back to fucking Jane, my arousal rose to an even higher level, affecting my whole body almost like I was still in the same room with her.

Thinking back, she played me like a fiddle, didn't she? She knew I'd be reluctant to get frisky right away, but she slowly seduced me! That whole pool game was just a ploy to drive me crazy with lust. That said, it's never felt so good to get played. I'm kicking myself now for leaving without at least fucking her perfect tits a little bit, looking down at her buck naked on her knees while she slobbers on the tip, staring up at me with fire in her incredible blue eyes... "Dan, please! Fuck my tits again! And then fuck my face so you can cum all over it!" Oh no, there I go again! Too arousing! 

Thinking about her was a big problem, given my upcoming video chat with Nicky. With that incredible experience with Jane fresh in my mind, there was no way I could be flaccid for long in any circumstance, short of maybe being in refractory mode right after cumming - and maybe not even then! But there was no way that was going to happen in the few minutes left before the video chat started.

Besides, the odds were good that Nicky was going to get topless on me again, if our last video chat was any indication. She had a special effect on me. Even if I was totally sexually spent after cumming multiple times in a great harem orgy, I was liable to get aroused again soon anyway. Combined with my lingering thoughts about missed opportunities with Jane, I wouldn't have been surprised to see my cock literally grow a few more inches!

I had no choice but to grin and bear it. I resolved to not let my arousal affect our interaction. The key thing was to show restraint and not secretly masturbate as we talked. I'd just left Jane with a bad case of blue balls, so I felt like I was helplessly enslaved by my raging lust.

However, I told myself, I'm a grown adult, with free will and plenty of willpower. I simply HAVE to restrain myself, or I could set a very bad precedent. Okay, my boner isn't going to go away, but I can just sit there and ignore it until the chat is over. NO touching! Then I'll be able to seek out Cindy and get some sweet relief! 

I contemplated sneaking back into my bedroom for a change of clothes, but I didn't want to risk waking Mindy up, so I made my way through the darkness to my upstairs office. Once the door was closed, I turned on the light and got comfortable sitting in front of the computer. I checked the angle on my video cam. I was confident that unless I stood up, there was no way Nicky would be able to see my crotch and thus my lewdly protruding boner.

The computer clock said it was 9:10. I worried that either I'd missed Nicky because she had to go eat dinner or she was still on her big all-day Kauai adventure and wouldn't show up for the chat at all. But I e-mailed her and she e-mailed me back right away, confirming she was there.

A minute later, we were connected and I was looking at Nicky. Due to the extra large monitor, she was larger than life if I had my face close to the screen. But if I sat back in the normal way, she was more or less life-sized. I felt a thrill race down my spine just to see someone I loved so much.

Plus, it didn't hurt that she looked damn gorgeous. I could see her upper torso to just below her breasts. She wasn't wearing much at all, though at least she was wearing a bikini top. But I must admit that I was still so very aroused from Jane that I was having a hard time not thinking of her in a carnal way. Good God! Be strong! My innocent and pure daughter! 

"Hey, Dad!" She gave me a friendly wave.

My smile must have been a mile wide. "Hey, you! It's good to see you again."

"Oh my God, that's so true! I wish I could reach out and touch you and kiss you." She brought a hand up to the camera, as if she was trying to stick her hand through it and reach from Hawaii to California.

Unfortunately, that meant that the view of her was blocked briefly, but I definitely understood and appreciated the sentiment.

Despite the heartwarming moment, I couldn't resist thinking, Why does my Muffin have to be as sexy as Jane? She really is in that same league, which is incredible! If only she didn't cover up and act so shy, she'd be as locally famous as Shelle. 

Trying to hide my arousal, I wanted to immediately get the conversation on a safe, non-sexual topic. I asked her, "So, how was the big trip?"

Her face lit up even more than it was already. "Oh my God! Such fun!" Then she grew suddenly shy. "But before I tell you about that, do you mind... if I take my top off again?" Then she grinned impishly, and poked finger at me. "Remember, you're my guinea pig. You're supposed to help me with stuff like this. It's the law!"

I laughed, partially because I was amused and partially to hide my true feelings. She's going to take her top off? Lord, have mercy, here we go again! I pretty much knew this was going to happen, but I didn't know she'd be this fast and eager about it! Yikes! 

I also was reminded that Jane had called me her "guinea pig" earlier, and thinking about Jane more overtly was another jolt of intense arousal. "'The law?' What law?"

"My law!" She laughed too. "Cooper family law. It's in our family constitution." She started slipping her straps off her shoulders as she talked. "It's the amendment about you doing everything you can to help your daughters gain confidence."

I laughed some more, while my heart thumped like a drum. I was trying to act cool and not stare at her huge globes being slowly revealed with too much obvious eagerness. "We have a family constitution? Why didn't anyone tell me?"

"There's a lot you don't know." She stuck her tongue out playfully, even as her bikini top fell free. "Plus, I just made it up." She giggled. Then, for no apparent reason, she pushed her tits together by subtly using her upper arms from either side.

It was all I could do not to gasp out loud. I was also tempted to stroke my erection a little bit. It was out of her viewing range, so she'd never know, right? But I decided that being aroused due to her phenomenal looks was okay, but to willingly masturbate in secret in front of her would be crossing a line I was unwilling to cross. I struggled to keep my eyes up on her face... at least much of the time.

Maybe I was staring at her rack too much, but she didn't seem perturbed. In fact, she shyly asked me, "Dad... is it okay if we talk like this? You know... with me just wearing my bikini bottoms? I know it sounds bizarre, and other people would think it's REALLY bizarre, but I truly feel like this is therapy for me. Each minute I'm kind of showing off for you, it's kind of like a week of my old overly shy self disappears. I can feel my confidence surging!"

I replied, "Really? That's great!"

I was trying to maintain eye contact and sound normal. But I was thinking, Good grief! What awful luck, having me leave Jane with titfucking on my mind, only to see my angelic beauty Nicky topless! I would think it's some kind of sneaky, sexual trick by Mindy or maybe the Hellions, but I can't possibly see how they could have arranged it. Too many unknown variables lining up in a lucky way. But the effect is... UGH! Not good! I'm too horny! I'm thinking about fucking my daughter's rack! And that's WRONG! 

She smiled proudly. "Yeah, it IS great! I feel so safe with you. I mean..." She looked down at her chest. "Objectively speaking, I'm pretty curvaceous and endowed. I can't deny that. I mean... I should feel good about it, right? Like Michelle does. But I don't! I just feel... weird. All kinds of people staring at me with lust in their hearts and their eyes, total strangers wanting to touch me, to have sex with me. Wanting to grope me and kiss me and do all kinds of naughty, sexual things to every inch of my body! I just want to run and hide!"

Good God! I certainly can't blame ANY of those strangers. "Wanting to grope me and kiss me and do all kinds of naughty, sexual things to every inch of my body..." Gaawwwd! If i wasn't her father... If only! 

She hefted her E-cups from below and stared down at them, as if she was puzzled how they got there. "I mean... these damn things are too big. They just give me grief and get in the way. I hate having them!"

She continued to hold them up and even press them together, but she suddenly looked back into my eyes as she did so. "But then I see the look in your eyes! Yeah, it's a lusty look, but a safe one. Like the way you can stare at a beautiful woman walking down the street and just appreciate her as a man enjoying how women are designed by God, to attract a man's attention. That makes me feel good. I makes me feel like a mature woman, not a girl anymore, you know? It makes me feel proud to be... well... genetically blessed!"

Still holding her gigantic tits up, she tilted her head quizzically, "Is that wrong?"

My urge to secretly masturbate was growing by the second. The way she was pressing her melons together while lifting them up was almost as if she was inviting me to titfuck them! At least that's what my fevered brain was thinking, thanks to Jane putting titfucking on my mind.

But I was determined to behave and act normal. "Uh... no! Definitely not! Like we agreed, I'm your guinea pig. So if this helps you, that's what matters."

I wanted to get off this all too arousing topic, and hopefully get her to let go of her squeezable globes before I gave in to the urge to furtively rub myself. So I tried my best to change topics. "That said, I know your time is limited. You have to get to dinner belong long, don't you?"

She nodded, and thankfully let go of her boobs. That set them endlessly bouncing, it seemed. "Yeah."

"How much time have you got?"

She scrunched her nose a little bit, which was cute. "Hard to say. I juuuust got back from our big day trip, like five minutes before we started this chat. My friends and I planned some time to relax and shower and whatnot. Then, I'll go grab them or they'll grab me."

"When?"

"When the hunger urge gets too strong!" She laughed.

This looked like an ideal segue from talking about her breasts to talking about her day trip. I started to say, "Speaking of your..."

But I had to pause, because I heard a knock on the door. It was partially open, and Sue Ellen stuck her head in. "Dan? Are you having a video chat with Nicky? Can I come in and say hi to her?"

I couldn't say no to that, especially since Nicky had to have heard her. It was weird having Sue Ellen come in with Nicky talking to her father topless, but Sue Ellen saw that on the large monitor and didn't seem fazed in the slightest. I said, "Of course. Come on in."

Sue Ellen walked all the way in, closing the door behind her. In so doing, she revealed that she was wearing nothing but a sexy pink nightie. It was borderline obscene, being semi-transparent in places and covering less than a one-piece bathing suit. But at least there were flowers and swirly patterns made of thicker material, and large flowers were placed strategically over her nipples, effectively covering them. Her pussy mound was covered with thicker material too, though it was plain to see through the swirls and flowers that her bush had been shaven off.

After seeing her sexy nightie, not to mention the suspicious fact that she was wearing high heels, I had second thoughts about the wisdom of having her come in. It occurred to me I was probably thinking with the wrong head, again. But I was so very, very aroused that I was almost looking for trouble. Besides, my Cupcake looked adorable and cute, as always, but also sexy as hell!

So I looked back to Nicky and said, "That is, if it's okay with you, Muffin. Maybe just a brief hello, because it would be nice to have some one-on-one time between us, don't you think?"

Even as I said that, I was thinking as if I could communicate telepathically with Sue Ellen, Please don't mention my erection or even stare at it! Nicky will notice I'm erect, and it's because of her! 

Nicky said brightly, "Oh, no, this is great! Sue Ellen, please, join us! Your timing is perfect. I was just saying that I wished I could hug and kiss my dad, and it's super frustrating that I can't. But you can, for me!"

"Okay, sure!" Sue Ellen smiled from ear to ear. "It'll be my pleasure, believe you me!" She quickly pulled up a chair next to mine, sat in it, and then wrapped her arms around me. She acted very fast, probably to make sure I didn't have time to think up an objection. Within seconds, we were kissing on the lips!

This wasn't good, especially since she was supposed to be kissing me on Nicky's behalf. Why not just a peck on the cheek? Sheesh! I didn't want to get lost in a passionate tongue duel with Nicky right there, and with her having nothing to do but to watch us.

So I broke off the kiss after just a few seconds. I had to use both hands to keep Sue Ellen at bay. I told her, "Cupcake, I don't think she meant THAT kind of kiss!"

But Nicky said, "No, Dad, it's cool. I'm not a kid anymore. I know she's your lover. Well, one of your lovers. She's very passionate about it, so she's only doing what I'd expect her to do. Besides, I already saw you two make out - and more - by the hot tub not that many days ago. Remember?"

"I sure do!" Sue Ellen said excitedly. She looked to Nicky, who might as well have been completely nude since we could only see her from the belly button on up. "Wow, girl. You look soooo sexy! I wish I had your curves."

So far, so good. I was grateful that Cupcake was pretending to ignore my stiff pole, even though it was lewdly tenting my sweatpants again in an almost comical manner.

Then she asked with boundless enthusiasm, "Can I kiss him again? Please? Pretty please?!"

Nicky laughed. "Since you said 'pretty please,' how can I say no? But don't get TOO carried away. I have a lot to talk about!"

"Yeay!" Sue Ellen's face had stayed close to mine, and our lips locked again.

I must admit that I didn't put up much resistance, even though it didn't seem right to kiss like this with Nicky watching. My Cupcake was so excited and passionate that I simply couldn't turn her down. Plus, I was horny as a goat, with thoughts of Jane, Nicky, and Sue Ellen all mingled together. However, I resolved to keep it short.

Happily, I managed to do that. But it was a Pyrrhic victory, because while I was distracted with the soulful kiss, Sue Ellen stuck a hand into my sweatpants and started jacking me off! Then, when the kiss ended, she kept right on stroking, though at least she was careful with her arm movement so Nicky wouldn't be able to tell what was happening.

I was chagrined, to say the least. Oh, great! Here we go again! Why does this keep happening to me?! This isn't even the first time it's happened during a video chat with Nicky. So much for Cupcake being behaved. She's looking normal for the camera, but I'll bet she was planning this all along, from the moment she saw I was erect! UGH! 

But even though I know it's wrong, I'm so very, very, VERY horny from leaving Jane without cumming that I have no resistance whatsoever! And seeing my extremely stacked Muffin sitting there topless certainly doesn't help matters! Ugh! What a disaster! And yet... it feels so damn fantastic! 

Heck, this is the last night I get to have sex with my adorable Cupcake for a while - I might as well make the most of it. I plead guilty to getting knocked over by a perfect storm of a sexually irresistible situation! 

Sue Ellen had her near arm wrapped around my back while her far arm snaked into my lap. I was sure that from Nicky's point of view it looked like an innocent hug from the side, but I couldn't help but feel nervous about it just the same. The problem was, I was far too horny even before she came into the room, so the danger only heightened my arousal even more!

Sue Ellen, though, was cool as a cucumber. As she got busy rubbing my sweet spot, she said to Nicky, "Please, be honest... seeing me kiss him... doesn't that kind of freak you out? I mean, for your whole life you've only seen him kiss Mindy."

Nicky replied, "Not that long ago, it would have bothered me a lot. But I'm learning to roll with the punches. I mean, look at me! We're talking when I'm dressed like this!" She looked down at herself while waving her hands in the air, which caused her huge boobs to jiggle enticingly. "This is not exactly typical father-daughter behavior!"

Nicky shared a laugh with Sue Ellen over that. I couldn't join in because my face was frozen in a forced smile to try to appear normal despite what was happening to my throbbing erection.

Sue Ellen mirthfully joked, "Well, if it makes you feel any better, your dad is totally naked from the waist on down! Just kidding!"

The two girls shared a big laugh over that.

While Nicky was distracted doing that, Sue Ellen furtively pulled my boner out of my sweatpants, and even exposed my balls for good measure. The sneaky vixen was trying to make her "joke" at least partially true! Of course, she resumed jacking me off. I was grateful she had to keep a hand behind my back as part of her effort to appear normal to Nicky, because I couldn't handle a two-handed "attack" and keep a straight face.

I thought, The cheek! I bet she thinks that's hilarious. But what if my Muffin catches on?! I'll be scandalized! I might be able to play it off as Sue Ellen being overly enthusiastic, but that would only partially work at best. Nicky's trust in me will be ruined! Trust I don't deserve! HNNG! Why do I have to lose all my willpower when I'm this aroused?! 

Nicky went on seriously, "I figure it's all part of the sexual awakening I'm going through. Sue Ellen, I used to be soooo baaad! I used to dress like a nun living in Antarctica. I still kind of do, especially whenever I go outside. But I'm trying hard to change, and that means overturning my old ways of looking at things. My dad is a sexual wild man. He's the dictionary definition of 'studly.'"

Sue Ellen interrupted, "I do declare! I reckon you're about as right as right can be!"

The two of them shared a lot of knowing giggles.

"You would say that!" Nicky exclaimed.

"Of course I would! 'Specially 'cos it's true!" Then she added, "I'd love to own a copy of that dictionary. If they have a picture of his studliness, they'd have to sell it in a brown paper bag!"

Naturally, more giggling ensued. Sue Ellen managed to rub my sweet spot all the while.

I groaned, even as I was secretly flattered. "Helloooo? I'm right here, you know."

"I know, and I'm glad!" Sue Ellen leaned in and gave me a loving kiss on the cheek. Then, after some more mutual giggling, she added to Nicky, "Sorry for interrupting. Please continue."

Nicky nodded and composed herself, while still smiling. "For years, I tried hard to be in denial about that, despite the mounting evidence. It kind of feels good to let that go and see him as the highly sexual man he truly is, if you know what I mean. The truth is liberating."

"I do!" Sue Ellen said enthusiastically. "And you're so right! He's a sexual BEAST! A hot-blooded, sexually insatiable dynamo!" She switched from a subtle rubbing style to stroking my shaft from top to bottom, over and over again. "I have no idea how Mindy managed to keep up with him all by her lonely self. He's got Cindy, Mindy, AND me, and we can't keep up with him. At this rate, we're going to have to bring in reinforcements!"

Nicky seemed highly interested all of a sudden and leaned in, causing her face and bare breasts to grow in size. "Really?! Oh my gosh! Why does that not surprise me?"

Sue Ellen's eyes were wide as saucers, due to her eagerness. "You have no idea! Why, if the three of us were to wrap our hands around-"

I raised my hands, cutting her off. "Time out! Enough of that already! I'm putting my foot down and demanding a change of topic. Now! First off, what you're saying isn't true, but anyway it's not polite to talk about me like that while I'm right here."

But Sue Ellen remained undeterred. "Why not? It's not an insult. If anything, it's a super big compliment! And speaking of super big, Nicky, he's aroused aaaaaaall the time! I mean, if-"

I interrupted her by raising my hands again and even waving them around. "Cupcake! Please! Did you not hear me? Muffin, I'm really keen to hear about your trip today. Can we please talk about that instead?"

Nicky snickered gleefully. "Sure, Dad. But Sue Ellen, you and I can talk in private later, okay?"

"Sure! Totally!" Sue Ellen looked my way and made a playful and unrepentant face, even as she continued furtively jacking me off.

I groaned in frustration. I tried not to think about what the two of them might end up talking about when I wasn't there, since I had no ability to control that.

I found myself staring unthinkingly at my daughter's enormous breasts. I was so hot and bothered that I wished I could reach through the screen and caress them. If I were to fuck those perfect, huge breasts, I wonder if she'd crane her head down to lick and suck on the tip, like Jane says she does? Oh, Jane! I can't think about her! And I can't think about titfucking my innocent daughter! What the fuck is wrong with me?! 

Then Nicky said to Sue Ellen with amused delight her voice, "By the way, it just hit me how he calls you 'Cupcake' and he calls me 'Muffin.' What's with him and pastry nicknames?"

Sue Ellen replied just as happily, "I don't know, but he should call Mindy 'Coffee Cake' and Cindy 'Donut.' Then we can introduce him to a sexy Jewish girl he can call 'Bagel!'"

Nicky laughed, causing a dramatic tit-quake. "Good idea! Then we can hook him up with a French hottie who he can call 'Croissant!"

Both girls guffawed at that. Nicky laughed so much that she had to pin an arm under her big globes from below to limit their shaking.

Then Sue Ellen started to say, "Once he's taken both of them around the block a few times-"

I cut her off. "Enough already!"

Sue Ellen pouted playfully. "Awww. Don't you want to hear my 'Brownie' joke?"

"No!" I complained.

Nicky said while still giggling in a chest-jiggling manner (despite her helping arm), "Spoilsport! Daddy, you can't stop her now, not when she's on a cinnamon roll!"

That caused both of them to break into hysterics. I have to admit I couldn't resist having a good laugh over that. Nicky practically doubled over with laughter, and had to clutch her huge tits from below because they were bouncing so wildly.

Sue Ellen also was so overcome that she had to stop stroking my boner. I can't say she stopped for long though.

Once order was more or less restored, I said to Nicky, "Okay, enough playing around. Can we get back on track? Muffin, I order you to tell me about your day trip already!"

Nicky said, "Okay, if you insist. Boy, you're a tough cookie!" She was still holding her tits in a titillating manner, pushing them together.

That made both girls laugh still more, especially when Sue Ellen gleefully added, "He seems tough on the outside, but on the inside he's got a soft jelly filling!"

I wanted to be annoyed, but I couldn't stop laughing either. Plus, I was practically out of my mind with lusty need. Sue Ellen knew to keep me just aroused enough to be blissed out on pleasure without having to pant or struggle not to cum.

Finally, we all grew serious again, and Sue Ellen let go of my erection to stretch both arms up in the air. "Aaaaaah! Such fun! Nicky, I love your whole family so much, which means you too, since you're a part of it. We have such a great time every day. Your dad keeps my legs wobbly from too many orgasms to count, and then Mindy and the others keep me in stitches all the time too. Everyone is so nice and loving that I just want to give the whole family a great big hug forever! I tell ya, I'm livin' in high cotton!"

Nicky sighed wistfully, while still holding her tits up from below. "I know! I miss it so much. Well, minus the wobbly legs part." She laughed. "Being away for college has been really hard. There's a part of me that wants to strike out on my own and prove my worth, but it's hard to leave home when we do have such fun all the time."

Sue Ellen already had her hand back on my boner. In fact, when she brought her hand back she furtively pulled my sweatpants down even more, because the springy fabric had fallen back to cover my balls again. Knowing I was putty in her hands, she pulled my sweatpants halfway down my thighs, leaving my ass bare as well.

As her fingers slid back and forth over my throbbing shaft, she said, "I consider myself too lucky for words. I don't even mind the sharing. In fact, I much prefer it!"

"No! Really?!" It looked like Nicky was starting to caress her tits instead of just holding them. But maybe it was just my imagination, because she suddenly let go of them altogether.

Sue Ellen passionately replied, "Butter my butt and call me a biscuit, it's true!"

Nicky laughed heartily. "What did you just say?! I thought your nickname is 'Cupcake!'"

My Cupcake blushed in a very adorable manner. "It is. That's just another Southernism I picked up somewhere. I got so emotional sometimes, I don't think about my words!"

Still chuckling, Nicky said to me playfully, "Daddy, you heard her. You have to butter her butt! AND call her a biscuit!"

I was so aroused that I couldn't resist replying cheekily, "The first part will be my pleasure, believe me. But I'm going to stick to calling her 'Cupcake' because she is my Cupcake."

"Awww!" Sue Ellen leaned in and gave me another hot French kiss. As she did that, she repositioned and slipped her hand that had been around my back down to my ass. Somehow, she wiggled a finger up my crack as started poking at my anus.

Good grief! As if I'm not aroused enough already! Of course, her other hand was still stroking my boner, though she was back to mostly just subtle rubbing of my sweet spot.

She resumed talking, "All butt buttering aside..." - she giggled some more - "It's true that I prefer to share him. Partially, yes, it's what you'd expect, that his penis is so big and needy that it takes a lot of hands and mouths to keep it from running wild over the countryside like King Dong!"

I chided Sue Ellen, "Cupcake! You're getting too explicit!"

Nicky giggled. "'King Dong?!' Sounds interesting! Tell me more!"

I sighed heavily. Then I gave my daughter a sharp look. "Don't ask! That's an order!" I gave my cock slave an equally sharp look. "And you! Don't say a word about that!"

Sue Ellen giggled some more. "There's so much I could tell you about that! But I'd better not, or I'd probably get yet another big ol' spanking." She looked to me and stuck her tongue out playfully.

Nicky's breathing seemed to be growing heavy, from the way her globes were slightly heaving up and down. "He spanks you?!"

"Oh yeah, sure. All the time! It's SUCH fun! But I probably shouldn't talk about that either, or that'll get me in trouble too."

I groaned unhappily. This isn't happening! 

"Anyway, all that aside, the number one reason I love sharing is because the group dynamic is so great. In bed, sure, but out of bed too. I tell ya, I'm grinning like a possum eating a sweet potato, aaaaall day long!"

She went from a huge smile to something closer to a frown. "Uh-oh! The only fly in the ointment is that all the talk about pastries and now sweet potatoes has got me hungry for a late night snack. Does anyone mind if I pop off in search of something to nibble on?"

Nicky said, "Definitely not. The only problem is, now you've made me hungry too!" She giggled some more. "But not for sweet potatoes as a late night snack. That's just weird!" She kept right on giggling. Her huge orbs were in constant motion, due to all the joking, not to mention her rather labored breathing.

I was so very aroused that I found myself thinking, Nicky's hungry, but not for sweet potatoes. What if she's hungry for my dick?! Oh, Lord! Come on, with the way Cupcake is talking, the thought has to have crossed her mind. She might even be secretly masturbating, at this very moment! UNGH! That's so very, very wrong! Especially if she's doing while thinking about "nibbling" on my dick. With all this talk of sharing, maybe she's imagining licking it with Sue Ellen, each of them taking a side! 

NO! I can't go there! I'm just temporarily insane. Thank God Cupcake is leaving, because otherwise I'd have to ask her to go anyway. Things are getting out of hand. What happened to talking about Nicky's day trip? Maybe I should think about fucking Jane's tits instead. 

Uh-oh! NO! That's not helping! That was especially true since I was probably staring at my daughter's E-cups far too obviously, again. She hadn't seemed to notice though, maybe because she was busy yakking it up with Sue Ellen.

My sexy Cupcake looked to me, even as she wiggled a finger about a digit's worth up my anus. "Do you want anything, Ma-aaaybe something to drink?"

I could tell that she was starting to say "Master," but luckily she covered that in a non-obvious manner. I said, "No, I'm good." Shit! I'm flirting with danger. What if she calls me that, which she probably will before too long? How will I dodge that bullet?! 

Sue Ellen let go of my stiff pole yet again and stood up. This also thankfully took her finger away from my rear end. "Okay. I'll be back soon. You two have fun! But don't have TOO much fun without me!" Then she walked off after sharing good-byes with Nicky.

I breathed a secret sigh a relief that I wouldn't have to keep hiding my reaction to the secret handjob pleasure anymore.




Chapter 21

 

Nicky said to me, "That Sue Ellen, she's a real character. Such a cutie. And she's such FUN! You get a big thumbs up from me for choosing her!" She gave a thumbs up right as she said that, naturally.

Mentally, I was very relieved to just have my boner rest openly against my thigh, untouched. I had been getting far too overheated. It was hard to keep my breathing under control, as well as maintaining a normal looking face.

I asked with worry, "Be honest with me, please, completely honest. You really don't mind that I'm dating her, even while I'm married to your mother?"

Nicky chuckled knowingly. "Dad, we both know you're not merely 'dating' her, okay? I can already see that your relationship goes a lot deeper than that. She's your devoted mistress, probably kissing you and rubbing her naked body all over your hunky chest more often than not. She's head over heels in love with you! Anyone can see that, just by the way she's always looking at you so adoringly. And I'm okay with that."

My eyes bugged out in surprise... but it wasn't due to what Nicky said. No, what shocked the heck out of me was that although I'd assumed Sue Ellen left the room, she only walked well out of camera range and then took her nightie all the way off, leaving her in nothing but her high heels. She must have gotten down on all fours and crawled back to me, because, keeping her head down, she quickly grabbed the base of my shaft for support and engulfed my entire cockhead!

Good God! Muuuuuffin! My penis needed a prolonged break, not this! Then I did a mental double take as I realized I'd thought the nickname "Muffin." Oh shit! I meant "Cupcake!" Cupcake! I definitely did not mean to think that my darling Nicky is sucking on my dick with her sweet kissable lips! Get that filthy thought clear out of my mind! Not that it's there in the first place! Dammit, why do those two nicknames have to be so similar?! 

Sue Ellen wouldn't have been able to stay low enough except for the fact that my chair didn't have any armrests. And she cleverly waited until Nicky said something somewhat startling to give an excuse for my shocked reaction.

I tilted my head down and stared in disbelief at Sue Ellen's head in my lap. Already, she was starting to bob. I brought my hands to the top of her head, but I was too horny to push her away. She'd got me good! I was helpless to resist her charms, since I was still riding high and craving an orgasm since having to abruptly leave Jane.

There was no good reason for me to suddenly devote all my attention to staring at my lap, and that strange behavior didn't slip past Nicky's notice. She asked me, "Dad? Is something wrong?"

Thankfully, I was able to think quickly on my feet. "Um... no. But I have a glass of water here, and I was just reaching for it. You startled me so much that I spilled some in my lap. But don't worry, it's okay."

That appeared to mollify her. "Oh. Good. But what I said really isn't THAT surprising, is it? Now, if Sue Ellen was some kind of selfish gold digger or evil harpy, it would be a very different story. But she's just so... cute and adorable! How anyone could not like her just the way she is is beyond me."

I nodded. I certainly couldn't disagree with that. I thought as if I were talking to Nicky, And if you only knew what a great, devoted cocksucker she is! Aaaah! She's really giving me a hell of a hummer right now. She actually proudly calls herself my "cock slave." And she's not the only one. There's so much you don't know, things you can never know! You think my life is sexually wild, but you don't know the half of it! 

Oblivious to my thoughts or Sue Ellen's oral work, Nicky kept talking, "And Mom's totally happy with her, and with Cindy too. Of course, that's the main thing for me, especially how Mom feels about it. Mom and I have been talking some, including by e-mail recently, and she says it's like growing the family by two. I can totally see that. Cindy was practically family already. And Sue Ellen fits like a hand in glove. Like the way we were joking about pastries a little while ago. I feel totally comfortable with her, almost like she's a part of the family already. And I don't say that lightly. That's a BIG deal for me!"

My hands were still on Sue Ellen's head, and I squeezed for dear life, because she seemed to take the "hand in glove" comment to try to make a perfect, tight fit between her hungry mouth and my throbbing shaft. It felt so good that I could hardly stand it! And all the while, I was forced to look at Nicky, my innocent Nicky with her sex goddess body and her enormous bare breasts!

Despite the fact that my balls were churning in anticipation from the great surge of erotic pleasure I was experiencing, I had to continue to appear normal and keep the conversation going. I couldn't stop myself from grimacing from all the arousal though. So I tried to weave that into the discussion. Instead of fighting the grimace, I exaggerated it, and then I said, "I don't know. You've got to have SOME doubts though. Don't you? Some concern?"

Thankfully, she appeared to buy it. "Well, maybe a tad. But not really. The way I figure, since Mom's gone off on her weird cucquean thing, it's pretty much inevitable that you're going to have a mistress or two. Or maybe even more... Who knows? With your raw sex appeal and virility, anything is possible."

I couldn't disagree that anything was possible, especially given what Cupcake was secretly doing to me!

"So I've got to accept that you're going to have some women throwing themselves at you for, um… you know."

Now it was her turn to blush and squirm a little. The not so subtle resonance of that motion in the movement of her bared breasts was simply mesmerizing. It was all I could to not to openly drool on myself at the sight.

Then she sat up stiffly and continued, "Cindy's a no-brainer, of course. She was practically like a second mom to me already, before you seduced her and claimed her. But if even she and Mom aren't enough for you, then who better than Sue Ellen? You could do a lot, lot worse than a gal like her, believe me. It's my experience that most gorgeous women let that go to their head and thus have reeaaally difficult personalities."

She impishly added, "Like a certain sister whose name I won't mention." She brought a hand to her mouth and fake-coughed, "Michelle!"

I chuckled. Thankfully, the blowjob pleasure had gone down from "extreme" to merely "great" as I adjusted to what Sue Ellen's lips, fingers, and tongue were doing, so I was able to stop grimacing and slightly relax. Talk about being a lucky guy - I was surprisingly accustomed to "great" due to feeling that much pleasure so often. Being a harem master is the absolute best!

Then I said sarcastically, "Gee, thanks for your discretion. Though you only have one sister."

She smirked unrepentantly. "Oh yeah. Although I basically see Ruby as my sister now. We're official 'breastest friends' now and everything." She looked down at her bare knockers knowingly, and giggled. "But in any case, you get my general point, don't you?"

I nodded. With Sue Ellen silently bobbing on my shaft, I was glad for when I didn't have to say something intelligent.

Nicky went on, "Sure, I'm in Hawaii, but it's not like I'm on Mars. I've been talking to everyone before I got here, and since, with e-mails and even some other video chats when you're not around. Mom, Michelle, Ruby, Cindy, you - everyone says the same thing: Sue Ellen is the bee's knees! Everybody loves her. It's like she's family already. Even Michelle, who as I'm sure you know all too well can't stand to be upstaged by anybody, has nothing but nice things to say about her. So how can I go against all that?"

I smiled and relaxed. Instead of worrying about getting caught getting secretly sucked, her answer made me think about all the wonderful aspects of Sue Ellen, both inside and out, and that warmed my heart. I eased my grip on Sue Ellen's head and instead gently caressed her hair. "She is pretty great, I must admit. I'm just playing devil's advocate, because I want to make sure you're not weirded out."

Sue Ellen obviously heard that. So far, she was being remarkably quiet about her sucking. In fact, she was almost totally silent somehow, no doubt to make sure Nicky wouldn't suspect anything. In keeping with that, she didn't react in any sort of audible way. But she did bob with increased suction and speed, going back and forth right over my sweet spot. So although she didn't let out any erotic moan, she made it nearly impossible for me not to!

Nicky replied, "I AM weirded out, big time! But in a good way, if that makes any sense."

"No." I was trying hard not to grimace some more in response to this new surge in pleasure. My Cupcake just wasn't letting up! It was like she was trying her hardest to make me cum to reward me for my "She is pretty great" comment, which she probably was. She even furtively reached to the top of her head and squeezed my hand there, while she continued to suck like her life depended on giving great head. She used her other hand to gently play with my balls.

Nicky explained, "It's like... what if right now, at your age, you picked up a guitar, formed a band, and started writing songs? Then, before you know it, you've got an album out and you're singing on TV! That would be way, way weird, but in kind of a good way, if you know what I mean. I'd have some trouble dealing with the change, but I'd be saying, 'You go for it, Dad! Right on!' That's kind of how I feel about you and Cindy and Sue Ellen. Everyone seems happier than before, including Mom, incredibly enough. Way happier, even. As long as that's the case, it's weird, but in a good way."

I nodded. I was slow to reply, because I was fighting hard to avoid visibly panting. God knows I'm happier! Muffin, you have NO idea! I'm spoiled rotten. Why, the sheer amount of blowjob joy I get to enjoy on a daily basis alone... Including right now! HNNNG! How can I tell her to stop? I can't! It feels too good! 

I pulled myself together enough to say, "Okay. I get it. And it makes me really glad to hear you say that, because I've got a hunch that this isn't going to be some temporary kind of thing. You might find yourself with a dad with a wife and two mistresses until we're all old and grey."

"MMMM!"

Oh shit! Cupcake, NO! It was a big mistake on my part to say those encouraging words, because that was Sue Ellen making that noise in response! Apparently she was so thrilled that she couldn't keep quiet anymore. She might even have had a small orgasm, judging by the lusty, thrilled noise, not to mention the way her lips trembled while staying tightly wrapped around my shaft.

There was no way Nicky could fail to notice that sort of sound. She immediately asked, "What was that?!"

Luckily, I still had the ability to think on my feet, even as I was going out of my mind due to Sue Ellen's talented sliding lips. With remarkable quickness and calm, if I do say so myself, I looked towards the door as if I was looking at someone standing there, and said, "Oh, that's Sue Ellen. She just walked back in the room. Naturally, she wanted to comment about that, but her mouth is still stuffed full, with a cupcake, fittingly enough. Lately we seem to have cupcakes in the house all the time, for some inexplicable reason." I winked.

Thankfully, that seemed to dispel any suspicion Nicky might have had. She said with a big grin. "You bozo brain! That's no accident. I'm sure Sue Ellen is behind that."

I nodded. "You're right." Once again, I looked to the door and pretended to maintain eye contact with Sue Ellen over there. "You caught me, Cupcake. My feelings for you are real. I'm afraid you're stuck with me for a long, long time. Maybe forever!"

Suddenly, Sue Ellen pulled her lips off my pulsing pole. Then she crawled away, while keeping low and out of camera range.

I thought, Uh-oh! What's she up to now?! I knew she wasn't through with me yet.

I didn't have to wait long, because in a matter of seconds she stood up and then she launched herself at me. She sat on my nearest leg, deftly avoiding my boner, and gave me a crushing hug while squealing, "Oh! Dan!"

This was both a good and bad thing. The good part was that her appearing back into webcam view like that fit nicely with my act that she'd just walked into the room from that side. The bad part was that she still was completely naked! I had no doubt that her entire upper body could be easily seen by Nicky. and there was no way to excuse away or hide that fact.

At least she somehow remembered not to call me "Master." That took a lot of restraint on her part, because I knew she was very horny and excited. It actually felt strange and wrong to hear her call me "Dan."

Even as I wrapped my arms around Sue Ellen's bare back and swapped spit with her, I thought with chagrin, Oh, Cupcake, why? It's crazy enough that you dared to blow me just out of range of Nicky seeing. But why did you have to do it naked? I know the popular cock slave opinion these days is that cocksucking is somehow wrong if you're not at least topless while doing it, but come on! You've gotta be a little practical. 

You're taking advantage of the fact that I'm too damn horny to resist practically anything. Between you and Nicky and Jane... UNGH! Forbidden thoughts... ARGH! Now I'm in hot water! Must... behave! Use... UNH! ... restraint! 

With Sue Ellen trying to shove her tongue down my throat, there was no way for me to talk. That might have been a lucky break, because if my mouth was free I probably would have panted like a winded runner.

But Nicky could talk just fine, and as she watched us neck, she said, "Dad, what did I tell you about things being kind of weird?" She chuckled good-naturedly. "But don't worry, I don't mind. After all, I'm topless too. So I can hardly complain."

Apparently, Sue Ellen hadn't consciously realized that she was completely naked, as well as topless from Nicky's point of view, because she was suddenly overcome with embarrassment, and her face quickly turned red. She broke the kiss and covered her breasts with her hands. Then, realizing that she was still facing me and away from Nicky, she decided her safest bet was to stay that way and press her chest tightly against mine.

She exclaimed earnestly while talking into my shirt, "Oh my gosh! Nicky, I'm sorry! I didn't realize! I was going to bed instead of coming back in, so I wasn't exactly dressed. But then I heard Dan talking about me, and I couldn't resist listening in, and then one thing led to another, and... oh gosh! I'm really sorry!"

I had to believe her embarrassment was genuine, because how could she fake blushing?

Nicky laughed. "So that confirms it. You're in your birthday suit from head to toe! Aren't you?"

Sue Ellen's blush deepened. "It's true, there's nothin' between me and the Lord but a smile, Although... I am wearing high heels."

"Oooh! Sexy! But why would you be wearing those, here and now?"

Sue Ellen sheepishly explained, "I know they're as useful as tits on a bull, but I reckon my man really likes them. And I like wearing them for him. A lot! They make me feel... sexy... and horny!" She looked into my eyes with a lusty, loving expression. Then she buried her head in my chest to hide her embarrassment again.

Nicky chuckled some more. "Boy, this is a real hoot. But don't worry, I'm cool. If you remember what happened around the hot tub when I was in town, I've already seen you and Dad get comfy with each other when you were, er, dressed like this. Or maybe I should say 'undressed like this.' So I can roll with it."

Sue Ellen breathed a heavy sigh of relief, even as she continued to blush with embarrassment. "Oh, really?! Thank goodness! I'm much obliged."

Then she seemed to have an epiphany as she searched her feelings. "Gosh, I'm so sorry, but I'm kind of not too, because I get to kiss and hug my man some more!" She pulled her head up and back enough to make eye contact with me again, and she flashed a loving smile. Then she planted her lips on mine again.

Nicky laughed some more. "Geez! Get a room, you two! Or you should stream this on the Internet and charge a fee!" She kept on laughing, which meant more titty-jiggling.

I took stock of the situation. I realized that in fact we weren't really showing anything to the webcam and all Nicky could see was Sue Ellen's bare back. It was the fact that we all knew she was sitting naked on my lap that was so titillating. Of course, if Nicky had a different view that would have changed matters, since Sue Ellen had already resumed jacking me off.

But I figured that it we stayed like this, with Sue Ellen's back to the camera, we'd be okay. I resolved to not give in and play with her pussy, or generally fondle her body. She had a remarkable ability to jack me off without moving her arm in a tell-tale manner, mostly by limiting herself to rubbing my sweet spot. But I didn't think I could effectively stimulate her like that without practice for very long, especially being as highly aroused as I was.

I soon broke the latest kiss so I could talk. I spoke sternly. "Okay, behave. Cupcake, can you control yourself, or do I have to send you out of the room?"

She earnestly stared into my eyes. "I'll be good. Honest!"

I knew that wasn't entirely true, since her fingers were sliding up and down my soaked shaft even as she said it, but I hoped it would be true in a relative sense, anyway. I said, "Okay, I'm going to hold you to that. The minute you start to get too frisky, you're out of here. Understood?"

She nodded.

I looked past her to Nicky. "Muffin, these aren't exactly ideal circumstances for my undivided attention, but I'm still determined to hear about your big day trip, and you haven't said one thing about it yet. Do you mind sharing the story, even while my Cupcake is clinging to me like a leech?"

"Not to mention wearing nothing but a smile," Nicky snickered. "But sure. I'm game. I don't know if you'll believe me, but seeing all this is actually therapeutic for me. I used to be so hung up on intimacy, and especially on showing off my body and public displays of affection. But I see you two having such fun, and you're not getting arrested or hit by a lightning bolt, and it makes me kind of want to loosen up some more too."

I said, "Good, but don't loosen up too much. Don't take Cupcake here as your guide, or she'll have you streaking naked down Main Street!"

Nicky laughed heartily. "Oooh! Sounds like fun!" Then she added seriously, "But there's no way. Don't even joke about it. Just thinking about it makes me want to cover up."

With that, she put her hands over her erect nipples. But somehow, that only made her look sexier. She kept her hands on her big orbs, mostly pushing them up and together from below, with only her fingertips barely covering her nipples. Plus, she seemed to be breathing harder than normal, almost like she was very sexually aroused. It was like she was deliberately trying to drive me crazy!

After some more joking around, we actually managed to settle down. Though, of course, Sue Ellen continued her secret handjob.

Nicky finally began her story. "It turned out we really only went to one place today - Waimea Canyon! I don't have to tell you about it, because I know you were there with Mom. I remember seeing the pictures."

"That's true," I said. "But humor me. It pleases me to vicariously experience it again through your eyes. Besides, I'm sure Cupcake would love to hear about it too."

"Definitely!" Sue Ellen said with her usual bubbly enthusiasm.

Nicky nodded, and went on, "It's not that far from our hotel as the crow flies, but that terrain is impassable, so we had to go practically all the way around the island to get there. It took an hour and a half each way. But it was totally worth it! It was great. Sue Ellen, do you know anything about it?"

"Nothing," Sue Ellen replied. She'd settled down in my lap, though it went without saying that she was still secretly jacking me off. She also turned slightly so she could look at Nicky talking. But she kept her free arm strategically positioned to cover up her nipple that otherwise would have been exposed to Nicky's view.

Nicky went on, "It's really incredible. They call it the 'Grand Canyon of the Pacific,' and for good reason. It's this huuuuge, deep canyon. Three thousand feet deep! It kind of looks like Arizona in places too. That's something that surprised me about Hawaii - it's got all kinds of different climates."

Sue Ellen playfully suggested, "I'm having a hard time imagining what a deep canyon looks like. Can you illustrate?"

Nicky was puzzled at first. But after Sue Ellen knowingly nodded at her enormous breasts, she got the idea. "Oh my God! Girl, you're soooooo baaaaad!"

Sue Ellen beamed. "I know! And don't worry about this big lug." She thumbed towards my face. "I know all about how he's supposed to be your guinea pig to improve your sexual confidence."

"Well, I don't know..." Nicky looked around her room with worry, as if checking for peeping Toms.

"Come on!" Sue Ellen cheered.

Nicky's worried frown turned to a big smile. "Well... okay! You make a convincing argument!"

They both laughed a lot at that, and I did too, because "Come on" wasn't exactly going to win any professional debates.

Nicky's face turned red as she pushed her big melons together from their other sides. "Gaawwwd! I can't believe I'm doing this in front of Dad!"

Sue Ellen playfully commented, "Hey, it's just a geography lesson."

"Yeah, right!" Nicky snickered. "Okay, enough of that." Her hands returned to her sides. Clearly, striking that pose with me watching was quite embarrassing, so she was quick to stop.

"Awww," Sue Ellen playfully pouted.

Nicky made a put out but amused face at my cutie Cupcake. It was obvious she was having a lot of fun. She went on, "Anyway, we did the touristy thing, looking down into the canyon from various scenic spots. But then, since we're young, fit, and adventurous, we did a heck of a lot of hiking. All the way to the bottom of the canyon and back."

Sue Ellen gleefully cut in, "Again, I'm going to need some visual help."

"Oh, for crying out loud!" But Nicky was all smiles as she pressed her massive E-cups together again. However, this time, she used her upper arms to push them against each other. That wasn't as effective, but it left a free hand to "walk" with two fingertips down into her cleavage. She giggled with both nervousness and amusement, "See? We started about here, and walked down to the bottom of the canyon and back."

Her fingers completely disappeared as they "walked" to the depths of her truly canyon-esque cleavage. It made it hard for me to even breathe, much less breathe normally.

As Sue Ellen rubbed my sweet spot, she made eye contact with me and said, "That sure helps my understanding. What about you, Dan?"

I pretended to be put out, though I couldn't stop grinning. "I think you two are Looney Tunes!"

My thoughts were mixed up with fantasies of titfucking either Jane or Nicky, or maybe both. Maybe even both of them at the same time, even though I knew that was physically impossible. Plus, I was tempted to "walk" my fingers over Sue Ellen's impressive chest, since she was actually within reach. But I was determined not to do that, since Nicky would be able to see.

My Cupcake playfully slapped my chest. "Pay him no mind. He's still a work in progress." She looked back to Nicky. "So is that the end of your... titillating... story?"

We all laughed at that "titillating" joke.

I didn't know Sue Ellen could be such a comedian! It seemed the more time she spent with us, the more she was loosening up, which allowed her sense of humor to flower.

Nicky let her hands fall back to her sides once more. "In a nutshell, yeah. I'm soooo tired and sore, but in a good way, if you know what I mean."

Sue Ellen said, "I know exactly what you mean. Dan makes me feel that way aaaaaall the time, and we don't even go hiking!"

Both Nicky and Sue Ellen shared a knowing giggle, even as their blushes reddened even more from embarrassment at the same time, strangely enough.

I must admit that I got pretty embarrassed by that too, since the sexual implication was so clear. I chided Sue Ellen, "Behave!"

She said "Sorry," but she didn't seem that sorry. In fact, she appeared to be getting more relaxed about her nudity, and was slowly but surely facing more towards Nicky, since it was hard for her to keep looking Nicky's way from the side. Of course, she kept on driving me wild with her secret rubbing all the while.

Nicky said, "I'm going to pretend I didn't hear that." But there was a twinkle in her eye and she couldn't stop grinning. "Anyhow, that's what we did. We left right at nine in the morning and got back right before six, which is nine your time. I was adamant that we had to get back in time for this video chat. That left us only six hours there, due to the long drive there and back, but it was totally worth it. Plus, the road was great too, because it gave us a chance to get a lay of the land. Now we have all kinds of ideas of places we want to explore next."

I said, "Sounds like a great day then."

Sue Ellen cut in, "Wait! Maybe I'm a bitty bit slow, but I could use some more visual help to understand that car ride you're talking about." She smirked knowingly. "I recall Kauai is basically a round-shaped island, right? If only there was a round-shaped object in view, like, say, on your chest, that could be a good stand-in for the island..."

Nicky laughed. "Okay, okay, I get the drift! I can't believe you're making me do this with my Daddy watching. But I'll do it, only because you use the term 'bitty bit.' Is that some Southern thing?"

Sue Ellen looked abashed, apparently due to "bitty bit." "I reckon so. I assumed everyone said that, until I came here." On a dime, she turned enthusiastic. "But never you mind that! Let's see the map!"

Nicky shook her head. But she also hefted her right tit up from below as much as she could. That got rid of the gentle slope coming down from the top, making that boob appear about as round as possible. She resumed blushing, deeper than before, but doggedly said, "Okay, so this is Kauai."

Sue Ellen cut in, "Hold your horses! So what's that other island to left? It's a VERY sizable land mass. It must have a name!"

Nicky laughed some more. "Oh, girl! You make this so much fun!" She looked down at her twin peaks and hefted the other one up too. "I guess if it's got to have a name, that must be Oahu."

"Cool! I was hoping you'd say that. Please continue."

Nicky let "Oahu" fall, setting off another amazing tit-quake, but kept holding up "Kauai." She said, "This is so crazy! What if my friends walked in on me, while I'm sitting here totally naked, holding up my breasts in such a ridiculous fashion? God, the things you do for family. Anyway, this is about where Princeville is." She pointed at a spot near the middle of the top edge of her breast. (And there was a "top edge" due to the way she kept holding it up.) "Then... Waimea Canyon is kind of in the middle..."

As she was looking down and deciding where to place her finger, Sue Ellen interrupted again to say, "Oooh! Oooh! Pick the nipple! Pick the nipple! It's close enough for horseshoes, right?"

Nicky had another good laugh. "Very well. I suppose it's close enough, although it really would be more up and to the west. Anyway, since there's no direct road, we had to take the coast road, like this..." Starting with her finger on her stiff nipple, she traced a path along the visible edge her breast, going more than halfway around until she got back to "Princeville" at the top.

When she finished, she said, "There! That was weird... but surprisingly liberating. Can I put 'the map' away now?!"

Sue Ellen immediately exclaimed, "Nooooo! It's so beautiful! It's the most perfect map. Don't you agree, er, Dan? In fact, you should leave it out AND the Oahu map!"

Nicky laughed heartily yet again. "Very well. I suppose I have no choice!" She was having a ball.

Then my cutie Cupcake briefly cupped her hands to her mouth and mock-shouted, "ECHO... echo... echo..." Naturally, her voice faded out as if she was shouting into a deep canyon.

I have to admit that I laughed as much as the other two did.

Something had been niggling in the back of my mind, but with the wonderful "geography lesson," I'd been too distracted to think about it. But now that there was a brief pause in the discussion, as well as the titty show, it came to me. It was something Nicky had said, just before she started to point out Princeville on the map: "This is so crazy! What if my friends walked in on me, while I'm sitting here totally naked, holding up my breasts?" 

Wait! Whoa! Rewind! "While I'm sitting here totally naked?!" Did she really just say that?! I think she did! WHOA! Whoa Nelly! But did she literally mean it?! She could just say that because she FEELS totally naked. I'm sure she does, compared to her usual standards. But there's that word "totally." Why use it if she doesn't mean it?! 

My thoughts were interrupted when Nicky directly asked me, "Okay, enough of that. Dad, do you have any questions?"

I was so stunned by the whole "sitting here totally naked" thing that I was caught flat-footed. The secret handjob I was enjoying didn't exactly help my concentration, nor did feeling Sue Ellen's delectable body on my lap. But after a prolonged pause, I rallied to say, "I'm just thinking. I've got a very big interest in geography, as you know."

Nicky laughed heartily. "Yes, I know! In fact, I'd say you're locally famous for your interest in that topic. Especially island geography!"

Sue Ellen laughed along with that. "He's especially especially interested in BIG island geography!" She turned in place to face the monitor, then cupped her breasts from below with a slightly doubtful look. "I'm not sure if my 'islands' qualify."

That gesture shocked me, because she'd been keeping her tits covered most of the time, due to the way she was usually pressing them into my chest. But it looked like her shyness had gone down, thanks to the non-stop merriment, as well as clear sexual arousal on everyone's part.

I felt things were getting out of hand. The idea that Nicky could be completely nude greatly aroused me, of course, but it also greatly worried me. Where is this all going? I'm still "drunk" on lust, thanks to everything that happened with Jane, but that doesn't excuse me allowing anything to happen. I'm letting my libido run wild, with my pure and innocent daughter taking part! Well, as much as she can from three time zones away. And thank God she's there, or I might be tempted to touch her "islands," and more! 

I tried to shudder in disgust at that, but it didn't really work.

Why would Nicky be naked? Why?! One thrilling yet terrifying idea came to mind: What if it's because she wants access to masturbate?! True, I haven't seen any actual evidence of that, such as tell-tale arm motions. So it's probably just my fevered mind thinking sick thoughts. But if Sue Ellen could play with my privates without getting detected, Nicky could do much the same! 

I have to do something before things careen completely out of control! I didn't want to end the fun, because I was having a hell of a good time too. But I spoke up to say, "That said, Muffin, I am your dad. So I'm afraid the mysteries of Kauai and Oahu will have to stay... mysteries."

Sue Ellen moped, "Awww! Party pooper!" She continued to brazenly face Nicky, though her hands were back at her sides. That meant the secret handjob continued at full pace.

Nicky stayed silent. I couldn't read her facial expression, maybe because I was spending so much mental energy trying to hide my arousal and generally keep my shit together.




Chapter 22



With my hot pole throbbing between Sue Ellen's sliding fingers, I said, "Let's completely change the topic, to something more family appropriate. Nicky, I noticed you kept saying 'we.' Who's that exactly?"

She seemed to relax at the change of topic. Maybe all this "geography" stuff was making her uncomfortable too. "Kara and Kendall, of course. I know I talked to you about them already. Sue Ellen, I'm not sure if you know about them, but they're these really nice and friendly sisters from Australia. I call them the 'Aussie twins' because they look and even act like identical twins, although they were born a year apart. We became best pals in like five minutes. They've made my vacation special, because I'd probably revert to my introverted ways on my own, but they force me to push myself to be more outgoing just to keep up with them."

She went on, with maybe a hint of hesitation, "Then there's Matt."

I hesitated, and tried not to frown. "Aaaah. Matt." My heart sank just from being reminded about him. Of course, that was in a relative sense, since Sue Ellen's secret handjob kept me flying high regardless.

Sue Ellen asked cluelessly, "Who's Matt?"

Nicky explained, "He's this guy I met out here that I'm kind of sweet on right now. He's very charming and handsome, but a bit fake, kind of like a TV show host or something. I know not to become too serious with him, especially since I'm sure I'll never see him again after my vacation is over. Still, he's a fun guy to spend time with. I insisted he should come with us, which was a bit of a controversial decision, since we didn't have much room in the car and it was otherwise all girls."

I wanted to move the discussion away from Matt already. I asked, "Oh? Who else was there?"

"These two other pretty girls, Dora and Brittany. I think I mentioned them to you before, but only briefly. They're nice, but I haven't clicked with them like I have with the Aussie Twins. They're more their friends than they are my friends. The Aussies are beautiful, outgoing, and fun, so they pick up a gaggle of friends wherever they go. I'm consider myself lucky that I somehow fell into their orbit. Daddy, I totally want you to meet them."

"Um, that's kind of impossible," I pointed out, while wondering why she'd called me "Daddy" just then. "I'm over here and you're over there."

I wasn't doing my best thinking, due to Sue Ellen's constant secret handjob. Plus, I was still wondering if she actually was "totally naked" or not. And Jane never really left my thoughts either. Ugh!

Nicky replied, "Not in person, silly! I mean in one of these video chats. Pleeeaaase?! It would mean a lot to me. I've told them a lot about you, and they're dying to see if you live up to the hype. And you'll understand my vacation way better if you get to see what they're like. I spend nearly all my time with them."

I asked, "'Hype?' What hype?"

Nicky looked abashed. "Did I say 'hype?' Shoot. I guess I've sort of praised you a lot. I'm proud of you!"

"As you should be," Sue Ellen said, suddenly radiating pride for me too. "Nicky, your father is a great man. I don't mean history-books great, I mean it in a more personal way. He's so full of love and care, for one. Loving him is as easy as sliding off a greasy log backwards!"

Nicky laughed, setting off another tit-quake. "How easy is that? I've only ever slid off a greasy log forwards."

Sue Ellen knew she was being gently teased about her colorful expression, but she didn't mind. "VERY easy, trust me. But don't talk to me about sliding forwards and backwards on big ol' greasy logs while I'm sittin' here on Dan's lap wearing my unmentionables. I'll get too excited!"

Nicky laughed. "Oh my! Sue Ellen, you're soooo naughty! I love it! And what are you wearing?!"

Sue Ellen looked down to one of her high heels, since that was all she was "wearing." She quipped, "I can't mention them!"

Nicky laughed some more, along with the rest of us. "Gosh, you two are such fun!... Although,... I thought you were buck naked? I hope he's not doing naughty things to you just out of my view!" Despite those words, her tone of voice made it sound more like she was being encouraging instead of discouraging.

'I AM!" Sue Ellen said. "However, I still have my high heels on. They make me feel soooo sexy, walking around in nothing but high heels for my handsome, wonderful man." Although she was facing forward, she briefly twisted back towards my face and gave me a loving smile. Then, sitting forward again, she told Nicky, "Unfortunately, he is NOT taking advantage! I'm totally bummed! That just shows how much he loves you. He thinks it would be weird and inappropriate, I'm sure. But the second this chat is over... Oh BOY! Watch out!"

It was true I was keeping my hands to myself. I could have easily played with Sue Ellen's ass in particular without any danger of Nicky seeing at all, but I worried that if I got started, that would just make my sexy Cupcake more aroused and reckless, and the whole thing would soon spiral out of control until there was no way Nicky wouldn't notice what was happening to my dick.

So, just to be on the safe side, I wrapped both hands around Sue Ellen's waist, now that she seemed settled in this new position, to have continual visual evidence that at least I was behaving. I had to be careful not to make sure my hands slipped up or down though. Her entire body was a sexual minefield, and even her taut tummy felt fantastic.

Sue Ellen purred contentedly and cuddled her back into me more, apparently happy that my hands were finally at least doing something to her body. Then she got the topic back on track. "But seriously, Nicky, your dad is the absolute BEST! Men like him are scarce as hen's teeth. And that's not even counting his 'greasy log.' I thought I was in love with a guy or two before I met your wonderful, hunky dad, but that was nothing! Great big empty nothing burgers!"

Nicky smiled widely at Sue Ellen's overwhelming enthusiasm. "I know. I can see it in your eyes when you look at him. That's sweet."

There was a slight pause, making me worry my daughter might hear the sound of Sue Ellen's sliding fingers. It looked like Nicky was about to say something cheeky, but she changed her mind. "Anyway, we had six of us in a rental car that's supposed to only fit five. That didn't work out too well, but we had a great time overall."

I asked her, "What did you wear?"

"Wear? I certainly didn't dress like this!" She looked down at her bare breasts and laughed. Then, to my amazement, she held her huge orbs from below and pressed them up and out yet again!

Hot damn! Sue Ellen saw that and apparently got even more inspired. She repositioned slightly, so that she was sitting fully on my lap, right in the middle. My boner poked up right between her legs, which was dangerously close to a fucking position. But thankfully she was content to keep it right in front of her pussy mound, then reached down and started jacking me off with both hands!

That was bad! I could handle her one-handed method almost indefinitely, which usually just consisted of her rubbing my sweet spot. But it had worked me up to a dangerously aroused state over time, especially due to her blowjob phase, and now she was using both hands! One hand cradled and fondled my balls, while her other one rubbed on and around my cockhead more aggressively.

I didn't even want to think how this looked for Nicky. With the way Sue Ellen was sitting right in the middle of my lap, she could be fully impaled on me! Or, with her arms angled down towards her crotch, she could be masturbating. Or what she was actually doing - going wild all over my cock and balls! It was hard to believe we could maintain this pose and not get frisky in some way, even if my sweatpants were still pulled up, which they were not!

Luckily, Nicky seemed totally oblivious, even as she continued to hold her huge tits up and out for no good reason. "Unfortunately, Daddy, I feel totally comfortable with you. If it's just you, I could even do something like this." She glanced down at her hands, and even slid her perfect melons against each other a bit.

Mind... blown!

Yet she continued as if nothing was unusual, "But with Matt there, I get shy. I know that he's a player, so I get defensive." With that, she slid her fingers over her nipples, as if she was worried Matt or someone like him could see.

I didn't mind, because that was a sexy pose too, with her nipples just barely hidden by her fingertips (again).

"Plus, I'm constantly worried about getting a sunburn. I'm working on a tan, but I have to carefully limit how much sun I get each day, even with lots of suntan lotion. So I wore a long-sleeved shirt, khaki pants, and a wide-brimmed hat."

Sue Ellen commented, "Good idea. You need to cover yourself VERY thoroughly with suntan lotion. That's important!"

It was very subtle, but I suspected that my naughty Cupcake was trying to further arouse me by making me think of rubbing that lotion all over my innocent, forbidden daughter. And it was working! I was determined not to let it show though, even with my cock and balls getting caressed all over.

I shifted my head slightly in hopes that the lower half of my head was hidden by the top of Sue Ellen's head right in front. I had to do that to hide the way I was forced to clench my teeth some more. Things were getting dangerously arousing!

Nicky appeared to be oblivious, thank God. She continued, "I know, especially given my fair skin. And I'm glad I did too. Some of the others got sunburned, especially Dora."

Sue Ellen asked her, "What about your big breasts?"

"What about them?" Nicky looked down at her chest and clutched her tits from below yet again.

I wished she'd stop doing that! It was like she knew that was driving me to distraction!

Sue Ellen clarified, "In addition to looking ginormous and wonderful, I noticed they're just as tanned as the areas around them."

"You think?" Still looking down, Nicky ran her hands here and there. Apparently she was checking out her tan, but it looked a lot like she was just sexually caressing herself!

"I'm sure," Cupcake said. "And yet you're in Hawaii, out in the sun. And the sun is strong!"

"Ah. I'm being super careful, because I don't want tan lines. I try to stay covered up, or in the shade, or wear sunscreen with a SPF 1000!" She giggled. "Unless I'm tanning with the Aussie twins on the balcony, in which case I'm comfortable enough with them to wear... how did you put it? 'Nothing but a smile.'" She looked back up while still caressing herself, and smiled directly at me.

My heart was doing backflips on a trampoline! Why couldn't she keep her hands still?! She couldn't have been more tempting with her big boobs than if she was trying to arouse me on purpose!

Sue Ellen then asked, "How did Matt react with you being covered up for your entire day trip?"

"Oh, he was nice enough. He didn't complain. The only snag was that he totally had a wandering eye, since he was with a bunch of mostly scantily clad girls, plus me. But I didn't give him grief. We haven't even kissed yet, so I don't have any hold on him."

"But still, it's bad form, if he's trying to impress you." Sue Ellen asked her, "So are you going to break up with him?"

Nicky finally dropped her hands back to her sides.

I definitely had mixed feelings about that. But I was determined to at least try to think that was a good thing. I kept my hands on Sue Ellen's tummy, equally determined to behave.

Nicky answered, "Nah. Like I just said, I'm not really going out with him so far, so that would be putting the cart before the horse. I haven't had much one-on-one time with him yet, to be honest. But I'm going to keep seeing him and see what happens. As I've been saying about this trip, I'm not looking for Mr. Right, I'm looking for Mr. Right Now. Meaning, I need a rebound boyfriend to get over breaking up with Steve and to try to loosen up some more. Matt happens to be in the right place at the right time for me, but I don't have any illusions about him."

Sue Ellen frowned severely. "I don't like the sound of this Matt guy. He sounds dubious. And dangerous! You need to be careful!"

Nicky waved a hand dismissively, causing a wonderful wobble show. "Oh, come on. I exaggerate his faults because I have extremely high standards. He's a perfectly nice guy, and he's a real hunk. But I don't worry much in any case because I'm with the Aussie twins nearly all the time, and they're always looking out for me. If he does anything they don't think is cool, then he's history."

"GOOD!" Sue Ellen said with surprising passion. Clearly, she felt very protective of Nicky, even though they didn't know each other that well yet.

I didn't know how much longer things could go on like this. All might have appeared normal through the webcam, but it was all I could do not to start panting like I'd just been running laps around a racetrack. And it was another strain to maintain a poker face when I wanted to squint and clench my teeth. Sue Ellen's two-handed fondling felt too great!

I realized, As much as I'm enjoying this video chat, if it ends, I could impale my sweet Cupcake on my cock and get the sexual release I so desperately need. We could fuck like minks without restraint! I've been teetering on the orgasmic edge, or close to it, for way too long. All the way back to Jane's house. I need to cum! 

Furthermore, the longer this goes on, the more likely one of us will slip up. This is a totally inappropriate situation. I suppose it's okay being Nicky's "guinea pig" and help her get used to being topless, but not with Cupcake's secret hand work. Not to mention Nicky keeps touching her breasts for one reason or another. Kauai and Oahu! HNNG! Too arousing! 

With that in mind, I spoke up to say, "Muffin, this has been great, as always, but don't you have to get to dinner? What time is it anyway?"

Nicky said, "Nah. As much fun as I have with the Aussie twins and their gang, this is waaaay better! It's only been half an hour. As long as I finish around seven o'clock, the others won't mind eating a little late. We talked about it on the way home."

I did some mental calculations. We started at ten after six, her time. Add half an hour to that, and it's still twenty more minutes until seven! Normally, I'd be all over chatting with Muffin for as long as possible, but things are getting too hot! Any minute now, I'm going to start playing with Cupcake's big tits, and there's no way that'll go by unnoticed. It's a wonder it hasn't happened already. I'm walking on a tightrope! 

Then Nicky asked me teasingly, "Why, Daddy, are you getting uncomfortable with Sue Ellen sitting naked on your lap? She's so fit and beautiful. I would think it's a very comfy situation!"

I didn't know how to answer that. What did she suspect? Or what did she know?!

Before I had much of a chance to speak, she asked Sue Ellen with a knowing grin, "Or what about you? Are you getting uncomfortable?"

Sue Ellen immediately replied with her usual lusty enthusiasm, "No, not at all! Although... I must say... my seat is quite lumpy! And bumpy!"

Nicky laughed. "I'll bet it is!"

Sue Ellen laughed too, encouraged by the response. "Speaking of greasy logs, I think someone left one around here. I reckon I'm sittin' on a gosh-darned redwood tree!"

Both of them yucked it up over that.

I felt obliged to step in. "Okay, girls, enough of that! There will be no more talking of 'greased logs' or anything along those lines! Muffin, you're my daughter! You know we can't talk about certain things, right? Especially with you dressed like that and Cupcake here dressed like, or uh, not so dressed, er, as she is!"

Nicky just chuckled and waved a hand dismissively. "Dad, Dad, Dad, I love you all up, but you're way behind the times. As usual. That horse left the barn looooong ago?"

"What do you mean?" I was having a hard time following, since Sue Ellen wasn't letting up with her two-handed handjob at all. I worried I was starting to sweat in a highly visible manner.

Nicky said, "Sue Ellen, correct me if I'm wrong, but my dad has a big honkin' erection pretty much 24/7. I would bet a million dollars he has one now. Am I right?"

Sue Ellen gleefully replied, "You are so very, very, VERY right!" She giggled. "I'm not kidding about sitting on a redwood tree. If I didn't know that he's so hung up on doing what he thinks is right, it would be out of his sweatpants and in my eager little hands, big time!"

"CUPCAKE!" I gasped. She was getting dangerously close to the truth!

But she just giggled. "What? You know it's true. You have a wife and two mistresses, and even the three of us working together can't keep the King down for long!"

Nicky giggled too. "'The King.' I love that nickname!"

I was going to be upset that Sue Ellen revealed that, except I remembered that name slipped out when Nicky visited not that many days ago.

Nicky went on, "Look, Dad. We're not like normal families. Things are just more overtly sexual. I've seen your bulge countless thousands of times. Rarely a day went by in the last five years when I was home and I failed to notice the big phallic-shaped lump there. So you have nothing to be ashamed of. That's just part of life, like seeing that old sofa in the living room."

"Really?!" I asked.

She rolled her eyes. "Dad, you can be slow on the uptake, to say the least. Really. I just basically assume that your erection is a permanent part of you, like you having hair on your head."

Sue Ellen giggled gleefully at that. "That is soooooo true! He's only erect, like, aaaaaall the time! It's a non-stop strokey, sucky wonderland around here!"

Nicky giggled too. "I can imagine!"

I thought, Noooo! Don't imagine! That means my innocent angel is picturing Cupcake sucking me off! And maybe wishing she could be doing it herself! BAD! Gaawwwd, and she's so damn sexy and stacked and all around gorgeous! I'm so horny that I find myself picturing HER lips wrapped around my... No! I can't go there! 

Nicky calmed down some from her tit-wobbling giggling, though she still had a smile a mile wide. "I'll admit that I was weirded out by all the sexuality in our family. Not just you and your ever-present oversized 'banana', but Mom too."

Sue Ellen playfully moaned, "Mmmm! Banana!"

I smacked her shoulder, lightly. That only made her giggle unrepentantly.

Nicky looked at us, amused, then carried on, "And Michelle. I guess that's why I kind of went overboard in the other direction and acted too prim and proper for so long. But look at me now."

I was looking, believe me! Worse, I still had an image in mind of her looking up at me adoringly with her head in my lap and her lips stretched wide with my cock!

She ran her hands over her breasts again, doing everything but pinch her nipples! "I can be like this and not even worry in the slightest that anything is untoward or wrong. Sure, you're aroused, but that doesn't mean anything because you're ALWAYS that way. What matters is that you'd never say or do anything to me that I didn't want. Not in a million billion years. You're the most morally upright man I know! Always!"

Sue Ellen was delighted to hear all that, and didn't even slow down her sliding fingers. She joked, "And that's not the only way he's always upright!"

Nicky laughed heartily. "See? Why try to hide it? Doesn't it feel better to acknowledge the reality? Then we can at least joke about it."

Sue Ellen pipped up with an impish grin. "Hey Nicky, did I tell you how much I love 'banana' flavor? Creamy banana! So yummy!"

Nicky laughed some more, then said, "With Dad, it's so long that you have to call it 'bananananana!'"

Both girls burst into hysterics at that.

I rolled my eyes and tried to act unamused. It was tough, because I was amused, but I didn't want to encourage flirtatious joking this overt.

Sue Ellen looked triumphant. "I think we have a new nickname for... well, you know what. His bananananana!"

I took my hands from around Sue Ellen's waist and covered my face. "I can't believe we're talking like this. Ugh!"

Nicky giggled gleefully. "Oh my gosh! This is such a blast! I'm always so used to being the most prudish and embarrassed person in the room when it comes to sex. But for once I'm not! Here I am, proudly showing off Kauai AND Oahu in all their naked glory, and Daddy's the one who's squirming! Dad, you have no idea how much this is helping me!"

I reluctantly removed my hands from my face. Big mistake, because she was hefting up her two Hawaiian islands from below yet again. "Helping you?"

"Sure! My sexual confidence is growing by the minute. I'm learning there's no reason to be afraid. What am I even afraid of? I don't even know. This is a good way to be. We have such a ball! In fact, this chat has been the best time I've had since... well, since I was home with those hot tub nights and so much more. And that's saying a lot, because this Hawaiian vacation is like a dream."

Still holding and even fondling her big tits from below, she went on, "Daddy, you're my guinea pig, and don't you forget it! In fact, I'm surging with such confidence that I'm ready for phase two!"

I groaned. "Uh-oh! I'm afraid to ask, but I guess I have to. What's that?"

"Flirting! I know you're my dad, but you've got THREE women taking care of you, and you're so moral that even the Pope would tell you to lighten up."

I looked down and around at my situation. My hands had migrated back to Sue Ellen's waist, but that was the only "innocent" touching going on. Currently, my Cupcake was not only pumping her fingers up and down my shaft with BOTH hands, but she had it tilted back so it was resting against her pussy mound. I could even feel the stiffness of my shaft frequently brushing up against her engorged clit! How she hadn't been loudly cumming her head off long ago was a genuine mystery.

Nicky went on, while still holding her E-cups in a highly provocative manner, "Here's the deal. I need to learn how to flirt, and fast. I never did ANY of that before. It drove Steve crazy. He even called me his 'Vulcan hottie.' But no more. I've got to learn how to act flirtatious, like any normal girl my age, or Matt will quickly lose interest. So... you're my guinea pig for that too!"

My heart went to my throat. "Just what are you proposing?!"

She put a hand under her chin, as if pondering deeply. "Well, for starters, I'm wondering if we have enough nana's in our new nickname. What do you think, girl?"

Sue Ellen replied joyfully, "Definitely needs more nana's! I'm thinking more like 'banananananananana! As in, 'Dan, is there room for one more tongue on your banananananananana?"

Nicky clapped her hands in delight. "Oh my gosh! This is such fun!"

I groaned loudly, hoping it would sound like an aggravated one. I did my best to act put out, despite being secretly amused. "Can we please get back on track? Muffin, what's your proposal?"

She had a huge smile as she said, "My SECOND proposal, after my all important 'number of nana's' proposal, you mean."

I waved a hand impatiently, while Cupcake continued giggling (and secretly stroking).

"Simply that we continue like this. Only we try to pretend we're not related. So I can try to get you attracted to me and me to you. Then I can take what I learn from that and use it on Matt."

My heart went to my throat again. Uh-oh! That's a slippery slope! My thoughts about her are already way too inappropriate as it is. That'll just make things worse! 

Sue Ellen spoke up. "I think that's brilliant! Let's start right now! Dan, look at how Nicky is, topless and holding her big tits up. How does that make you feel? What does that make you want to do to her?! Not as Nicky, your daughter, but if she was someone else?"

"But she IS my daughter," I complained. "I can't get that out of my mind!"

"Sure you can!" Sue Ellen encouraged. "Oh, I know. We need a name change. From now on, whenever you two are in 'guinea pig practice' mode, you can call her 'Nicole.' And she can call you 'Danny.'"

I had to complain again, "But those are our actual names, or variants of them!"

My Cupcake was undeterred. "I know, but it's different too. Give it a try. Look at Nicky again, but with new eyes. She's not your daughter."

I groaned, and again hoped it didn't sound erotic. "But she IS!"

"Come on! You can do better than that! Try it! For her! Can't you at least try, for a minute?"

I grunted. Why now?! When I'm too horny to think straight?! 

I guess they took my grunt as approval, because Sue Ellen said, "Good! Remember, she is NOT your daughter! Instead, you've been walking down a nude beach in Hawaii and you ran into her and started chatting. There's an obvious sexual attraction. Big time! Nicky, er, I mean Nicole, since you're still holding up your twin cantaloupes, why don't you ask him something?"

Nicky closed her eyes and shook her head a little bit. She opened them again. "Okay, I'm Nicole now. Danny, I'm laying it all out on the line here. My last boyfriend, he said my looks are average at best. He said I was lucky to have him. He especially hurt me by saying my breasts were 'like the udders of a fat cow.' What do you think?"

Maybe it was the fact that I was close to cumming, thanks to Sue Ellen's two-handed talent, but something snapped and I got genuinely angry at that guy, even though he didn't exist. "WHAT?! Are you kidding me?! Nicky, er, I mean Nicole, your boyfriend is the biggest idiot I've ever heard of in my life!"

"Really?!" Nicky looked hurt. "He told me that he wished I was skinny, like a fashion model."

"Then he really is a fool! My God, Nicole, you're so beautiful that it almost hurts to look at you! It's more than I can take! You're a total knockout all over! Your face! Your eyes! Your mouth!"

Nicky prodded, "What about my mouth?"

"It's a mouth that needs to be kissed! If I were there, I'd kiss you so hard and so long that you'd forget all about that loser! Smoke would pour out of your ears! And mine!"

She asked, "What do you mean, if you were there? You're standing right in front of me. You talk the talk, but can you walk the walk?"

Sue Ellen squealed with excitement. "Oooh! I've got this!" Somehow, with great speed, she managed to spin around in my lap. My boner wound up trapped between our bodies but temporarily forgotten, because she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me on the lips like our lives depended on it!

I was so very worked up that I was helpless to do anything but kiss back. And with a startling passion! I felt ashamed, but a part of me was reacting as if I was kissing Nicky instead of Sue Ellen!

I couldn't see Nicky anymore, due to Sue Ellen's head being in the way, but I heard her happily exclaim, "Great idea! You GO, girl!" Then she giggled and said, "Oops! I can't talk because I'm you and I'm busy kissing now!"

I kind of lost track after that, because I was so carried away making out with my sexy Cupcake. She drove me to distraction even more by resuming jacking me off with one hand pinned between our bodies.

It was all I could do not to reciprocate and let my hands explore all over her body. But I knew the "real Nicole" was watching and if my hands did anything but stay in the middle of Sue Ellen's back, there was absolutely no way she could miss it.

We must have necked like that for five minutes or more. I was all frazzled and too horny to make sense of anything. I didn't know if I was kissing Nicky or "Nicole" or Sue Ellen or what! Sometimes, it even seemed like I was kissing Jane. But I had a tremendous amount of passion I had to let out, and since hand movement was forbidden, it had to come out with the kissing.

From time to time I remembered that I wasn't actually making out with Nicky, which meant she had to just be silent sitting in her hotel room, waiting. That made me want to break the kiss, because clearly she had to be bored and I didn't want to be rude, but it was like I was incapable of stopping the necking. It was simply too hot and passionate!

Finally, after who knows how long, I finally managed to break the lip-lock and say, "Okay! Enough of that!"

That all I managed to say, because Sue Ellen's lips met mine again and we were off to the races once more!

Maybe it was my comment, but Nicky finally spoke up again. "Um, Dad, Sue Ellen, this is great, but I just heard someone knocking on my door! I think it's the Aussie Twins coming to get me for dinner. I don't want them to see me like this, so I've gotta leave in a hurry! But this has been great! The kissing has been great! All the, uh, guinea pig stuff! Let's do more of that next time, okay?! But for now, I've gotta sign off! Okay?!"

She sounded strangely out of breath, but I figured she was panicking at possibly getting caught by her Australian friends. At least, that's what I told myself.

I practically had to pry my lips away from Sue Ellen's to get a word in. I literally had to use both hands to push her face away from mine. "Um, okay! It was good talking to you, uh, Muffin! Love you!"

"Love you too, Daddy! Oh, and good talking to you, Sue Ellen. Take good care of his banananananananana!"

Sue Ellen laughed. "I will! VERY good care!"

"I'm signing off now. Bye!"

Cupcake's lips met mine again and I lost the ability to speak. But I really, really wanted to know if Nicky was still there, because I was dying to at least do something with my hands. So I angled our heads until I could look past Sue Ellen to the computer monitor. (In retrospect I could have done that earlier, but I guess I didn't want to see Nicky while the kissing was going on.)

To my relief, the screen had gone black, which meant the chat was over. I immediately brought my hands down to Sue Ellen's ass and gave her firm cheeks a good squeeze. I'd been wanting to do that for most of the call.

She let out a loud moan, but I wasn't sure if it was of approval or if she was trying to warn me not to do that with Nicky possibly watching. Her ass was out of view, but the positioning of my arm was clear enough.

To dispel any confusion, I broke the kissing long enough to mutter, "Nicky gone! Chat over!"

Sue Ellen must have been waiting for that, because faster than I could say "one Mississippi," she lifted herself up and guided my cockhead to her cunt! It took a few more Mississippis as she impaled herself down on me, panting and gasping all the way. Pure bliss! I'd been needing to be inside of her so very, very desperately badly! The feeling of being embraced and welcomed by her vaginal sheath was as necessary and needed right then as a life preserver tossed at a drowning man.

I can't even begin to describe what happened next, except to say that there was fucking! Serious, intense, heart pounding FUCKING! We had to stop the kissing due to the way she was bouncing on me, but that was fine because this was even better than our molten hot necking! I don't know why, because she couldn't have been spurred on by thoughts of Nicky and Jane like me, but Sue Ellen was just as worked up as I was. Maybe she was feeding off my lust and energy, but for whatever reason, she was on fire!

She startled the hell out of me when she began crying out, "Master! Oh Master!"

My heart practically stopped due to fear, because I was still in careful mode. Then I realized Nicky couldn't hear, and I let out a laugh of great relief.

For a couple of minutes, it seemed that she couldn't stop babbling "Master, Master, Master!" I was like she'd felt a pent-up frustration at not being able to call me that while Nicky was listening, and she was trying to make up for lost time. Then I realized that it was precisely that way, because that was exactly how I felt about the things I couldn't do, especially the places I hadn't been allowed to touch. I tried to make up for lost time too!

I thought, How crazy is it that I AM her master?! So adorable and young, yet so very, very sexy! She's my sex slave! My cock slave! I've been trying not to even think about that with Nicky there, but it's true! Oh, fuck! If my Muffin only knew the full truth! FUCK! 

I wish I could say that we fucked and fucked until we were both sweaty and exhausted. But in truth, "a couple of minutes" was about as long as it lasted, because I was so very worked up. Plus, she started cumming hard and continuously almost from the moment I told her the video chat was over! It seemed she had been holding back a lot more than just saying the word "master."

However long it was, time stretched to infinity as we shared a truly rapturous sexual nirvana. It actually was a good thing I couldn't last long, because a peak that high couldn't be sustained for long. The way it ended was just right, with me pumping all of my hot seed into her burning hot cunt while we squeezed each other tight. It truly was a moment of rapture, of joining. Yes, it was as arousing as you could possibly imagine, but there was so much love being shared too!

The only strange thing was how we were surprisingly quiet through the whole episode. A sexual high like that should have been accompanied by totally unbridled screaming. However, both of us were mindful that we were near other people who were sleeping, so we went to great lengths to stay quiet. I don't know about her, but on my part, my desire to stay quiet wasn't just out of consideration, but also because I really didn't want any of them to wake up, realize what we were up to, and come talk to us!

I must have had a very charmed day all the way through, because we remained undisturbed. Believe me, when it comes to Mindy, Michelle, and Ruby, that was a near miracle. They must have been sleeping the sleep of the dead from getting so little decent rest the night before.

Eventually, after all the quiet yet intense fucking frenzy, both Sue Ellen and I were totally spent. We remained in each other's arms, panting and staring deeply into each other's eyes. It was a special moment, for sure.

Sue Ellen whispered to me, perhaps still unconsciously thinking about forcing herself to stay quiet, "Master! Oh, Master! That was the BEST! The very absolute bestest ever!"

I chuckled. "I think you said that before. Are you sure? Even better than our first time? Or your initiation ceremony?" Strangely, I was compelled to whisper too, even though I was sure that if the others hadn't woken yet, they wouldn't now.

She beamed. "Okay, maybe not, but it's right up there!" She shivered and rested her head against the crook of my neck. "Ooooh! My initiation! Don't even remind me or I'll get too worked up and excited! Master!"

She abruptly pulled back to stare up into my eyes. "I love you so very much! You make me so very happy!"

"I love you too, my Cupcake. That said... what just happened, with Nicky... that wasn't good."

I was going to say more, but she cut me off with so much emotional intensity that it startled me. "HUSH! Before you start with regrets, you HUSH! And that's an order!"

Then, realizing how aggressive she was acting, she blushed. "Oh dear! Master, I'm so sorry! To think that I, merely one of your many cock slaves, would ever deign to give you an order! I don't know what came over me! My sole purpose is to serve you and to love you, and that means total obedience! It's just that I feel so strongly about these things!"

I ran my hand through her hair. "That's okay, my love. I love you for your passion, amongst many other things. You wear your heart on your sleeve."

"I can't help it! How can I not love you with all my heart and soul?! Let that moment we just shared. It was a great orgasmic peak, yes, but so much more! It was like... we became one!"

I leaned in and kissed her forehead. Then, on a whim, I licked a line of sweat running down her skin. "We did."

"Gaawwwd! It makes me so proud to belong to you, to be OWNED by you! To serve the King! You fill me up with joy-"

I quipped, "I think it was more than just 'joy' that filled you up."

She giggled. "True! The banananananananananana! Nananana!" She giggled even more. "Mmmm! So thick! So awesome!" She shivered all over. "Oooh! It's giving me goose bumps all over again, just thinking about it!"

I just smiled and ran a hand through her hair some more. But I had to agree to myself that it was pretty damn awesome.

Then took a deep breath and refocused, as if gathering up her courage. "Master, if I may, let me boldly make a suggestion. I know you're going to be all kinds of regretful about what just happened, and go off on how that was wrong in front of her and all that. If you want to do that, fine. But not yet! Save it for tomorrow. You can talk my ear off then. But for now, let's just silently enjoy each other's company."

I thought that over, while simply relishing the feel her muscular yet feminine body in my lap. Then I said, "Okay. Deal!"

She squealed with glee, though still the whispering version. "Yeay! Master, you're so wonderful! Gaawwwd! I consider it such a HONOR to be enslaved to you! I'd rather share with TWENTY other cock slaves than have any other man all on my own. To dedicate my life to serving you and your cock, it's all I want to do! The more I submit to you, the more joy and arousal I feel! And LOVE! So much love! I wish your cock was stiff and poking against my cheek this very second. I would deep throat you over and over and over just to try to start to show you how very much I love you! And then I'd suck on the King in every possible way for hours and hours! Oh God!"

I chuckled. "Don't get carried away. love. Besides, what happened to just silently enjoying each other's company?"

"Oh yeah!" She giggled. Then she put a finger across her lips.

By and by, we got up and got dressed. She had to sneak into another room and get a robe to put on, because all she had to wear was the sexy nightie she'd discarded earlier.

Then, together, we snuck out of the house in the darkness and walked the short distance from the Cooper house to the McGrath house.

As we got near, I started to get worried, because I'd told Cindy that this was the last time she and/or Sue Ellen could have sexual fun with me before the start of the total sex boycott tomorrow. Sue Ellen had definitely gotten her fill of me tonight (in more ways than one!), but I worried Cindy would want the same. There was no way I could be mentally or physically up for that. Even my supposedly always erect penis was going to have to cry uncle.

But today was truly my lucky day, because my luck held again. Cindy left a note just inside the front door, in a spot I couldn't miss. It read:

Master,



If you're reading this note, it means I got too tired and fell asleep. But I don't want to miss out on the sexy fun you and Sue Ellen are going to have when you get home! So please, do one of two things. Either wake me up, no matter how deeply asleep I am, or give me a rain check for tomorrow morning. Please?! I know as a cock slave I shouldn't make a request like this, but if I don't get one last time with you before the ban begins, I'll never stop kicking myself!



Love, your eternal slave (one of them!) Cindy

 

Sue Ellen read the note over my shoulder. When we both finished, I looked to her and muttered, "Rain check."

Thankfully, my cutie Cupcake nodded in understanding. She was wiped out too.

So my exceptional day finally came to an end. Sure, there were many mundane hours in there, but I got to be sexually intimate with Sonia AND Jane for the first time! That doesn't exactly happen every day.

A few minutes later, I was in bed, with Cindy on one side and Sue Ellen on the other, all of us naked as the day we were born. I loved how Cindy never really fully woke up, but somehow sensed my presence and sighed contentedly as she cuddled into me just the same.

Tomorrow was the start of the total sex boycott, which meant big trouble. I would have a lot to deal with, including my second thoughts about the video chat with Nicky. There also was bound to be good times too, especially if the plan for a date with Jane came to pass. That would have to be a great time! But for now, it was time for a well deserved rest.




Chapter 23



I woke up to a sensation of intense pleasure. It took a couple of seconds for me to figure out that my cockhead was completely enveloped in a warm, wet mouth, while one of my balls was inside yet another lovely, warm, wet mouth. Both mouths weren't doing much lip action, but they made up for it with lots of sensual yet busy tongue work. 

My cock and balls were being pampered and adored. I was already in heaven!

As I came to full consciousness, I had a nagging feeling that something was wrong, but I couldn't figure out just what it was. I put that mystery aside to first solve another mystery: just who was doing what to me. Normally, I could tell right away due to their individual cocksucking styles, but even after I was wide awake, my brain was still playing catch up. I could tell it wasn't Mindy, since I knew her style the best, but beyond that, I was at a loss.

I opened my eyes, but I still couldn't see. I realized my cock slaves must have put a sleep mask over my eyes. (I wear one from time to time, usually if I'm trying to take a nap in bright conditions.) I reached up and felt it there, just to make sure I wasn't going blind or the room wasn't pitch black. That was strange and new, but I figured they must have their reasons. Perhaps they thought it would help me concentrate on the pleasure they were giving me and eliminate distractions.

I thought, How great is it that I get to wake up to the joy of a double blowjob? But not only that, I have one awesome wife and four equally awesome cock slaves, so I can't even tell at first who's blowing me! Man! With all the awfulness in the world - war, famines, disease, genocides, corruption, cruelty, and on and on - how lucky am I to live this charmed life?! Is this how it's going to be from now on? Man! No way! 

I reached out and felt the head of the woman engulfing my cockhead. To my surprise, she was wearing some sort of hat. It had no brim, and felt like it was made out of velvet or felt, which was strange. Even so, I was starting to sense the head belonged to Cindy, mostly due to feeling her haircut below the hat. But then I got another and much more curious surprise: the ears were pointy, like a Vulcan's! I used both hands to check both ears, and sure enough, there was no doubting it.

I heard giggles coming from that head, and then from the other head. Obviously, they'd realized that I was wide awake and had noticed the strange ears. Cindy started using her lips more actively, now that she knew I was up.

The other woman switched to sucking on my other testicle, while also using her hands more actively to stroke my shaft. I had a feeling that was Sue Ellen, though I couldn't be sure.

I brought a hand back to my face and pulled the sleep mask from my eyes. I just had to see what was going on with the hat and the pointy ears, as well as quickly confirm who was doing what to me.

It turned out to be Cindy bobbing on top, with Sue Ellen taking care of my balls. Both of them were wearing green archer's caps, pointy in front and with a feather sticking out in back, like what you'd expect Robin Hood to wear. And both of them were wearing ear prosthetics that made their ears pointy. Other than that, they were completely nude.

I had to chuckle at the strange sight.

Sue Ellen pulled her lips off my balls and lifted her head to make eye contact with me. "Good morning, Master!" Then she pretended to get upset. "Hey! No peeking!"

I chuckled some more. "What's with the hats and ears?!"

Sue Ellen was smiling from ear to ear as she explained, "We're your sex elves."

I was thinking Vulcan ears, but I realized they worked as elf ears too. I had to chuckle some more.

Since Cindy was busy with her talented bobbing, Sue Ellen reached up to my face and pulled the sleep mask back over my face. "There. That's better. Now, Master, please, keep it that way. I know you're the master and give all the orders, but can you give us the freedom to get a little creative in how we lovingly serve your cock?"

I was highly amused, and pleased. I had to chuckle some more. Who can disagree with that? Man, my life is so great! How could things possibly be this good in such a fucked up world?! 

I told her, "Okay. I'll let you two run wild. Famous last words, probably. But who let two sex elves into the house? Cindy and Sue Ellen are going to be upset at that. And what is a 'sex elf,' anyway?"

Both women giggled with glee, including Cindy as she kept right on bobbing.

Sue Ellen explained, "I don't know exactly. But when we woke up extra early to plan out our cock attack, Cindy mentioned something about sneaking in here as quiet as an elf, so we wouldn't wake you too soon. It kind of spiraled from there." She went back to working on my balls.

About a minute later, they switched positions. That freed up Cindy's mouth so she could talk, and she said, "I don't really know what a sex elf is either, but it makes us feel extra sexy. Master, you make serving the King so much fun!"

I wanted to point out that I didn't do much at all, except to provide the cock. It was all them who make the sexual magic. They're wonderful in every way, and somehow I get the lucky benefit. But I knew that sort of talk would annoy them, so I simply grunted in lusty approval and otherwise stayed silent.

I slipped the sleep mask over my eyes while I decided to do what they wanted me to do: I tried to shut out all my other senses and fully revel in the pleasure they were giving me.

That was great, of course. Maybe it was a psychological thing, since having a sleep mask on was essentially the same as keeping one's eyes shut tight, but I felt I could savor the experience better than usual.

Then I felt something strange... something HOT on my shaft! It wasn't hot in a dangerous way, but in more of a strange and startling way. I realized that Cindy had put on a glove, and that glove must have gotten toasty in the oven or something like that, because it was definitely heated up. I didn't know what to think about that, since it was something new.

A few seconds later, Cindy's other hand disappeared and then reappeared, giving me another surprise. She'd put a glove on that hand too, and it was uncommonly cold! Again as with the hot glove, it wasn't so extreme as to be painful, just startling.

Then, while Sue Ellen continued her bobbing turn, Cindy used both hands to stroke and fondle the rest of my shaft and my balls. Not only had I never experienced anything quite like this in all my years of sex with Mindy, I'd never even heard of it.

After just a few seconds, Cindy asked eagerly, "Well, Master?! What do you think?!"

I searched my feelings to see how much I liked this. I quickly realized I liked it a lot. Cindy kept moving her hands in unexpected ways, taking one hand or the other off my privates and then putting them somewhere new, so I never knew what would happen next, and if I would get a jolt of hot or cold.

I said, haltingly, due to being overwhelmed with so much pleasure, "I... I really like this! It's like... it practically doubles... the intensity of... everything!"

That got a big reaction. Sue Ellen pulled her mouth off my cock, and then I heard a smacking sound. I couldn't see, due to the sleep mask, but I knew exactly what happened: Cindy and Sue Ellen looked to each other and shared a triumphant high five. I loved how excited they got over such little things. Clearly, they enjoyed the sex slave life and took it very seriously.

Then I heard Sue Ellen exclaim, "Master! I'm so happy!" As if I'd given her a diamond necklace or something, instead of them spoiling ME rotten. I felt her body lower onto mine, with her big tits against my chest, and then her lips met mine. We shared a scorching hot kiss, where she practically overwhelmed me with her lusty enthusiasm.

Meanwhile, Cindy went back to her cocksucking, while continuing to use her hot-and-cold-gloved hands to drive me wild with her stroking. That actually took up more of my attention than her expertly employed oral skills.

I was just starting to mentally cope with all of these different wonderful sensations when Sue Ellen broke the kiss. However, I sensed her breathing down on my face, and I heard her say, "Master, try this!" She proceeded to feed something into my mouth.

I was shocked to realize that it was the tip of a Payday candy bar. I should make clear that I used to have a soft spot for Paydays, as I enjoyed peanut-y flavor. However, I'd pretty much given up on eating them and any other candy bar a few years ago, as I realized I was getting older and I'd have to take better care of my health. Mindy definitely approved and encouraged me, while she also cooked and ate healthier foods.

So having a Payday candy bar slip into my mouth was a totally unexpected surprise. I bit off a piece and chewed it. I must admit that it tasted damn good, and I wondered why I ever gave it up. Then I remembered, Oh yeah. The sugar. Too much sugar! 

After a finished eating a couple of bites, I spoke up. "Okay, slaves, what gives? Not only do you wake me up with a double blowjob sex elf surprise, but then the hot and cold gloves, AND the Payday. How did you even know I have a secret thing for those? You're spoiling me rotten! I'm overwhelmed!"

The two of them snickered and giggled in glee, like naughty schoolgirls who had just gotten away with a sneaky trick.

Sue Ellen put the Payday in my hand and then slipped back down my body to rejoin the fun centered on my cock and balls. As she resumed licking one of my balls, she said, "Master, maybe it's a bit much, but we have SO MANY ideas about the different ways to pleasure your cock. The food-related possibilities could fill a couple of pages! With the sex boycott starting today, we couldn't resist trying out a few, since who knows when we'll get our next chance."

I'm sure she didn't realize it, but her words put a frown on my face. Shortly after waking, I'd sensed there was something wrong, but I'd put it out of my mind due to being so distracted with erotic pleasure. Now I remembered what it was: The total sex boycott! Damn! 

But it also occurred to me that Sue Ellen in particular was a very obedient slave, and it seemed totally out of character for her to violate the sex boycott so blatantly. There had to be some excuse or reason. Then I recalled the note Cindy had written me last night, asking me to either wake her up for her promised last time with me before the sex boycott began, or postpone that time until tomorrow morning. I also remembered that Sue Ellen had been there and I told her I'd go for the postponement option.

Thus, there wasn't a problem at all. This was allowed by my own words. True, I'd only given permission for Cindy, but no doubt Sue Ellen figured that if one mouth on my cock was okay, what was the harm of a second mouth? It was pushing the envelope a bit, but I couldn't blame her for wanting to love and serve me one more time. After all, the plan had been that the three of us would fool around before we went to sleep together.

So I wasn't upset with either of them. But I was disappointed to realize that the sex boycott would be starting just as soon as this morning fun was over. And that could go on for days, if not weeks!

Then I thought back to other memories from yesterday. It was almost like getting zapped by a Taser as I thought, SONIA! JANE! WHOA! Jesus H. Christ on a pogo stick! I got intimate with Sonia AND Jane, two of the hottest women on the planet! Man! Sonia, with her magic hips and molten hot cunt! God, that anger sex was the best! And Jane with... well Jane! I didn't actually do much with her, but we played around enough for me to know that she's as sexy as she looks! Damn! Those gigantic tits! So perfect! And what a face! 

OH MY FUCKING GOD! I'm going to have a DATE with her tonight! She's all but promised to let me fuck her tits! And she's got a titfucking fetish! AND there's nothing stopping me from seeing Sonia too! I don't know if I'll get to fuck again today. In fact, we probably won't. But frankly, I'd be happy just to see her and even be insulted by her again. She's got such spirit! Now that we've had such a great fuck, I can look at her angry attitude in a new way. It was kind of a foreplay that I didn't even understand! 

Boy, today is going to be a great day! I did a bit more thinking, and quickly changed my mind. Hold on, not so fast. True, I do have the date with Jane to look forward to. That'll be the highlight, almost without a doubt. Jane Corlin! Oooh! I'm all giddy! But the rest is generally going to suck. The sex boycott isn't going to exactly be a walk in the park. I predict crying and anguish. Unless I just try avoiding everyone, but that will just make for more trouble later. 

Damn! It feels so long since I've had any good times with Shelle or Ruby. It's definitely been too long since we've had sexy fun. And who knows how many more days before I'll even be able to give them loving kisses again? But that's the whole point of the sex boycott. Fuck! God, I'd love it so much to get woken by one of their tickle attacks, and bask in the joy of the two of them taking turns bobbing on... 

Wait! What am I thinking?! I'm enjoying a great double blowjob tickle attack at this very moment! Talk about being an ingrate! Sure, it's not the Gruesome Twosome, but could Cindy and Sue Ellen be any more loving or arousing? All the different things they're doing to me... 

I realized that I'd been just holding the Payday candy bar in my hand and not actually eating it. I took a bite and thought, Mmmm. Yum. It's probably for the best that stays on my forbidden list, but still, I can enjoy just one. Last chance before the sex boycott, right? 

Anyway, it's not like I'm not totally adoring what my two "sex elves" are doing to me. But I miss my two little Hellions! I'll be so glad when this sex boycott is over. It kind of feels like it's starting today, but that's not really true. It's been going on for a few days already. Plus, I'll still get to have sex with Jane and Sonia, so I'm not exactly suffering. Hell, sexually, between what I'm enjoying now and the date with Jane, today is already guaranteed to be a GREAT day! But still, I miss Shelle and Ruby. 

I can't say I miss Mindy all that much, since we had such a great fuck yesterday, and I've been seeing her a fair amount in general. But I'll be sleeping alone from now on, so I'll be missing her more and more. Things are definitely going to get tough, even with Jane and Sonia as very fantastic distractions. 

I tried to turn my mind off and just bask in the joy of what Cindy and Sue Ellen were doing to me. While I'd been so distracted thinking, they'd switched positions again.

Not only that, but a few minutes and another position switch later, Sue Ellen put on a pair of hot and cold gloves too. Hers were "fresh out of the oven" - or wherever they came from, which was a real mystery - which meant her hands were even hotter and colder, respectively. That was well timed, since Cindy's gloves inevitably began returning back to normal.

For a while, maybe, five minutes or so, I was so high on lust that I couldn't think at all. The gloves in particular were a real distraction, due to the way that they would leave my privates and then surprise me on a different spot. That distracted me much more than the blowjob action. It was as if the sucking was creating a solid base of sexual joy, and then the hands were building on top of that, constantly creating peaks of particular intense pleasure. Frankly, it was so great that it was a rare moment when I remembered to take another bite of my Payday bar.

But by and by, both sets of gloves returned to normal temperature and then were taken off to allow for tantalizing skin on skin contact. I was able to get back to some thinking, and I finally remembered last night's video chat with Nicky. That was distressing. Clearly, things went too far. But I resolved not to think about it until I was alone, because my "sex elves" were likely to distort my thinking.

The double blowjob continued for a surprisingly long amount of time. After at least half an hour, I began to suspect they covered my eyes at least in part so I couldn't see the alarm clock and figure out what time it was! Clearly, they wanted to prolong the joy as long as possible.

They also wanted to go through an entire bag of tricks. Cindy sat on my face, and I was able to eat her through a big orgasm. Then Sue Ellen took her place and I ate her out too. That made me glad, because not only did I enjoy it a great deal, but I wanted to do more to please them, since they were spoiling me so very much.

But they didn't stop there. Each of them put one glove back on at various times and probed deep into my anus, stimulating my prostate. There was a heck of a lot of that, and it was a wonder I didn't cum from that alone. In fact, I almost came three times, and each time they used the "squeezing the base of the shaft tightly" trick to cheat the result. It turned into a truly epic suck session.

From time to time, they introduced various props. For instance, they pulled out a long feather and proceeded to tickle me with it, reminding me that this was a "tickle attack" after all. But they also used it a lot more to brush my cock or balls, making me shiver and giving me goose bumps.

By and by, I finished my Payday. That was the best candy bar I'd ever eaten!

Eventually, their tongues grew tired, and they switched to more of a titfucking focus. That seemed to give them a second wind. (Whereas I was on about my eighth wind by that point.) They titfucked me in every combination, including trapping my cock between both sets of tits and having one do the titfucking while the other sucked on the top.

I think they planned to keep going all day! At one point, I peeked out from under my sleep mask and noticed a box by the bed, and also an ice cooler. It looked like they had even more tricks and props they planned on using. The ice cooler explained how they'd kept the cold glove cold, but I wondered how they kept the hot one hot. They wouldn't tell me, saying that sex elves have to keep some secrets.

However, I don't mean to sound ungrateful, but I could only take that much heavy stimulation for so long. It was mentally exhausting, like riding on a non-stop wild roller coaster for hours. Eventually, I told them no more squeezing tricks were allowed. Not long after that, I deliberately let go.

I did give them a few seconds of warning though, so they'd be able to present their faces side by side. I figured that was the least I could do, after they'd worked so hard. Sure enough, they shut their eyes tight and squealed with delight as I blasted my cum load all over their gorgeous facial features.

By that time, I was so overcome by extreme sexual arousal that I could barely think straight. I could sense that I was likely to fade into unconsciousness before long. That was a shame, because it meant I was going to miss out on the inevitable face licking ritual. There are few sights I love more than seeing my slaves dreamily licking my cum off each other's faces.

Sure enough, I started to drift off right away. But before I did, I managed to mutter, "Thank you, both of you. I don't deserve you. That was the best!"

Then, just before my mind shut down altogether, I heard Sue Ellen exclaim to Cindy, "Did you hear that?! He said it was 'the BEST!' I think that means it should go in the Book as an eleven!"

I didn't know what "the Book" was, but I had a good feeling that it needed to be capitalized, like other things such as "the Plan" and "the Dream."

I slept for a little while. I'm not sure how long, but when I woke up, I felt refreshed.

Finally taking the mask off, I looked around and saw Sue Ellen sitting next to the bed in a chair, reading a book. Due to the way she was holding it up, I could see it was the same physics book written by Michio Kaku that I'd seen her reading some days earlier.

She was buck naked, except for high heels on her feet and the same archer's cap and pointy ears she'd had on earlier. It made her look even more adorable than usual. I noticed her high heels were green, matching the cap.

Somehow, she sensed my eyes had opened. She dropped the book like it was on fire and knelt next to the bed. She spoke with a bowed head. "Master! Welcome back to the world of the living!" She giggled. "Permission to suck your cock some more?"

I carefully looked her over. Fucking hell! She's so sexy! What the fuck is she doing, enslaving herself to me? And I don't use that word lightly: here she is, kneeling by the side of my bed, waiting for an order, just like a real slave. And she wants to suck my cock even MORE after all she did with Cindy! That's totally nuts! 

I said, "Sorry, Cupcake, but permission denied."

She lifted up her head in shock, like I'd just told her a close relative died. "Master! Please don't say that!"

"Why does that upset you so much? I don't know how long I've been asleep, but you must be satiated after all you did earlier. Even you must reach a point where you say, 'Okay, enough cocksucking.'"

She spoke almost angrily, "First off, Master, I disagree! I haven't found that point yet and I doubt I ever will! You have no idea how good it makes me feel, every time. Even the soreness and tiredness hurts in a good way. Actually, imagine how good we made you feel, and figure that we enjoyed it just as much. Why would we ever want that to end?"

Rather than reply, I just stroked her hair gently, silently willing her to understand.

Reading my mood, she slowly turned sad. "But now, it's not just that you said no. It's that this means this is the start of the total sex boycott! Isn't it?!"

I nodded.

She looked like she was going to cry.

So I wagged a finger at her and said, "Come here."

She was up on the bed in a flash.

I took her in my arms and cupped one of her firm ass cheeks, then giving it a possessive squeeze. I gave her a brief French kiss, then said, "Yes, the sex boycott is starting for you too, but consider how much worse it's been for Michelle and Ruby. And although we don't know how long it'll last, it's a fact that it's only temporary. I can guarantee you with total certainty that it'll be over soon. Then you'll have not days or weeks of sexual slavery to look forward to, but years and decades!"

She bit a lip and nodded shyly. Then she just asked, "How soon?!"

I chuckled. "Soon. I'm very hopeful it'll be over before Nicky returns from Hawaii. That's what? Nine days from now? If it lasts longer than that, that's a big problem."

She whined, "Nine days! That's soooo long!"

I know. "If you get upset, channel that energy into getting the Gruesome Twosome to break, and I mean truly break, not pretending. Mindy too, but frankly I'm not so worried about her. And I doubt a direct approach will work. You'll need to take them by surprise somehow."

I could see she was already thinking intently about that problem. She gave me a quick nod.

I tenderly ran a hand along her jaw line as my other hand freely explored her fantastic body. "So. I need to finally get up and get organized. What time is it?"

She replied a bit sheepishly, "Nine thirty."

"And how long did you two suck me off?"

"Over an hour?" She seemed embarrassed about that, making her answer sound like a question.

"How much over?"

"Um... a lot." She blushed.

I did some time calculations. I decided I must not have napped for long, because they wouldn't have woken me at an ungodly hour. "Wouldn't that have made Cindy late for work?"

"A little, maybe." Then she grinned as she added, "But remember who her boss is: Mindy! She's made it clear that serving your cock is priority number one, so not only is it not a bad thing if she's late, it's a very, very good thing!"

I rolled my eyes at that. Then something else came to me. "By the way, right before I drifted to sleep, I heard you say something about a book and an eleven rating. What was that all about?"

"Oh. You heard that?"

"I did."

"And you want me to explain?"

"I do."

Clearly, she was trying to get out of answering that question, but she didn't see how, since I'd asked her a direct question and I wasn't going to give her any wiggle room.

She sighed, then said, "You're going to think we're weird, but we keep kind of a book. THE Book, in fact. It's where we keep track of all the orgasms we give you. We leave detailed descriptions of what we did to you and where and when. That way, we can learn from each other and be better cock slaves. For instance, what if Cindy takes a shower with you and gives you a soapy, sudsy titfuck? Then if, say, Ruby is the next to shower with you, she'll know that and probably want to do something different."

I nodded, since that made some sense. "That sounds okay. I guess it's good for a harem to have a collective memory of sorts. What's the 'eleven' mean though?"

"Oh. That?"

I grinned at her pathetic attempt to avoid the question. "Yes. That. And by the way, what's your hand doing?"

One of her hands had drifted to my crotch and was trying to fondle my penis back to full size. She grinned impishly. "What hand?"

I just rolled my eyes and waited for her to remove her hand.

She reluctantly did so. "Sorry. I'm not trying to be disobedient, but it's kind of hard for me NOT to do that. It just happens. After all, Rule Number One is 'serve the cock,' and part of that is getting you erect."

I nodded. "That's fine. Just be mindful if you want these kinds of hugs during the ban. Now, back to eleven?"

"Oh. Yeah." Clearly, she was hesitant to answer. But she sighed, and said, "That's kind of a... rating system. It's our guess of how much you enjoyed what we did to you. We rate each session on a one to ten scale, with different systems for different sex acts. We also leave lots of notes, expressing our feelings." She sighed in frustration. "I told you you'd think we're weird!"

I caressed her face some more (while also caressing a breast). "No, you're not weird. The weird part I suppose is making the slavery commitment. The rest logically flows from that. But that still doesn't explain the 'eleven' rating."

She nodded. "Ah. Well, 'ten' is the usual limit, but we allow an 'eleven' for very exceptional sessions." She added with a grin, "We were kind of inspired by 'Spinal Tap.'" She spoke in a silly attempt at a British accent, "You know. This one goes to eleven!" She giggled.

I giggled too, while still tenderly touching her beautiful face.

After a pause, she added, "Actually, in theory, a twelve is possible too, and maybe even higher. For instance, what if, in a few years, we look back at our early sucking efforts and consider them hopelessly amateurish? Hopefully, we WILL get better steadily, year by year!" She stared off into space. "I dream of the day when EVERY blowjob will be a 'ten' or more! We want to take serving you to new heights that even few harem masters ever experience! It's all part of the Plan!"

I thought, If this is "hopelessly amateurish" and it gets way better, they'll actually kill me from too much erotic joy! Seriously! 

She very abruptly got off the bed, and resumed kneeling the floor with her head bowed.

I asked, "What?"

"Sorry, Master. Talking about that got me all giddy and horny, and I realized I had to get away from the King, and fast, or I'd be forced to start stroking you again!"

I smiled at her "problem." I said, "I'm constantly astounded by your enthusiasm. I just hope you'll feel some of that a month from now, or even a year."

She looked at me with clear befuddlement. "Why wouldn't I? My sole purpose is to serve you and please you. If I didn't love it, why would I even want to wake up in the morning?"

I asked, "Surely not your SOLE purpose? What about your college career, and volleyball, and friends and family, and so many other things?"

She briefly pondered that, and then reluctantly said, "Okay, there is all that. But I like to think of serving you and your cock as my sole purpose. It gives clarity and focus to my life." Her smile returned and grew. "Everything is so simple and so good. I have the Rules, I'm part of the Plan, part of the harem... So many new best friends, so much love... it's all so great I could just scream!"

Something else came to my mind. I finally stretched and got out of bed. "It's not 'all so great.' For instance, I want to talk to you about last night, and the video chat with Nicky. Things got way out of control. Don't you agree?"

Still kneeling and unmoving, even though I was up and walking around, she said, "Definitely. I'm sorry, Master. I don't mean to be disobedient. I knew in a logical way you didn't want that. But when I see the King standing so stiff and proud, I get so excited that I can't control myself! I hope you properly punish me with a severe spanking!"

I replied, "Well, I don't know about that. I think a spanking moratorium will be necessary for the duration of the total sex boycott. Even with a harsh spanking, things could slip, turning it into... something else. You know what I mean."

She nodded. She looked crushed, which further convinced me that any kind of spanking would be too much of a sexual temptation.

"I'll try to think of a way to punish you in some other way, that doesn't involve physical contact."

"Yes, Master. But, to kind of cut off what you're going to say about the video chat, you don't have to tell me what went wrong. I know all too well. But if there's one plus out of the total sex boycott, it's that you don't have to worry about it happening again."

"I don't?"

"No. Because obviously some kind of secret handjob or blowjob is covered by the ban. You don't have to tell me twice. I'm already going to be super careful."

I nodded. "That's good to hear." I had started picking out which clothes to wear from my dresser. But I paused with that and looked down at her, so I could read her eyes. "By the way, you don't think she..."

"What?"

"She... noticed? That anything was... amiss?"

"Oh, no, Master! If she did, don't you think it would have showed somehow? Certainly she would have said something." Sue Ellen seemed very earnest.

I thought that over and decided she had to be right. "I hope so. By the way, I'm going to take a shower now."

She perked up. "Master, may I please-"

I cut her off. "If it involves you going into the shower with me..." - she nodded eagerly. "...then sorry, no."

She looked down, seemingly crushed. It was heartbreaking.

"Cupcake, please, don't look like that. Stand up and come here."

She did so.

I hugged her, loosely. Looking intently into her eyes, I said, "You can't react like that every single time I tell you no, as if I just repeatedly ran over your favorite pet. There's going to be a lot of 'no,' a lot of doing without. That's the whole point of the sex boycott. Don't make it any harder than it has to be on you, or on me."

She nodded reluctantly. "I'll try, Master, but it's so tough! I love you soooo much! All I want to do you is serve you and love you, and especially serve your cock! Maybe it's not my 'sole' purpose, but it's my chief motivator, by far! I'm one of your willing and devoted SLAVES! I take that VERY seriously!"

"I know you do. And I love that, and I appreciate that. And I love you to pieces too. But either you'll have to control yourself or we'll have to stay physically apart even more than I'm already planning. I can't resist too many of your sad puppy dog looks. They're too effective."

She grinned impishly at that.

I went on, "Today, I'm planning on spending most of the day at Mama Mia's, so I can write." Actually, I wasn't sure if I was going to do that until I just said it. I realized that I was too curious to see Sonia again and see her reaction to me to stay away. "Are you going to be working there today?"

"Yes, Master. My shift starts at noon and ends at eight. And..." She seemed reluctant to tell me something else.

"What?"

"I've got volleyball practice at ten. So I'm supposed to go straight from that to work."

"Why are you reluctant to tell me that?"

She looked up at me with an almost desperate expression. "Because I want to stay here with you! Even with the ban, I just want to be around you and serve you in other ways! But... you're probably going to say I need to go and live the rest of my life."

"Exactly."

She sighed. "You're right. And what really sucks is that means I have to leave, like, right now."

I nodded. "It's for the best. That's how it's going to be most of the time, during the ban. For instance, I have plans this evening, and we won't be sleeping together anymore, which means that except for seeing you at Mama Mia's, I won't see you until tomorrow."

"NO!" She was downright anguished, and suddenly pulled in close and hugged me with all her might. To my surprise, she started crying. "Master! This is going to be so hard! I hate the sex boycott so much already!"

I thought, There we go, the first tears for today. Probably not the last. I rubbed her back comfortingly. "There, there. We'll get through this."

As she cried, I heard her ask, "Master? Please tell me again WHY I have to be part of this stupid sex boycott?!"

I cooed soothingly, "It's nothing you did wrong. You know that. But the sooner I can get the Hellions to break, the better for everyone involved. Don't you think they'll break faster due to a total sex boycott? Knowing that my dick isn't being taken care of by anyone?"

She shuddered in my arms, as if that very idea was physically repulsive. "Yes. Definitely. UGH! I hate it, but... I understand." She suddenly pushed me away, almost violently. "And now, I have to go! I'm sorry, but sharing a naked hug with you is too much temptation! And I've really got to get my act together, stop crying, and get to volleyball practice. The best way to get through the sex boycott is to be TOUGH!"

As she said "tough" she raised a fist and clenched it dramatically. She also put on a surprisingly stern face. I'm sure it was a genuine outpouring of determination, and she did look tough. But she also looked even more cute and adorable than usual. It was tough for me not to hug her again.. and more.

I nodded. "Good. Remember, I'll be seeing you at Mama Mia's. That is, unless you don't want me to go?"

"No! I want you to go. I can handle it! I want to be the best cock slave I can possibly be, and that means getting tough when it's time to get tough! Now, I've got to go! I love you!"

Just like that, she ran out of the room as fast as her green high heels could carry her.

I finished picking out my clothes and then laid them aside in the bathroom as I stepped in to finally take my shower. I thought, Boy, tough times all around. Her love is so intense. Normally, that's a great thing, but it's going to make the sex boycott even harder. And the crazy thing is that they're ALL like that! True, Cindy isn't as demonstrative, because she's older and more reserved. But all my slaves have that sort of passion. Man! Technically speaking the total sex boycott has just started right around... now-ish, and already I have a heavy heart. 

By the time I finished my shower and put on my clothes and so on, Sue Ellen had left. I checked the whole house just to be sure, and I was all alone.

Since I was in Cindy's house and didn't know my way around the kitchen, I decided to eat breakfast out. I considered going to Mama Mia's but they weren't a breakfast-type place in my mind, if they were even open in the morning. Instead, I went to a waffle place, and took a newspaper with me to have something to read.

I suppose I also ate out because I was feeling lonely. I knew it was kind of silly and unjustified. I was no more alone than when I was by myself before the start of the total sex boycott. However, it felt different. As I ate breakfast, I tried to lift my own spirits by thinking about my hot date with Jane tonight. But even that was only small consolation.

But thinking about that was a good thing, because it reminded me that the date wasn't set in stone yet. First, I needed to talk to Mindy and Cindy about what happened with Jane last night, and then get permission for the date tonight.

Partially, I needed to do that to make sure that I wasn't "cheating." Even though Mindy had basically given me a blank check to fuck any woman at any time, I needed to do that for my own peace of mind. But also I wanted them to know about the upcoming date to see if it would have the desired psychological effect on them, and then on the others. If my guess was correct, they would be thrilled to death about it at first. Only afterwards, when I elaborated and exaggerated about the date going "too well," with an unexpected emotional connection kicking in, would they sour on the idea.

That was the theory, at any rate. If I was right, it could help speed the end of the total sex boycott. If I was wrong, then I had probably wasted a day, or two. And time was running out with Nicky coming back from Hawaii.

Only after I talked to Mindy could I then call Jane and make arrangements on the exact where and when. And I needed to do that soon or Jane might blow me off just because nobody kept the extraordinary Jane Corlin waiting.

Thus, once I finished eating breakfast, I knew my next destination: Mindy's office.




Chapter 24



I drove to Mindy's office building, and soon found myself in her office without incident. Luckily, Mindy is so good at what she does that she goes basically unsupervised, as far as I can tell. So having Cindy show up a little late or having a non-work related visitor (namely, me) would almost certainly go unnoticed, and wouldn't be problems in any case.

Hugging Sue Ellen after the total sex boycott started had been way too tempting and difficult. Of course it didn't exactly help that we were both naked at the time. It felt way too good to be able to put my hands on her anywhere and everywhere while she pressed her body into mine. But I decided that it would be easier to limit any physical contact as much as possible while the ban was on. So I made clear as soon as I stepped into my wife's office that hugs and kisses were not on the menu.

Mindy and Cindy were there working away, just like normal people do. You'd never know that one was a cucquean and the other an honest-to-God sex slave.

Their excitement at seeing me was instantly deflated by the no touching rule, but they understood. I also carefully sat across the room from them, and made clear that there was an invisible line that none of us could cross. It helped that there was a physical desk making the line a physical barrier.

After the usual greetings, I said, "Let me quickly get down to business. I'm going to be as brusque and unemotional as I can, so we don't get carried away while the total sex boycott is on. Understood?"

They nodded unhappily.

"First off, Cindy, I want to thank you for all you did this morning. That was definitely above and beyond what any master would ever expect. Did you tell Mindy about it?"

Cindy grinned. "In pussy-soaking detail, Master! Needless to say, we got-"

I held a hand up. "I'm sure you did, but on second thought it's better I don't hear about it. Again, I want to be brief. But I also want to express my sincere thanks."

Cindy bowed slightly, her cheeks coloring. "It is I who must thank you. You bent the starting hour of the total sex boycott to accommodate my request. How many masters would do that? Not many! I'm so lucky to have the very best master in all of California!"

I smiled at that, because how could she know that? I was nearly 100% positive she'd never met even a single other master. But in the interest of being brief, I let it slide. "Thanks. Let me get to the point. You know that yesterday, I had sex with Sonia. I don't like getting intimate first and then telling you about it later. Especially you, Min. We do have our wedding rings, and I feel bad. It kind of feels like cheating to me."

Mindy smacked her forehead and gave the most exasperated expression she could manage. "UGH! I'm not even going to dignify that with a response! It's not cheating if I approve, and I DO! We all do! Wholeheartedly!"

"I get that, but you know how I'm stubbornly slow to change. I'm trying to set the tradition that I talk to you about these encounters first. I know spontaneous is good, but there are practicalities like STD tests that need to be taken care of which kill spontaneity anyway. That said, I'm afraid it happened again already."

There was a pause while they both processed that.

I continued, "Last night, I went for a walk. As you know, Cin. And who did I run into but Jane Corlin, of all people!"

The smile on my wife's face shone so brightly that it could have been used as a searchlight.

"She invited me back to her house, and... things happened. Not a lot of things, mind you. All we did was some necking and fondling. But a line was clearly crossed. She knows I'm a 'free agent'" - I made quote marks in the air - "and so she's open to having some kind of 'friends with benefits' relationship with me."

"Oh, I'll bet she is!" My wife was in her element, smirking and snickering.

Ignoring that, I continued, "And you know how I've felt for her, for years. Hell, how any guy who's ever seen her feels for her. Namely, hungry and horny!"

Min and Cin were on the edge of their seats, but they were surprisingly quiet and restrained, relatively speaking. I thought Mindy at least would be bouncing around like a rubber ball by now.

I went on, "So, even though we didn't do all that much, the promise is in the air. We've made plans to meet again tonight. In fact, we're going to go on a date of sorts. I don't know what's going to happen, but I tried to restrain myself from going too far last night until I had a chance to talk to you first."

Mindy could hold back no longer. She suddenly stood up and exclaimed, "And now that you've done that, no more restraining yourself! GO FOR IT!" She pumped a fist in the air. "Go wild! FUCK her mouth! FUCK her tits! Oh yes, especially her tits! Such great TITS! FUCK her cunt! Her needy, greedy cunt! Fuck her anywhere and everywhere!"

Her voice was getting louder and louder. I thought, I hope she's right about her office being thoroughly sound proofed. We're going to find out one way or another today! 

She went on like a woman possessed. "Use her like a pin cushion! STUFF HER with every FAT FUCKING INCH of your big and meaty COCK! FILL HER with load after load of your CUM! I want her to be so thoroughly fucked by you that you RUIN her for all other MEN, to the point where the only COCK she wants and the only MAN SEED she'll hunger for and accept is YOURS!" She then pumped both fists in the air as if declaring victory in a war.

I shook my head in amusement. I said with a sly grin, "So I take it you approve?"

She stared at me in confusion. Then she dramatically waved her arms in the air, like she was desperately trying to hail a cab. "Yes, yes, yes! A million times yes! If it weren't for your damn sex boycott, I would be all over you like a bitch in heat! Tell him, Cindy!"

Cindy suddenly stood up, bursting with excitement. "YES! Yesyesyesyesyes! So much YES! A basket full of yes, THIS BIG!" She held her arms out as wide as they could go. "God dammit! FUCK HER TITS! That's what I want to see the most!"

Mindy picked up on that theme. "The mighty, proud Jane Corlin, naked and kneeling, with the King encased in her cavernous cleavage, being squeezed half to death while her sexy mouth gobbles down more of his cockhead than is humanly possible! That's what I want to see the most!"

Cindy ran with that. "Me too! Oh my God! She thinks she's so great, like royalty. But just you wait!" She aggressively poked towards Mindy's face, while the two of them were literally bouncing around. "Once she starts slobbering on the King, she'll be brought low! So low! She'll discover the joy of SERVITUDE!"

"OH MY GOD, YES!" Mindy shouted. "Jane, enjoy the last of your free will, because-"

I suddenly stood up and began waving my hands. "Whoa! Whoa! STOP! Hold on!"

The two of them we getting completely carried away, literally bouncing and jumping around. I was worried someone outside the office would hear them, since they were rapidly sliding from talking to shouting.

They looked at me and seemed to hear what I said. And while they did stop talking, they turned to each other, then rushed together and started making out.

Now it was my turn to slap my forehead.

But I was secretly pleased. At first, they hadn't shown much reaction, and that was unnerving. They joyous celebration reassured me that they were exactly who I thought they were. Although, on second thought, I worried they might be a little TOO enthusiastic. How long would it take for their feelings of euphoria over this to burn off before jealousy would start kick in? Clearly, I had my work cut out for me there.

I had to hiss "Hey!" and "Stop!' a bunch of times before they broke apart and paid me some attention. It was frustrating because I couldn't get their attention by touch, due to the invisible line, and I didn't want to shout for fear of someone outside the office hearing. Supposedly the room was soundproof, but was it really, 100 percent? I didn't want to test that every time I came for a visit.

Finally, they calmed down, kind of. I contemplated passing on Jane's claim that she actually loved titfucks and was really good at doing them. I figured if I did that, it would be like dropping a lit match on a bonfire soaked in gasoline: instant explosion! Bedlam! My goal was to get out of the office without a ban-breaking orgy, so unfortunately I couldn't do that. It was fun to contemplate though.

I silently stared and stared until they were actually standing still.

Cindy recovered enough to say, "Sorry, Master! It's just that... well, that's the best news ever!"

Mindy told her, "Not true! How much better to find out that he HAD fucked her face last night? And her tits?! Those titanic tits! Can you imagine, Jane's gorgeous face, splattered with one of Daniel's heavy loads?!"

"Or her chest!" Cindy said back, getting increasingly worked up by the second. "What if he kept cumming over and over until-"

"HEY!" I had to raise my voice again, as well as wave my hands. "Let's NOT go there, okay?! I know this is very exciting to you. It's exciting to me too. But get a grip! We're in an office! During working hours. People are walking by, right outside your door!" I pointed towards the door.

Mindy clenched at her chest. "Honey, please! Don't say that! I know you're trying to get us to calm down, but that's only exciting me MORE!"

Cindy nodded emphatically. "Those people - clueless drones! They have no idea how thrilling the harem slave life is!"

I held a hand up. "I'm going to cut you off there. I don't know what you're going to say next, but I can guess well enough it'll be highly arousing and soon both of you will be bouncing off the walls again."

Cindy pondered what she was likely to say, and then smiled widely. "Oops! You're right! I'll be good. See? Hands pinned behind my back, my lips shut tight."

Mindy also put her hands behind her back. But then she said to Cindy, "No! Like this!" She brought her hands around her front side and clutched her hands there. She explained, "If we do it the other way, that'll just get us to thinking of Jane with HER hands pinned behind her back, as she discovers the joy of submission! Maybe even tied behind her back with rope!"

I clutched my head in frustration. I spoke quickly before Cindy could give a lusty reply to that "Enough, you two! Calm. Down! Calm the heck down already, okay?!"

Both tried to be still and quiet, for all of about three seconds. Then Cindy said, "That's easy for you to say!"

I then did a strange but inspired thing. I gave both of them complicated math problems to solve, using large numbers that came to me off the top of my head. I told them they had to answer them within one minute or there would be severe consequences.

They were puzzled, but they quickly got pen and paper and solved the problems in the allotted time.

Then I immediately did the same, two more times.

Finally, Mindy got it. "Clever, Honey. Damn clever. You redirected our attention, and gave us no time to think. Thus calming us down quite a lot."

I nodded. "Yep. And now that I know that works, I'm going to keep that in mind when things get out of hand. And before you say it won't work once you know what I'm doing, I think it still will because there really ARE severe consequences if you fail."

Cindy asked almost defiantly, "Such as?!"

"That's for me to know and you to find out. Anyway, now that we can talk without shouting, that's the news. I'm going on a date with Jane tonight."

Mindy clutched at her head, like she was in agony.

"What?" I asked.

She explained, "It's just... when you say that, it's too much! Like 'ice cream freeze.' I'm so giddy and dizzy! Dan, my man, is going to date Queen Jane!"

Cindy added breathlessly, "And when you say 'date' what you really mean is tame, dominate, and baste her in spermy goo!"

I had to cut in again. "Okay, that's it! Both of you! Back to your seats, and sit on your hands! And be quiet!"

I waited until they did that. Then I waited another full minute before saying, "I'm going to try to sober things up, since I have bad news to deliver anyway. The downside of that is that it means I probably won't see either of you until tomorrow. I'll be out all evening with Jane, and then I'll be sleeping alone."

"Or with Jane!" Mindy exclaimed excitedly. Then she muttered, "Sorry!" and clamped a hand over her mouth.

I had to chuckle at that. "Anyway, I think that's for the best. Look what happens when we get together. We get very emotional, and it's not good for the sex boycott. I'm thinking I can come over for dinner from time to time, but not every night. And that's about it. Cindy, even though I'm at your house, I'd appreciate it if you don't come by, ever, for any reason. Again, that's just asking for trouble. If you need to pick up some of your stuff, call me first to find out where I am. If I'm out for a while, only then make a quick visit. Understood?"

She nodded. This new line of discussion was finally sobering them up from being drunk on lust. "Understood, Master. And I think you're right. It's going to be torture either way, but it's better like this."

"Good," I said. I stared both of them down until I could be sure they weren't going to go off on another lusty tangent. "Okay. Now. I'll bet you're wondering how this date with Jane jibes with the total sex boycott idea."

Mindy said, "First off, don't mention that name, the 'J' name, or we're likely to lose our minds all over again."

Cindy nodded.

Mindy then added, "And no, we haven't been thinking that at all, or anything else, because: of a date with, well you know who!"

Cindy nodded again, much more emphatically.

I smiled at that. "Fair enough. But let's talk about it. Partially, this is just lucky timing that I ran into Jane, er, I mean J., when I did. But also, I've been thinking. The point of the sex boycott is to get you frustrated that I'm not having sex, nobody's having sex. But what if I have sex outside the harem? I can still have plenty of fun, and you'll have to twist in the wind. Yesterday, I had sex with Sonia-"

I had to stop due to the keening moans that spontaneously erupted on the other side of my wife's desk. Now they weren't just sitting on their hands, but also squirming sexily in their chairs. Some panties were getting seriously soaked, there was no doubt about that.

I tried to ignore that, and continued, "Today, it'll be J.,-"

Mindy spontaneously shouted, "You mean J-CUPS!" She released she was getting too exuberant, and covered her mouth with both hands.

I tried again, "Today, I'll be J. Tomorrow, I could call up someone like Anjali or Monique. I've got all kinds of options. I don't need harem sex at all."

I watched the two of them suddenly stop squirming in their seats as the importance of what I was saying landed on them like a proverbial ton of bricks. I was implying I could do just fine without them, possibly even permanently.

Mindy clutched at her head again, like she was trying to keep her brain from exploding. "Arrrgh! I can't believe I'm saying this. I so much want this date with J. to happen that it's agony to get these words out. But I feel obliged to tell you as your loyal and loving wife who very much wants the sex boycott to end that I fear that approach won't work."

Cindy shot Mindy a nasty look.

Mindy continued, "The main thing is that we want to make sure that your cock is being well tended. It's key that someone is serving your big, fat, long, thick, throbbing cock multiple times a day, as much as you need it! Inside or outside the harem, that's secondary. What really needs to happen is some serious cock worship! So long as you're getting your rocks off, that's enough for us!"

I said, "I appreciate you telling me that, knowing that you're cutting against your cucquean instincts to do so. I thought that way too, at first. But I have a twist or two up my sleeve that I think will change matters."

Mindy said with exasperation, "What could that possibly be?! I know I'm basically too horny to think straight right now, but I can't imagine ANY mitigating circumstances, short of maybe Jane having contagious leprosy!"

"It's not that, believe me," I replied with a grin. "But I can't tell you want it is now, or it'll lessen the effect. In any case, this is an experiment. I'm going to try the date tonight, then see how things stand tomorrow. If it turns out my idea is wrong, then we've effectively lost one day in the sex boycott. We don't have a lot of days to lose until Nicky returns, but the loss of one day isn't so bad. We can recover from that."

Mindy considered that, and then nodded. "I suppose. Although, between the one-two punch of Sonia and then J., I think I'm going to be walking on air for a few days. Again, I don't want to tell you that, but I feel I have to. I'm torn, because I want the sex boycott to be over so very, very badly, but I want you to go on that date with Jane tonight so very, very badly too! I can't stand it! I'm ripped in two!"

Cindy nodded like a Bobblehead. "That's exactly how I feel too! But I'm convinced you've gotta go on the date tonight! You've gotta strike while the iron is hot with J.! Frankly, I don't think Mindy is going to hold out for long from any sort of ban. Just the 'no sleeping with hubby' ban is going to get her to break soon. And the Gruesome Twosome talk big, but they'll be caving in a few days at the most, mark my words. Now that they've had your cock, they need their daily dose of fresh sperm worse than the most strung-out heroin junkie."

My wife affirmed, "Those two are such TOTAL cock loving sex addicts, there's NO WAY they can hold out."

Cindy teased, "It makes you proud to say that, doesn't it?"

"Of course it does!" Mindy replied in mock indignation. "My daughters have made it their life's ambition to FUCK and SUCK and prostrate themselves before the best MAN in the whole wide world! Why shouldn't I be proud of them for being such impossibly sexy fuckpots that they've become the sex-crazed virgin vixens they are today?"

"Anyway…" I exclaimed, interrupting her increasingly disturbing line of thinking about the Gruesome Twosome, "I sure hope you're right about all that."

I said, "I sure hope you're right. About them not being about to hold out for long, I mean. We'll see. By the way, speaking of Sonia, have you told anyone else about what's happened with her?"

My wife spoke with much emotion, "No! I've been good! So good! Gaawwwd, it's been Hell on Earth staying quiet about that! But it helps that I want this sex boycott over as soon as you do, and telling the Gruesome Twosome about your big success with Sonia isn't going to help. And I'd LOVE to tell Sue Ellen, but since she and Sonia work together, that could cause complications. We need to get together and figure out a strategy on that."

I looked to Cindy.

She said, "Ditto. I'm following your lead on this, Master. And Mindy's lead. I don't want to screw things up for you, so you can trust me."

"Good." I nodded approvingly at both of them.

"Besides," Cindy added conversationally, as if I hadn't said anything, "I want you to fuck your big thick cock balls deep into my ass again!"

Mindy clapped her hands. "Oooh! Let's hear more about that!"

"No, let's not. Now, regarding J., I don't want you to talk to her about what happened last night."

Mindy sputtered, "B-b-b-but! I HAVE to! She's a good friend! And you're my husband! She's going to want to talk to me, for sure! As she should! In fact, I'm surprised I haven't heard from her already!"

I thought that over and realized she had a good point. They really did need to talk. From Jane's point of view, that was a must. I said, "Okay, fair enough. She might think I'm cheating on you if I stop you two from talking. So you can talk, but NO discussion of any juicy details. Is that clear?"

Mindy shot up from her chair, aghast, as if overcome by righteous indignation. "No juicy details?! But that's the whole POINT! I'm a cucquean! I LIVE for the juicy pussy-gushing details!I NEED to hear everything! From you and from her! This is a historic event, like the Moon landing! It needs to be documented for posterity!"

I chuckled at that. "This is slightly less important than the Moon landing."

"No, it isn't! Sure, worldwide, no question. Duh! But on a personal level, this is a million times more important! What did the Moon landing ever do for you? You don't even drink Tang. Whereas adding Jane to your growing list of fuck pets will have a HUGE permanent impact on our lives!"

I said, "Okay, fair point. But note that there is no 'growing list of fuck pets,' and even if there was, J. wouldn't be on it. If anything, I would be on her 'boy toy' list. She doesn't have a submissive bone in her body."

Mindy said with aggressive gesticulation, repeatedly pointing at me, "Not yet! But just you wait and see when she has a dominant bone in HER body! YOUR bone! Once that happens, all bets are off!"

I waved a hand. "Calm down already. As for why you haven't heard from her yet, I suspect that's because she's waiting to hear from me first, so she'll know what to say about our date plans tonight. I'll talk to her in the next hour or so, and then you're free to talk to her too."

"GOOD!"

I wagged a finger at my wife. "But NO juicy details! That's an order! Clear?"

She groaned like I'd just stabbed her.

"I'll be talking to her again afterwards, and I'm going to make sure to find out exactly what you two will have talked about. So I'm telling you now, in no uncertain terms, that I expect you to just confirm the general outlines of what happened last night and the plans for our date tonight. That's it."

Mindy got up out of her chair again and started stomping around on her side of the invisible line, all worked up. "The 'general outlines?' That's such bullshit! What's the fun in being a cucquean if I don't even get to hear all the juicy, squishy details?!"

I said, "Hey, that's part of what the sex boycott means for you. When it's over, you can pump her for all the details you want."

Cindy spoke up, squirming on her hands again. "Master, please! Don't talk about 'pumping her!' This is difficult enough as it is!"

I chuckled. "Sorry. My bad. Anyway, that goes double regarding the date for tonight. No talking about it with her before, during, or after! And NO loopholes! For instance, you getting details through Cindy or something. I will tell you what I want you to know, when I want you to know it. That's the only way this is going to work. Is that understood?"

Both Min and Cin looked at me glumly, fully chastened. Mindy muttered, "'No loopholes.' Damn. You're no fun!"

I mused out loud, "Sheesh! I've gotta start saying 'no loopholes' for everything I do."

Then Cindy asked, "Master, what should we do about telling the others about Jane? And what about Sonia, for that matter?" She looked to Mindy. "Can I say both names? I think I can handle it."

Mindy grumbled, "Yeah, I guess I can handle it too. Dan pretty much is being Mr. Buzzkill with his 'no juicy details' demands."

Cindy then said to me, "It's very hard to keep any secrets in the harem, even with the best intentions. For instance, Sonia and Sue Ellen work together. Even if Sonia wants to keep you fucking her a total secret, which she probably does, it's bound to come out eventually, one way or another. Mark my words. Ditto with Jane. For instance, the mere fact that you won't be having dinner with the family tonight because you're out on a date is going to have to be hushed up, big time."

I said, "That's very true. Regarding Sonia, I'm playing that by ear. This afternoon, I'm going to work on my laptop at Mama Mia's and see what happens. Will Sonia be completely mum, or will what we did somehow show? How would she feel about Sue Ellen finding out? There are all sorts of questions that have to be sorted out. So leave that to me, for now."

They nodded. However, Mindy looked seriously unhappy.

"As for Jane, there's no work complications there, so it's good to let the others know as soon as possible, to see if this idea of mine is going to work, that hearing I'm having sex outside the harem will help them cave faster. If that backfires, it's good to have that happen soon, so I can try something else."

Mindy took a big breath, then sighed. "I hate to say this again, because it goes against every cucquean bone in my body, but I'm pretty damn sure it's going to backfire in an epically spectacular fashion! This could give them renewed resolve to hold out even longer!"

I replied, "Thanks for your honesty. And I would agree, except for that surprise twist I've been telling you about. If things go as I hope they will, my date with Jane could help to shorten the ban."

Min muttered, "That's gotta be one hell of a twist!"

Cindy nodded, her eyes wide. She looked very concerned.

"We'll see. I think it's best if I come over to the house after you two get off from work. We can have a big harem meeting and sort some things out."

My wife pointed out, "Honey, that sounds good, in theory, and luckily Michelle and Ruby aren't working then, but Sue Ellen is. I believe she works until eight."

I frowned. "Oh, shoot, that's right! Damn. That sucks. That talk really has to happen tonight, before my big date with Jane. I have my reasons, but the timing is key."

Cindy asked, "What are you going to do then?"

I rubbed my chin in contemplation. Finally, I admitted, "I don't know. I'll have to work something out. Maybe Sue Ellen can get half an hour off. I'll talk to Sonia about it and see what happens. It would be good if you two could leave work a little early, so we could have it before the dinner crowd hits Mama Mia's. Could you two be at home by five, or even four-thirty, if it comes to that?"

Mindy nodded, since she knew more about that. She even sat down again on her hands again before replying. "My hours are pretty flexible, as you know. It's just that if I work less one day, I have to make it up another day."

I said, "Well, keep that option open. I have no idea how Sonia's going to be. She might want to kill me, or she might be all moony and want to fuck me, or somewhere in between."

My wife said with a smirk, "That's easy to predict: she's going to want to both fuck you AND kill you."

Cindy joked, "She'll probably try to fuck you to death! Best of both worlds!"

The two of them snickered.

Mindy said with a gleeful smirk, "I'll bet she's a KILLER fuck! Literally!"

They chortled and chuckled even more.

I tried to stay focused. "Yeah, well, we'll see. There's no telling with her. She's a fireball of raw emotion. In any case, now that I've had my say, I should go before another outburst of... enthusiasm... hits."

Mindy nodded. "That would be for the best. We're restraining ourselves now" - she looked down at her hands, which were still pinned under her ass - "but as soon as you leave, we're liable to use the 'J' word with abandon!"

Cindy said, "I can guarantee there are going to be orgasms, big orgasms! Lots of kissing and fondling! Pussy fingering, probably. And God knows how many panty changes!"

Mindy laughed.

"What?" I asked.

"That reminded me: I got smart. Mostly due to your highly arousing phone calls lately, not only do I have all sorts of cleaning supplies and a change of clothes stored here, I have a whole drawer of panties. Cindy has her 'sex crisis first aid kit' here too. We could go through a dozen pairs each, and we'd still be okay."

"And we probably will!" Cindy exclaimed. "J.C.! Need I say more?!"

Mindy growled, "Shut up! Can it until he leaves!"

I chuckled and shook my head. "And here at one point I thought I wasn't going to get much reaction. When I first started talking about what I did with J. last night, you two hardly reacted at all."

Mindy raised a hand, as if she was a student getting called on. Then she put her hand back under her ass. "Confession time. I kind of knew this was coming?"

She spoke that statement as a question, as if asking, "Are you going to kill me for this?" 

"What?!" I detected more scheming going on behind my back.

She clarified, "Well, I didn't know the details, and I still don't, sadly enough, but I figured something like this would happen any day now. After all, how did she know you're a 'free agent?' From me. And I know how she's been interested in you for a long, long time. So this whole situation between you and her is like the pressure being released from a pressure cooker. It had to happen! And just think: all that passion she's had for you for so very long is going to be coming out! Tonight!"

Now it was Cindy's turn to growl, "Shut up! Ixnay on the ateday!" She was shifting uncomfortably in her seat.

I chuckled at that. I was relieved that there wasn't as much scheming as I'd thought. Mindy didn't say anything Jane hadn't told me already. However, it reminded me of something that I immediately brought up. "By the way, that reminds me. Jane, sorry J., told me last night that you and she have been in very frequent communication, not just lately but for a long time now. That surprised me."

Mindy nodded with her eyes downcast. "Yeah, that's true. I haven't deliberately kept anything from you, Honey. Really. But she's a very private person. Very, very private. I managed to break through her shell, but the stuff we've talked about, she wants it in complete confidence. She had me swear not to tell a soul. Even telling you this much is kind of breaking confidentiality. So that's why."

I thought that over and considered that an acceptable answer. But I said, "That's part of it, but not all of it, right? Because I bet you 'broke through her shell' at least in part to be in a position where you could talk her into having sex with me."

Mindy admitted a bit sheepishly, "Well... that's true. Although, in my defense, we were already sharing secrets years before I even knew what a cucquean was. But in the last year or two, yes, I've definitely gotten much closer to her about sexual matters with that goal in mind."

She looked around the room as if searching for eavesdroppers, maybe even Jane herself. She learned forward and whispered, "Speaking of breaking confidences, I can't believe I'm telling you this, but I can't resist: Jane acts all high maintenance and hard to please, and she generally is. But she has one weak spot she's told me about: titfucks! She well and truly loves them! They make her super horny! So when you started talking about the date, and then titfucks came up, well I kind of lost my mind!"

Cindy said with some chagrin and amusement, "Thanks a lot, Min! Now I'm going to lose my mind! How am I supposed to keep my shit together, after hearing that?!"

Mindy looked at her with what looked to be sincere regret. "Sorry!"

I said, "That is very interesting. But don't worry, you technically didn't break any confidences, because I knew that already. J. told me as much last night."

Mindy's eyes bugged out and she stood up. She started to lurch towards me, only to catch herself, mostly due to the desk being in the way. "She TOLD you?! She TOLD you?!"

I nodded.

"Do you know what that means?! It means that you're going to titfuck her for sure! TONIGHT! Go now! NOW! Get out of here before I lose all control! If we need to talk more, we'll talk on the phone! OUT!"

I got up and beat a quick retreat out of there. The fiery look in my wife's eyes told me she was very serious. And Cindy looked the exact same way.

Once I was out in the hallway with the door safely closed behind me, I had to stop and take some deep breaths.

I thought, Fucking bizarre! Talk about enthusiasm! That went much as I'd expected, except they were even MORE aroused and thrilled than I'd anticipated. And that's downright nuts, because I pictured them jumping around like they were trying to jump to the ceiling, which they did. 

This could be bad. How am I going to turn that around to getting them to be AGAINST me dating Jane? It's like trying to turn a cruise ship around with my bare hands. But they're very passionate about everything. Hopefully once I introduce my secret weapon, the jealousy angle, they'll go just as overboard about that. 

I don't know though. This might be a big mistake. But come on! Jane fucking Corlin! How can I not date her tonight, no matter what? That's a once in a lifetime opportunity. 

I made it out of Mindy's office building with a raging boner. I had to carefully shield my crotch with my hands so people wouldn't stare.

Once I was out, I stayed in my car in the parking lot for a while just to calm down. I must admit, talking to them doubled my already great enthusiasm for my date. They made it sound like the greatest thing in the history of the world.

After a couple of minutes, I decided to make some mundane phone calls to help take my mind off sexual matters. For instance, I called up Mario, the handyman in charge of building the lighthouse (gazebo) and fence in the backyard, to discuss some technical matters about what he and his workers were doing today. That took some time and helped a lot. In fact, by the end of the call, my penis had at long last gone flaccid.

I knew my dick wasn't likely to stay that way for long, because the next item on my agenda was to call Jane, and the mere thought of her name was boner inducing. So I quickly dialed her up as soon as the call with the handyman was over.

Jane answered, and as soon as I heard her voice, my dick engorged. It was instant and automatic. I blame Mindy and Cindy, and all their hype.

After a few pleasantries, I started to tell Jane about the purpose of my call, to work out details for our date.

But she stopped me cold by saying, "Maybe I'm old fashioned, but where I come from, if a man wants to ask a woman out on a date for a first time, he does it face to face."

I didn't know what to say to that.

She asked, "Where are you now?"

I told her I was out running errands, near Mindy's office.

"Oh, good. I'm out and about too. Why don't we meet at a coffee shop and share a drink? Then you can pop the question."

I chuckled, relieved. I could handle that. "Jane, this is all so sudden and unexpected, but... will you marry me?!"

She laughed heartily. "Not that question!"

I chuckled too. "Okay. Got it. But why, when you already know what I'm going to ask, and I know what you're going to say in return?"

"There are formalities that must be obeyed. A woman likes to be wooed. And the fun is in the details, the art of the ask. Plus, I just want to see you again, in the flesh. Also, we have much to discuss, to iron out the where and when."

I was even more relieved, because that further confirmed that she was going to say yes. The call ended shortly thereafter, once we picked a coffee shop to meet at.

I was frustrated meeting Jane like this, because I might as well have been wearing oily rags - all I had on was shorts and a T-shirt. No underwear, of course, since I'd stopped wearing those pretty much completely.

By contrast, I knew she'd be dressed in something fantastic, because she always was. Or maybe it was just her. Thinking back, she looked like a fashion model with porn star curves while dressed in her workout clothes when she was on her walk last night. I decided it was 99 percent her.

The one benefit to meeting Jane on such short notice was that I didn't have time to get all worked up about it. Though the five minutes driving and parking gave me plenty of time to get horny as a Billy goat thinking about her luscious, voluptuous body. I never lost the erection I got at the start of our phone call, and by the time I got to the coffee shop, I could have used it as a hammer to pound a nail into a block of wood.

Jane had picked a European styled cafe, with lots of tables under umbrellas out in front, with trees and bushes on all sides. It was very classy, like a slice of the Avenue des Champs-Élysées in Paris, France. It seemed highly fitting, since Jane is so classy, like European royalty.

I saw Jane from afar, wearing a floppy white hat and a lemon yellow dress. In a flash, I decided that yellow was my new favorite color. As I got closer, the visual splendor only got better. Jane was showing a surprising amount of cleavage, given the situation. Of course, with her figure, practically any amount of visible cleavage was an inspiring sight. She typically had to be careful of what she wore in public, since her presence could easily cause a public scene. I had a very good feeling that she'd dressed like that just for me.

Before she saw me, I had to stop and gather my wits. It was very easy to simply get overwhelmed and turn into a gibbering, drooling idiot. I wanted to rush up to her, kiss her hard, and fondle those magnificent melons while humping her leg with my boner like a dog. But I knew I had to walk a fine line with her. Her incredible sexuality caused some men to get shy and speechless, while other men got too aggressive. I had to stay confident and in charge while also staying cool and suave. It was a tall order.

But I reminded myself that I had a secret weapon: my harem! I was used to ridiculous beauty and extreme arousal. I figured if I could sit in the Dream Chair and manage not to cum while my five loves pleasured me from every angle, I could easily handle simply having a coffee with Jane.

Filled with new resolve, I walked towards Jane, who was already sitting at one of the front tables.

When she saw me she smiled and stood up.

I had to decide how to handle this. Would it be too presumptuous for me to give her a hug and a kiss? I thought not, given what we did yesterday. But what kind of hug, and what kind of kiss? I had all sorts of options. If we met in private, I wouldn't have hesitated to give her a long open-mouthed kiss, but since we were in a highly public place and the status of our relationship was in flux, I didn't know what to do. Another factor was that she was well known for not showing public displays of affection.

I decided to wing it and adjust what I did based on how receptive she was.

It was a good sign that she opened her arms wide for me.

I met her embrace and went straight for her lips. However, I leaned in with my body so she wouldn't immediately find my stiff erection poking against her. I didn't want to be that wild humping dog.

She seemed a bit surprised and reluctant. She kept her lips closed.

However, I kept my lips on hers and ran my hands over her body, trying to be sensuous without touching any overtly private places.

That did the trick! Her mouth opened up and we shared a tongue dance.

But, having accomplished that much, I didn't want to go too far, so I broke the kiss not long thereafter.

She seemed puzzled by that, both by my unexpectedly aggressive kiss and then my abrupt ending of it. I considered that a good thing. I wanted to keep her on her toes instead of being predictable and deferential, like most of her boyfriends had been.

Still standing up, she said, "Well! Hello to you too!" She seemed a bit winded.

I was the one who got to smirk, for once. "And what a lovely hello it is."

Before I could say more, she asked, "Do you kiss all your, er, friends, in public like that?"

My smirk instantly turned to a frown as I realized just where I was and what I'd done with someone who wasn't my wife. I spoke my thoughts out loud. "Oh! ... That wouldn't look so good to someone who knows I'm married to Mindy."

"Indeed." She gave me an amused yet tolerant look. "Luckily, I did a quick check around, and only a few people could have noticed us. None of them are people in our social circle."

I took a look around too. My heart was thumping hard for fear that I'd screwed up. But I was relieved to see that our kiss had only mattered to us.

She crooked a finger at me. "Come on, you. Let's go inside to limit the damage in case you can't control yourself again."

I followed. Once we were inside, I looked around and saw only three other people there, including the barista. This was safer.

Once we were sitting at a table, I said, "Good idea, considering controlling myself around you is a dicey proposition. Jane, you're looking stunning today, as usual."

She'd taken her hat off, since we were inside. She gave me a look over. "And you... you didn't have to go all out to dress up for me."

I was unhappy by that sarcasm. I immediately complained, "Hey, that's not fair. I had no idea we were going to meet. If you gave me half a chance, I certainly would have dressed to the nines, because you're worth it."

She smirked. "Nice save. And I'm sorry. I'm just winding you up a little bit. It's a bad habit of mine.

I waved that off. "No worries. How are you doing? And do you want to go out on a date tonight?"

She was taken aback by how abruptly I'd brought that up. She frowned. "Well, yes, but-"

"Okay, cool. I'll see you then. I'm outta here." I stood up to go.

Then I stopped and sat back down. "Kidding! Now I'm winding YOU up!"

She broke into a big smile as she realized what I was doing there. "Nice! Well played. I can see we're going to have a lot of fun together. I like a man who isn't intimidated by me. Somehow, I don't think I'm going to have that problem with you."

I decided to speak frankly. "I hope not. I must admit, I've observed how your boyfriends have behaved with you, and you with them. Most of them had no idea how to handle a woman of your grace, beauty, and intelligence."

She rolled her eyes. "Most of them? Hell, all of them!"

I leaned forward, surging with confidence. "I'd like to think I can do better. And I'm going to prove it to you." I had all that confidence because my little lecture to myself did wonders. I did have my very own harem of drop dead gorgeous women. If I couldn't handle Jane, then nobody could!

She seemed impressed. She sat back and looked at me as if sizing me up for the first time. "Well, well. You know what? I think you might be right. That's one reason I've been waiting for my crack at you."

I grinned. "Tonight, let's get a crackin'! Let me ask you again, in a little more formal manner." I took her hand across the table. "Jane Corlin, you are a truly extraordinary woman. Brains AND brawn! You could be an NFL linebacker!"

She laughed heartily, causing a serious tit-quake in her low-cut yellow dress.

I laughed too, then said, "Let me try again. You're a truly extraordinary woman."

She quipped, "Just keep saying that."

"Okay. You are! Brains and beauty. I would consider myself the most fortunate man alive if you would agree to accompany me to a fine restaurant this evening."

She was all smiles. "Nice! But aren't you laying it on a little thick? 'Most fortunate man alive?'"

"Hey, I call 'em as I see 'em."

She pulled back slightly as if in alarm, though we continued to hold hands. "I don't know! You're such a charmer. And aggressive! Should I worry about my virtue?"

"Yes, you should. Your virtue is going to be in grave danger. I plan on doing all sorts of naughty things to you!"

She mock-gasped, and brought a hand to her very ample chest. "Oh my goodness! You cad! You bounder! You rapscallion! If that's the way it's going to be, then..." - her dismay turned into a broad smile - "of course I accept your challenge!"

We shared a good laugh at that. I commented, "I think that's the first time I've ever heard someone use the word 'rapscallion' in actual conversation."

She quipped, "Oh really? I use it all the time. For instance, try the tempura. It's served on a bed of rapscallion and rice."

I laughed. I had gone from nervous and almost uncontrollably aroused to feeling happy and at ease with her. It helped that she was a joker. I was very comfortable with joking around, since I did it with Mindy all the time. I hadn't noticed this side of Jane at parties that much, because she usually was "holding court," with different people competing for her attention. That Jane was nice, but intimidating. I liked the Jane in private who let her hair down much better.

We proceeded to hash out the details of when and where we'd meet for our date. I volunteered to pick her up. I also suggested only five-star restaurants, so she would know off the bat that money was no object. I knew that when it came to Jane friggin' Corlin, everything had to be top shelf, all the way.

My faux pas of French kissing her in public at least had the silver lining of making me realize we'd have to be careful about that sort of thing on our date. Even if we just sat and talked in a restaurant, that could start tongues wagging if a neighborhood gossip saw us. So I made sure we picked a restaurant that was well out of the usual neighborhood range. Luckily, I already knew of same quality places at the right distance, due to thinking about places I could go with my other women.

We chatted for a little while after that, with a good amount of fun flirtation. Given that she'd spoken openly about her passion for titfucking, I spoke in a courtly manner, but I warned her, "my lady, I fear your chesty virtue may be in danger in particular."

She seemed to like that a lot, especially the combination of flowery language with clear sexual undertones.

We joked and teased along those lines, with her making further knowing references to her "chesty virtue" in particular.

I could have talked to her all day. Just looking at her stunning face was an endless joy. However, I didn't want to overstay my welcome. Sometimes less is more, and it would be good to get out of there before I said or did something dumb.

The highlight though was our good-bye kiss. Since we'd established French kissing in the hello kiss, there was no question we'd do that again with our parting kiss, especially now that we were safely indoors. I continued my approach of being confident and aggressive, but not out of control aggressive. I kissed her fiercely from the get-go. Furthermore, in the earlier kiss I just kept my hands around her waist. But this time, I brought my hands to her ass and gave her ass cheeks a prolonged fondling, even though we were standing in a highly visible public place. I also pressed in close from the front, which meant she could feel my hot erection against her body.

The kiss went on for a minute, if not two. By the time it ended, both of us were panting hard.

I broke the kiss. I longed to keep it going, but once again I figured less was more. Hopefully, that would build up her anticipation for our date.

However, she looked at me with fire in her eyes and spoke in a sultry voice, "I think my 'chesty virtue' is a goner, for sure!"

That excited me so much that I couldn't resist planting another scorcher on her lips. I was tempted to bring my hands up and fondle her huge globes, but I had to remind myself that we were in a public place, after all.

I left her feeling very pleased with myself. True, it was frustrating in that I had a bad case of blue balls. Furthermore, with the total sex boycott in place, I couldn't just visit one of my cock slaves to get quick relief. But I figured it would pay off later on by making Jane and I that much hotter for each other tonight. I couldn't wait!

I had mixed feelings about going to Mama Mia's. Was that wise? Would Sonia rip my head off? I was almost certain she'd be in full-on Bat mode, because she was bound to have second thoughts about what we did yesterday. But I felt I had no choice but to face her wrath. My goal was to wear her down through sheer persistence. I knew she wanted me carnally after our great fuck, and of course I wanted her just as much. I was sure that if I could just endure her hostility, eventually lust would triumph.

That was the plan, anyway.




Chapter 25



My heart was beating hard when I walked into Mama Mia's. I was fearing the worst, such as Sonia calling the police on me and having Sue Ellen fired to boot. I knew that wasn't going to happen, but I couldn't stop feeling that way. I'm an easy-going guy, and I'm not used to have someone burning with hatred towards me - even if I knew she couldn't really hate me that much, given what happened yesterday.

As it was, my arrival wasn't as bad as that. But it wasn't good either. I'd done some errands first, to make sure that Sue Ellen was working there already, so I'd at least be assured of a friendly face. But that turned out to be the worst part, because Sue Ellen took one look at me and practically burst into tears. Instead of greeting me, she turned away and went back to serving a customer.

I couldn't blame her for that, especially since I'd arrived at what looked to be the peak of the lunch rush. Plus, I knew she was just hurting about the fact that the total sex ban was in full swing. But it bothered me just the same.

I didn't want to sit in her section, since that would only cause more grief for us both. Instead, I picked the most distant booth from her section that I could find, to make it easier for her to ignore me if she wanted to.

I did that before I even knew who the other waitresses were and who had which section. I assumed that whoever I got would at least be okay, since I was getting along pretty well with most of the other waitresses lately.

Unfortunately, I wound up in Paula's section. Paula, the supervisor, the "right hand woman" of Sonia's who seemed to hate me even more than Sonia did at her worst, despite the fact that we had yet to say a single word to each other.

Our lack of communication changed shortly after I arrived. I was waiting for my laptop to start up when she came by and gave me a look of undisguised hatred. She hissed, "You! You have a lot of gall coming here again!"

I totally ignored that, and said, "Hi, my name is Dan. You must be Paula. Nice to meet you." I stood up and held my hand out for a handshake.

She looked at my hand like it was a cobra. "Don't try to be friendly with me! I'm going to go tell Sonia that you're here. Hopefully, she'll tell me that I can kick you out on your ass!" She walked off in a huff towards the back rooms.

Well that was unpleasant, not to mention uncalled for, I thought to myself, sitting back down. 

It was one thing to be hated by Sonia. In retrospect, I realized that there had been both a sexual chemistry and a sexual tension between the two of us from the very start. Maybe that was why I'd always felt strangely cavalier about all her insults - I could feel the lust she was feeling for me on some level. It's an intriguing kick when you're hate-lusted by someone as sexy and beautiful as Sonia. But with Paula, it was just hate, and she wasn't even a looker.

I decided to sit elsewhere (assuming I didn't get kicked out!) and looked around to see who the other waitresses were. I saw Dolly, whom I'd never spoken a word to either. She was a real babe, but she was also scared shitless by me for some inexplicable reason. I figured it was better that she should initiate contact with me, if she ever wanted to do that.

That left just one waitress. It turned out to be Josie, who I liked to think of as a fun and friendly punk rocker type. That was good news. I was hoping to see either her, Lori, or Laura, since those three actually liked me. I immediately moved to Josie's section.

Josie came by my booth right away. She was smiling and seemed happy to see me. "Hey, Mr. C! That's my new nickname for you, by the way. I can't stay and chat since we're in the middle of a rush, but maybe later. Can I get you something to drink?"

I replied, "Hey, good to see you too. Can I get a vanilla milkshake?"

"Sure thing."

"Oh, and by the way, I should warn you. Sonia might go to war with me today. It's hard to tell. And Paula has it in for me too. She just ran off to talk to Sonia, to see if she has permission to kick me out. So you might want to wait on the milkshake. I might not be here long enough to drink it."

Josie smiled. "Nah. I'm not worried. Sonia hates you, but she kind of likes you too."

I thought, Now you tell me! I wish I would have known that before yesterday. I wouldn't have been so stressed out! 

But I kept that thought to myself since I wasn't about to even drop the slightest hint about what happened between Sonia and me yesterday. Instead, I asked, "What do you mean?"

She shrugged. "I don't really have time to explain. I don't know if I could if I did. It's just a feeling I have, based on how she talks about you. Like, you're the Devil incarnate. But if you were really that bad, why doesn't she just ban you from her restaurant? So that must not be the whole story. Anyway, I've gotta go. Later!"

Once Josie was gone, I thought, So it sounds like she doesn't have any actual evidence of Sonia liking me. Bummer. She doesn't know about the bet I made with Sonia, so of course the fact I don't get kicked out seems strange. I wonder if Sonia thinks that bet is still in effect. Or does it even matter at this point? She's not going to kick me out, right? 

I soon got an answer to that question. A couple of minutes later, Sonia herself came out to talk to me, after Paula no doubt tried to talk her into getting rid of me.

As Sonia walked closer, I was disappointed to see that she was wearing her usual clothes: nearly all black, and not particularly sexy or revealing. In fact, it was her worst outfit I'd seen her wear yet. I was hoping she would dress up a little bit due to the high likelihood that I'd be back. Probably she was trying to make a statement to me that I didn't affect her in any way.

However, I was strangely glad to see her glaring at me with serious hostility. I figured she couldn't really hate me as much as she let on if we'd secretly fucked. Besides, her angry face was pretty close to her lusty face.

She walked right up to my booth and stood above me with her hands on her hips. She growled nastily but quietly, "Look what crawled up from the sewer! Daniel fucking Cooper! The bane of my existence!"

That was such an opening that I couldn't resist walking right into it. I spoke quietly. "Sit down, please. I have something to tell you, and I don't want there to be a big scene about it in front of your other customers."

She looked around and saw how busy the restaurant was. Most of the booths near mine were occupied. She sat down, but on the opposite side of me, about as far from me as she could get.

I said, in a near whisper, "It's funny you used those exact words, because you repeat yourself. I remember very clearly yesterday when you said, and I quote, 'Daniel fucking Cooper! The bane of my existence!' But you didn't stop there. You added, 'I hate your guts so much that I can't even say. But I will NOT be cowed by you or your incredible cock! I'll show YOU!' And then you slowly impaled yourself all the way down onto my dick! Remember?"

Sonia immediately blushed and looked away. She was so gobsmacked that she was momentarily struck speechless. It was adorable in a curious way, since she remained pissed off as well. As an astute observer of people thanks to my writing, I could tell that she was reliving that moment in her mind now that I'd brought it up. Her wide-eyed shock seemed to go on and on, due to thinking of that moment instead of the here and now.

Finally, after regaining her composure, she hissed, "I thought we were to never speak of that unfortunate incident again!"

I replied, "Yesterday we were both sensitive about bringing it up, but neither of us ever said we couldn't mention it, and I'm not going to agree to that. I don't see why we can't mention it between ourselves in private, like we are now. It happened. It's real. It'll be a part of our relationship forever."

She clutched her head with both hands, frowning in dismay. "There is no relationship! Paula was just trying to get me to kick you out. Maybe I should!"

I said, "Look. I'm not here to cause you trouble. And I'm not going to throw what happened yesterday in your face."

"You just did!"

"Come on. You said the EXACT same words you said seconds before you mounted yourself onto me."

She winced, and shifted in her seat, as if she was in danger of being impaled again.

"How could I not bring it up? You were all but asking to be teased about that. Do you remember that moment, and did you repeat yourself on purpose?"

There were flames of irritation and defiance flicker in her eyes. "I most definitely didn't say that on purpose! It's just that you are 'Daniel fucking Cooper' and not 'Dan Cooper' in my eyes, and you ARE 'the bane of my existence!'"

I teased, "Fair enough. I suppose that whenever you think of me you can't stop think of fucking, so you've added it to my name."

Her blush deepened. "I do NOT! I haven't thought of that at all! It never happened, as far as I'm concerned." She went on the offensive, pointing a finger at me. "And don't you DARE try to seduce me again! If you do, all bets are off! I will do everything in my power to make your life miserable!"

Of course, I was anticipating fucking her again, hopefully soon. The memory of her incredible hips and her general fucking prowess was highly inspirational, to say the least. But I had to play it cool and wait until she was ready - assuming that ever happened.

I held my hands up defensively. "Whoa! ME? Seducing YOU?! That's not how I remember it. In fact, I distinctly recall innocently giving you some compliments about your undeniable beauty. And then you said, and I quote, 'Oh yeah?! If you really think I'm so fucking beautiful, then prove it!' Then YOU kissed ME on the lips! I dare you to deny it, because you're smart and I know you remember that!"

Her blush deepened, and she suddenly found something very interesting to stare at on the table between us. She started to say, "That is... the thing is..." Then she apparently tried a different approach, "Okay, maybe so. But only because you tricked me!"

She looked back into my eyes, full of anger again. "You ARE some kind of mental rapist! And you're a hypnotist too! Somehow, you tricked and deceived me with your flowery comments and handsome face and general bullshit! You're the devil too! Look at what you did with poor Sue Ellen and so many others! You're an honest to God sex slaver!"

I rolled my eyes. "Do NOT call me that. Ever! A sex slaver buys and sells people. You know I don't do that."

Her eyes flashed with emotion. "Do I? Anything is possible with you. You're completely incorrigible and evil! You probably have some kind of mind control powers! That's why I fell for your, your... well, YOU! In a moment of weakness! But if you ever try anything like that on me again, you'll regret it! I have mace! And I can scream!"

She was showing so much passion that I wanted to stand up, pull her over the table, and fuck her brains out! Right then and there! She probably had a point about me being "completely incorrigible" though. I'd started the conversation with my penis flaccid, but seeing her like this made my dick fully erect.

I had to hide the effect she was having on me and act normal though. Thankfully, the table was in the way. I shook my head sadly. "Sonia, listen. I don't want to argue about all that. I know you're upset with me right now. And I'm probably not making it easier on you because I can't resist reminding you what we did. But the thing is, what happened happened. We have to deal with it, and deal with the fallout. For instance, you just said that you can scream. And that's true, you sure can. I remember you screaming your lungs out while you churned on my shaft with your incredible hips!"

Her embarrassment doubled. She quietly hissed, "SHUT UP!"

That probably was a bit uncalled for, but I simply couldn't resist provoking her. I think a part of me loved to see her angry.

However, I held my hands up defensively again. "Hey! I'm not just bringing it up for fun. I mention it because you screamed so loudly that a couple of the waitresses heard you. I know, because Lori told me about it."

Sonia reacted as if I'd revealed to her that the last meal she ate was made out of human flesh. "OH! ... NO!"

"And that's not all. Paula must have heard your screaming too, because she tried to keep Lori away from the office area. I think that's why Paula was so upset to see me today, and tried to get you to kick me out. She knows we had sex, and she's trying to protect you, in her well-meaning but misguided way."

Sonia just stared in shock.

I went on, "But it's not all bad news. Luckily, Lori told me about that yesterday, not long after I talked to you. She asked me about the screaming coming from your office. I didn't want to lie to her, but I tried to give her the impression it was just you and me arguing. I told her I'd talk to her about it later, but in the meantime, she should definitely not talk to anyone about the screaming, period. She agreed, and I believe she'll stay quiet. She's a good person. And Paula, of course she's not going to spread gossip about you. She's got your back. So your secret is safe."

Sonia held her head in her hands, covering up much of her beautiful face. "For now! So you say. And what about your wife Mindy? And one of your floozies? What's her name, Cindy. I'm sure all your floozies will talk, and it'll spread from there. And what about Lori? You've only held her off for the moment."

She looked back up at me, suddenly pleading while still angry. "LIE! If you have any decency in you, just up and lie to her! Tell her we were just yelling at each other!"

I said, "I would do that for you, if I could. I try hard not to lie, but I'll admit that sometimes a white lie is for the best. Unfortunately in this case, that's not going to work. She made clear it sounded to her like sexual screaming. And think about it. It's a very different thing. One is all about yelling words, and the other is mostly or entirely incoherent noise. Don't you remember what happened? You were screaming your head off. It sounded nothing like a loud argument."

She sighed heavily. "Fuuuuck! You've ruined me! You and your big fat fucking cock! Making me cum over and over again, making me lose my mind! Do something about it! Fix it! Use your evil charisma to talk her into staying silent. But do NOT fuck her! She's a happily married woman, and I don't want to see you ruin her life too!"

Once again, I was highly inspired and aroused by her angry passion. I could easily imagine her sitting on me cowgirl-style and grinding down on my erection while screaming "You've ruined me! You and your big fat fucking cock!" And I was getting the distinct impression that she was feeling aroused too, just as those words suggested.

In fact, even though she was sitting up stiffly with no obvious signs of arousal, I was nearly certain her pussy was getting wet from recalling what we'd done. She was absolutely determined not to let that show.

Still, I had to play it cool. The tension between us had to build until she was practically ready to explode from sexual need. Plus, I had to deal with her accusations.

I shook my head in frustration. "First off, I don't have 'evil charisma.' And don't worry, I wouldn't so much as flirt with her. The sanctity of marriage is a very scared thing to me."

"HA!" She laughed heartily, before looking around and remembering to lower her voice. "Are you trying to be a comedian? So says the married man who has his own stable of fucking sex slaves!"

I was glad that at least she looked around and lowered her voice still more before saying "fucking sex slaves."

I winced. "Okay, point taken. But it's different when your spouse approves and even encourages it. Remember that Mindy is a cucquean."

"Ugh! Don't remind me! She's a disgrace to all women, letting you fuck around. Your whole family is mentally deranged!"

"Calm down, please. Besides, you didn't seem to mind me fucking around yesterday!"

Sonia got red-faced again. "Shut UP, already! Stop bringing that up!"

I decided to let that slide, and said, "Yes, Mindy and Cindy know what happened. I told them, just as I said I would. But that's as far as it goes, so far. They can be trusted with that secret. Sue Ellen doesn't even know yet. Don't you think it would show if she did? She wears her heart on her sleeve. She would interact with you differently somehow, I'm sure, although I don't know exactly how."

Sonia considered that. "True. Although I only said hello to her in passing today. But I suppose I have to believe you on that one, since it would be so easy for me to talk to her and see if you're lying. Which I'm bound to do at some point today anyway."

I nodded. "Right. Look. I'm not trying to humiliate you." (I thought to myself, Well, maybe a little bit!) "I want to keep this a secret as much as you do. I had to tell my wife and mistress about what we did for reasons that I explained to you yesterday. Plus, Sue Ellen is going to find out sooner or later, I'm sure. How could she not? Somehow, something will give it away. Probably you'll act differently around her."

"I will not!"

"Sonia, please. Don't just say the opposite of whatever I say. I'm really not a bad guy. I don't want to cause you trouble. If you think you still hate me in general, that's your right. But we should work together on this one thing, keeping what happened a secret. I could be an 'ooga booga dumbass caveman' as you called me yesterday, and go around boasting about fucking you, if I'm as bad as you say. But I'm not going to do that, because I don't want to be mean to you. I'm trying to do the opposite, and get the people who know to stay silent. I keep telling you, I want to be your friend."

She huffed, "Huh! Some friend! First you fuck me with your huge cock, and then you humiliate me by constantly reminding me about all the stupid stuff I said when you made me scream in total ecstasy!" She looked a bit abashed as she realized what she'd said.

For the sake of her pride, I let that slide. "I'm sorry, I can't help but tease you a bit. I might keep doing some of that, I don't know. You seem to bring that side out of me, because you're so teasible, for some reason. Maybe it's that you're so very uptight, yet you shouldn't be. I'd like to see you let your hair down and lighten up. If I tease you, tease me back instead of just insulting me and staring daggers at me."

She responded, "What am I going to say? You continually confound and annoy me!" She sighed in frustration. "I'll admit you don't have mind control powers, but it's easier for me to imagine that you do, because yesterday shouldn't have happened in a million years! I shouldn't be talking to you now. None of this should be happening! It's like an endless nightmare!"

She dramatically clutched her hands up in the air and looked up as if trying to plead to God for divine help. "What is it going to take to get you out of my life?!"

She realized she might be getting too demonstrative. She looked around and saw a few people in nearby booths staring at her. I'm sure that only embarrassed her more.

She turned her glare back on me, lowered her voice, and went on, "And now you say Lori knows, Paula knows, and Sue Ellen is likely to know. You're probably right about Sue Ellen, by the way. If I'm honest, I probably will treat her differently somehow, although I don't even know how. My emotions are all a jumble, and that's going to show. Help me put this genie back in the bottle! How can this be undone?! Already, I've lost the respect of Lori and Paula forever. I can never get that back!"

I asked, "Have you? Have you really? I don't know about Paula. I don't understand her at all. Today's the first time I so much as said 'boo' to her, and that didn't exactly go so well. But I'll bet Lori and Sue Ellen will look at this very differently than you think they will. Remember, you're known as 'the Bat.' Basically, everyone who works for you thinks you have a two-by-four stuck up your ass. You act bitchy pretty much all the time, and they think it's because you have next to no social life, and therefore no sex life whatsoever. You put all your blood, sweat, and tears into this restaurant."

"That part is true," she sighed, exasperated. "I have no choice! If I didn't do that, this place would have gone under and I'd have been left with nothing!"

"Maybe so. But I think the point is, most if not all of the other waitresses would love to hear that you got laid, period, let alone that it was 'good enough for you' to have you screaming your head off in your supposedly soundproofed office."

She winced, then hissed, "Please stop reminding me about that!"

I simply went on, "We're talking about other women here who would rather be proud of you than feel sorry for you. Despite the way you treat them, I think they want to see you happy. I'm sure they know that you're lonely and unhappy with how you've been treated by the men in your life."

"Which now includes you, unfortunately," she pointed out tartly.

"We'll see. Our relationship is in its very early stages."

She groaned loudly and clutched her head with both hands. "'Our relationship?!' Fucking stab me straight through with a pitchfork already to put me out of my misery! There is NO relationship!"

I grinned and winked. "I think you're starting to warm up to me."

She groaned even louder, and with greater agony. Then she looked around and saw that a few of the customers were staring at her in confusion. She dropped her hands from her hand and put on an "all is normal" face.

I couldn't help but smirk. It was too much fun winding her up.

I got the discussion back on track by saying, "Anyway, about your waitresses. I think you're underestimating them. I'll bet they'd think of an event like your getting laid as a positive, not a negative. Maybe then you could take that stick out of your ass."

She growled at me, "And what? Replace it with your huge dick up my pussy?"

Or your ass, I thought impudently. I'm not picky. Are you? The sudden surge of stiffness in my groin area at the notion made the necessity of steering my fantasies away from that line of thinking even more imperative than usual.

She complained, "How is that any better?! It looks like I'm either metaphorically or literally fucked!" She looked around carefully after that outburst. Luckily, the customers weren't paying attention due to her keeping her voice down.

She went on, "And you don't understand! I get the 'she needs to get laid' sentiment. I can even see some truth to that. The problem is, it was with YOU! The ultimate humiliation! You're my worst enemy, the man I've cursed as the spawn of Satan, the textbook example of the worst the male half of our species has to offer! Everyone knows how much I hate you! So if it comes out that I got fucked by you, I'll lose all respect! Especially if it gets out that I got so royally fucked that I screamed... well, too much! Hell, even I can't stand to look myself in the mirror!"

My erection was throbbing almost painfully. It seemed clear that she was very impressed by the intensity of our sexual encounter. I just needed to be patient, and her desire for a repeat performance would grow so strong that it simply couldn't be denied. That was my hope, at any rate.

I said, "Sonia, look at me."

She looked, grudgingly.

I asked, "Am I really that bad? I think you got the wrong impression about me from day one, and things spiraled from there. Due to your misunderstanding about my relationship with Sue Ellen, and then misunderstanding even more about my other lovers. What if the polyamorous life isn't a bad thing, but just a different thing? Turn the clock back fifty years. Would you be feeling the same way if you found out one of your waitresses was lesbian? Would you be disgusted at their so-called sexual deviancy?"

"That's totally different!" she complained.

"Is it? Really? Look me in my eyes and tell me that's not how the typical restaurant owner would have reacted fifty years ago."

She grudgingly admitted, "Well, maybe so on that. But that's a red herring. Just because society turned out to be wrong on homosexuality doesn't mean that just ANY sort of sexual relationship is okay. Am I supposed to approve of incest now too? Or bestiality? Or necrophilia? You have to deal with these things on a case by case basis, and your relationship with Sue Ellen is WRONG! Full stop!"

I noticed that she had strong feelings against incest. Not that I expected anything different from her.

She lowered her voice even more. "You made her your motherfucking SEX SLAVE! How is that morally right in ANY universe?! It's not! And all your relationships with the rest of your floozies are like that. Which makes you a very bad person!"

I said, "First off, don't call them 'floozies.' You've met Mindy and Cindy. Are they bad people? Do they deserve to be insulted?"

"Fine. Whatever." She waved a hand dismissively.

I went on, "Secondly, you're judging things you don't understand, I think almost entirely due to your misunderstanding of the words 'master' and 'slave.' Do you know anything about people who have dominant and submissive relationships?"

She didn't reply, which I took as an affirmative.

"It's a pretty common thing, you know. Millions of people take part in some version of that. Some want to be in charge, some want to be told what to do. Sure, in some cases it can be totally fucked up, but in other cases it's just people having fun in the bedroom to the harm of no one. Are you categorically against all of that?"

She grudgingly replied, "Well, no. It's not my thing AT ALL and never would be my thing. I can't claim I understand it, and I doubt I ever will. I put it in the same category as, say, people peeing on each other. I don't get it at all. But hey, there are a lot of fetishes out there, and I don't really care. As long as it doesn't involve me and it's not something illegal like underage sex, then... whatever. Let people get their kicks."

I said, "Good. I like that attitude, and it's the same for me. I feel the same about peeing, by the way. I don't understand it at all, but if two people like that and it works for them, I try to have a live and let live attitude."

She nodded.

"So why does it suddenly become different if the words 'master' and 'slave' are used? Why do we suddenly become monsters? You know that's not meant literally. This is not like Civil War slavery at all! People use extreme language to try to express the intensity of their emotions. For instance, if I were fucking you and you screamed 'Make me your whore,' I obviously wouldn't take that literally. I would mark that up to you getting really carried away in the moment. And depending on the people and the situation, maybe that would turn you on, or turn me on, or both. No harm done. It's just words."

I was trying to be sincere, but I was probably pushing it a little bit. I tried not to take the master and slave thing that seriously, especially at a time like this, but I couldn't say the same for some of my slaves (heck, probably all of them!).

She said, annoyed, "First off, try to use examples that don't involve you fucking me, okay? I'm having a hard enough time putting those traumatic memories out of my mind as it is! But besides that, it's not 'just words' if the people well and truly mean them! The problem I have with Sue Ellen is that she doesn't just SAY she's your slave, she obviously completely 100 percent believes it! She's actually proud of it! Not just as some sexually exciting thing to say in the bedroom, but because she's convinced you ARE her master! You literally OWN her!"

I carefully asked, "What gives you that impression? Did she say that to you?"

"No, not in so many words. But it's obvious in everything she says and does. She's so into you that it's ridiculous! Not to mention disturbing! You're warping that poor girl's innocent mind with the power of your... your..." She waved in the direction of my crotch without looking, even though the table between us shielded her from the sight of my rampant erection.

Then she did a double take when she realized what she'd just said, even with her never saying the final word. Her blush had faded, but it came back fast, thanks to that telling comment.

I held a hand up. "Don't be embarrassed. I get what you mean. I have had some great sex with her, and that can be a powerful emotional bond. Which it is between her and me. Right now, she's fallen head over heels for me, and I'm deeply in love with her too. Since she and I have a relationship that involves dominance and submission, and uses that language, she takes that to an extreme to convey the power of her feelings both to herself and everyone else. But it's not this terrible thing that you think it is. Isn't she still the same lovely and adorable person she's always been? And isn't she even happier than before? Much happier, even?"

I mostly believed that, too.

Sonia sighed heavily again and slumped against the back of the booth we were sitting in. "I suppose. You know I can't deny that. But look at it from my point of view. You're a pretty scary guy! You've enslaved a bunch of women to your..." - she waved distractedly towards my unseen crotch again - "THING!"

I couldn't resist grinning. It was too much fun teasing her.

She continued, "And whether that's a strictly literal use of the word 'enslaved' or a looser definition, it's still damn scary! I want you to get the hell out of my life and out of my restaurant!"

Now it was my turn to sigh. "I can see we have a pretty serious difference of opinion and I'm not going to change your mind about this. So be it. But can you see at least that I'm not a 'mental rapist,' just as I don't have mind control powers? I don't drink the blood of little children for breakfast either. I don't think I deserve your wrath or your insults. I'm not trying to hurt you. In fact, I want to help you."

She said hotly, "Yeah, so you can fuck me some more!"

I sighed again. "Look. I'll freely admit that I would love to fuck you some more. You've a very beautiful and passionate woman, and your passion comes out sexually in a powerful way. In short, you're a great fuck! Sorry to be so blunt, but that's the truth. That said, I'm not trying to actively seduce you."

Sonia gave me a look that just shouted "Am I supposed to believe that, from you!?" before leaning forward again and stabbing the table with a finger. "Then why do you keep coming here?!"

"Hello! Sue Ellen! First and foremost, I care about her a lot, and I simply like being near her, even if we don't interact. But also, the more I come here, the more I like the food and the atmosphere. It's a good place for me to get some writing done. Plus, I like the waitresses, if only to look at. You can see I'm a high libido guy, and you have the sexiest waitresses of any restaurant in town."

She glowered at me angrily, "And you're going to fuck them all, one by one!"

I slumped in my seat in frustration. "No, that's not my plan at all. Now, full disclosure, if one of them throws herself at me, I might not turn her down. It depends. But I'm not trying to seduce any of them. I am a VERY happy camper right now. I'm as sexually satisfied and satiated as a man can be. That's not bragging, it's just the unvarnished truth. More women means more complications and potential trouble. It's almost always not worth it."

She crossed her arms in front of herself and replied sarcastically, "Oh, you poor soul. My heart bleeds for you."

I ignored that. "But I do like to look. Which brings us back to you. Even though you hate me, the more I get to know you, the more I like you. And I certainly enjoyed fucking you! I'll just be straight up honest with you. Yes, I would love a repeat of that!"

I heard Sonia inhale sharply in what sounded like surprise. The look on her face was confused, and I could see satisfaction warring with rejection.

"I think you're beyond amazing when you're honest with yourself and really let your hair down. I'm hard pressed to think of a woman I know who compares to you and what it's like to be with you."

I looked her in the eye and saw her flush with pleasure ever so briefly before she looked away from me in embarrassment.

"But, and here's a key fact: if that does happen, I'm not going to try to draw you into my 'web of depravity.'" I made mocking air quotes.

She put her hands on her hips. "Oh. Really. I'm sure you told Sue Ellen the same thing."

"Actually, I didn't. Ask her, please! I was up front with her from the very start that I was going to dominate her, because I could tell that's what she wanted and even needed."

"I will!" she said defiantly. "I think you're a liar!"

"Please do. Each woman is unique. Sue Ellen happens to be very submissive. If it wasn't me, she'd find someone to ring those particular bells for her eventually. Mindy, by contrast, isn't like that. We have a very different relationship. You don't strike me as the submissive type. Not at all, in fact."

"I'm NOT!" she said hotly.

"Right. I wouldn't even want try to push you into that. It just isn't you, and I like you just the way you are. Well, minus some of the bitchiness."

She was staring intently at me, her expression unreadable.

"So you don't have to worry about me 'brainwashing' you or anything like that, because that's impossible. If we have a great fuck or even a bunch of great fucks, it's not going to change your fundamental personality. We had sex yesterday afternoon. That's a fact that can't be denied. Are you a fundamentally different person than who you were 24 hours ago?"

"No."

"Do you feel a sudden urge to call me 'master?'"

"Obviously not! Don't flatter yourself! You were good, but not THAT good! Nobody is!"

I gave her a winning smile. "You see? I'm not a scary guy."

She looked at me dubiously. "Sure, you say that NOW. But a rapist will say any lie he thinks will work to get some innocent girl into his van!"

I groaned and put my head in my hands. "Come on! Am I really that bad?"

She crossed her arms defiantly. "You might be."

I signed in resignation. "Do me a favor, okay?"

She sneered sarcastically, "Yeah, right. Because we're such pals."

"Just hear me out. Talk to Mindy and Cindy again. Learn more of them and more about what they think of me. I think you'll find that they're not monsters and neither am I. We're just people who found an unusual sexual lifestyle that works for us. I want to get on at least reasonable terms with you. I don't want you to think I'm your enemy or that I'm a bad person, because I'm not."

She warily replied, "Okay, fine. I've got a lot of things to do. I've been talking to you for far too long. I'll talk to your wife and mistress" - she made a sour face at that - "but I see no more reason to talk to you today. I'd appreciate it if you try to stay out of my way. I've got a restaurant to run."

I grinned, because I couldn't help myself. "And I've got some great ideas that could make your restaurant much more profitable."

"UGH! Not that again! Why do YOU have to have those ideas? Of all the people in the world! It's like God is trying to play some cosmic joke on me. Let's not even talk about that. Those ideas will keep. I want to talk to you as little as possible until this whole... situation... from yesterday blows over. Okay?"

I nodded. "Fine. You want your space. I get it. But don't mind me if I come here a lot. Because that's what's going to be happening."

"ARRGH! You're impossible!" She stood up and shook her fist at me. "We're done. Good day, sir!" She stomped off, back to the back of the restaurant.

Less than a minute after she left, Josie came to me with my milkshake. Although I'd ordered it before I talked to Sonia, she'd waited until the coast was clear. As she put the milkshake on the table before me, she smirked. "See, Mr. C.? Told you. You're still here, and I don't see any bite marks or stab wounds on you. You survived the Bat again! It confirms my theory that there's more going on here than meets the eye. What's the story? Do you have some secret blackmail material on her?"

I joked, "Yes, I do. In the famous words of Charlton Heston, 'It's people!' I discovered that all the meat used here is actually soylent green, if you know what I mean." I winked.

She chuckled. "Yeah, right! But it must be something like that, because I saw her come at you like hell on wheels. Then, as I was serving customers, I kept looking over, expecting some final explosion, leaving nothing but a crater and insurance claims. But instead, she left with kind of a dazed expression and you're still here, sitting pretty. It's bizarre!"

As Josie was talking, Sue Ellen finished with a customer and crossed the restaurant to join us. She took my hand and looked to me with great concern and love. "Mast- Er, uh... I mean Dan..."

Josie chuckled. Then she told Sue Ellen, "Go ahead, call him 'Master.' We all know that's how you think of him." Her tone and expression made it clear that if she didn't approve, at least she didn't disapprove. It seemed more like she thought it was an adorable quirk.

Sue Ellen nodded in thanks, then looked to me again. "Master! Are you okay?! I was so worried!"

I squeezed her hand. "I'm fine. Sonia and I argue like that sometimes, but we always work it out. You don't have to worry about me."

Sue Ellen practically swooned with delight.

Josie couldn't resist giving her a playful shove. "Girl, I can totally read your mind: 'best master ever.'"

Sue Ellen looked at Josie like she really was a mind reader. "He IS! Every day, I fall in love with him even more!" Then her face suddenly turned sad. She let go of my hand and rushed back to her section.

Josie raised a curious eyebrow regarding Sue Ellen's abrupt mood swing. "What was that all about?"

I could guess well enough: my Cupcake wanted to give me a big hug and kiss, and then realized she shouldn't do that, due to the sex boycott. In fact, it was prohibited. That greatly upset her.

I was going to excuse it away with a white lie, but Josie seemed so cool about everything that I decided honesty was better. The sex boycott could go on a week or more, and if I was at Mama Mia's most every day, it wasn't something that could be easily papered over. So I motioned for her to lean in close.

She did so.

I spoke extra quietly. "Keep this just between you and me, okay?"

She nodded solemnly.

"Things between her Sue Ellen and me are as strong as ever, as you can see. However, for complicated reasons, it's best if we're not intimate... in a place like this. At least for a while. That's hard on her. And me too, actually."

Josie tapped her nose. "Ah. I get it. You're on thin ice with the Bat, and overt hanky panky could push her over the edge. That sucks."

I decided that having Josie think this was about placating Sonia was a good way to go. Explaining the total sex boycott and the rationale behind it was foolhardy, since it would reveal too much about my harem life. So I just said, "Yeah. If you could try to be supportive and cheer her up, that would be nice."

"No problem. She hasn't been working here long, but I already consider her a friend. She's such a doll."

Josie left after that, due to her having to tend to other customers.

I just sat there drinking my milkshake. I might have looked and sounded calm on the outside, but talking to Sonia left me rattled. Plus, she gave me a raging erection, and all I could do was be patient and try to keep my mind on non-sexual matters until it went away. That wasn't easy, since everything in my life lately seemed to be related to sex somehow.

I decided to do what I did to get rid of my boner after meeting with Jane at the coffee shop, mainly talk to Mario, the handyman in charge of building the "lighthouse" in the backyard. Even though we'd talked earlier, there was always more to discuss while he worked out the details of the project and which supplies to buy.

That call was sufficiently mundane to get my penis to go flaccid, at long last. I was secretly amused to wonder what Mario would think if he knew he was becoming my go-to sexual buzzkill.

When the call ended, I booted up my computer and tried to get back into writing. However, it had been a long time since I'd made any forward progress on my latest swashbuckling novel. Yesterday, I'd worked on doing background research about the harem life, especially Topkapi Palace life. I'd also recently gone through the earlier novel text to determine what should be censored and what shouldn't.

That was all useful and necessary to do at some point, but still, I'd lost the plot and my creative forward momentum. Furthermore, I was so distracted from the many sexual adventures happening in my own life that I found it tough to get back into writing anything.

Sonia was weighing heavily on my mind. Our conversation, while mostly hostile, served to remind me how sexy and passionate she was, and how much I longed to fuck her again. But my desire for Jane was quite possibly ever greater, since things were frustrating with Sonia whereas I definitely had a date with Jane in the evening. The possibilities of that were simply breathtaking. It was a wonder I could think of anything else at all!

When I wasn't thinking of that, all I had to do was look up and it would be easy for me to see Sue Ellen working on the other side of the restaurant. That reminded me of the truly epic tickle attack she and Cindy had given me this morning. That, in turn, made me think of all the great tickle attacks Michelle and Ruby had given me, and how much I missed them. And if I wasn't thinking of any of those people, I probably was thinking of Mindy or Nicky.

My love life was complicated, to say the least!

I decided the best way to get back into my novel was to reread the last few chapters. I'd looked them over recently, but with an eye to the censoring. That was very different than looking it over like a reader. For instance, I might have quickly decided an entire chapter was too racy for the uncensored version, so I wouldn't have read any of it at all.

I had only been at that task for a few minutes when I got a call from Michelle. Given that it was from her, there was no telling how sexually suggestive it might get. So I told her I'd call her back in a minute. Then I shut my laptop down and took it with me out to my car in the parking lot so I could talk to her in complete privacy.

Once we were reconnected, Michelle said, "Daddy, you need to come home, big time! There are all sorts of problems with the construction job in the backyard! The guy Mario hired to get things started doesn't know what he's doing, and he's screwing up left and right?"

I asked, "Really? How?"

"Every possible way! I can't really explain over the phone. I need to show you. Where are you? You should come over right now!"

I sensed a trap, a clear and obvious sexual trap. I decided to play along. "I'm at Mama Mia's. I suppose I can come over, since it's not far. Should we meet outside with Mario's helper, or up in your bedroom, so we can talk in private?"

"Oh, definitely up in my bedroom! Ruby and I want to talk about the mistakes that guy has made, and we can't really talk freely if he's with us."

"That makes sense," I replied, playing along for the moment. "The only thing is, I've been in a really horny mood, what with the sex boycott and no way to get relief. It's hard for me to think straight with a bad case of blue balls. So what if Ruby sucks my dick while you tell me all about these problems?"

Michelle squealed excitedly. "Oh my GOD! What a GREAT idea! That sounds PERFECT! We won't tell, I promise! The only thing is, it would be even better if I could suck your cock while Ruby tells you about those problems. She knows way more about them than I do!"

I heard in the background, "I do not!" Obviously, that was Ruby.

I said, "We can do that. But I don't want to break more of the sex boycott than I have to, so only one of you can suck me. It sounds like Ruby is going to miss out."

I heard sounds of arguing and struggle. I couldn't tell what was being said exactly, since both of them were talking to each other at once. I heard a few brief snippets, such as "Gimme that! Gimme the damn phone!"

After about ten seconds, Ruby gained control of the phone, or at least got her mouth close to it, because I heard her shout, "Master, Michelle is a LIAR! She knows WAY more about those problems than I do! You have to talk to her!"

I said, calmly, "Okay, Michelle. I heard that. So Ruby will suck me while you and I just talk. Sounds like a plan."

Michelle wailed, "NooooOOOOoooo!"

I decided that I'd strung them along long enough, and I needed to say something before they killed each other. "Hey! Both of you! You realize I'm just teasing you, don't you? There won't be any cocksucking of any kind."

There was a long pause, then they both said at once, "There won't?"

"No! The total sex boycott is only a couple of hours old! Did you really think I would give up that easily? I just wanted to test you, to see what your real agenda is. Obviously, you just wanted to bring me there so you could try to seduce me."

Michelle took charge again. "That's not true! There really ARE problems! This whole lighthouse project is turning into a disaster! You HAVE to come here, right now!"

I said, "As it so happens, I just got off the phone with Mario a few minutes ago, and he's been in close contact with his helper. There have been some problems, but we've been working them out over the phone."

There was a very long pause. A deflated Michelle finally said, "Oh. Dammit. I knew it was too good to be true."

Ruby said, "Oh God! What a disaster! Michelle, I TOLD you not to try this! It was a desperate Hail Mary at best. But nooooOOoooo. You just had to go ahead with it anyway."

Michelle complained, "Yeah, you've got all the wisdom of Solomon now, but before the call began, you said-"

I cut them off. "Shelle, I could see right through your little ploy from the very start. Even if I did come over, do you think I'd really let you suck my dick, just like that? Do you really think I'd have that little willpower?"

Michelle complained, pleadingly, "But why not?! It's something we want and enjoy, and it's something you want and enjoy. It's win-win all around! Ruby and I have some special outfits that you're really going to love, and we've been practicing some of our favorite moves. I promise, it'll be the best sucking ever! What's the harm?!"

I sighed audibly into the phone. "Have you heard nothing that I've said about the boycott? Don't you understand what I'm trying to do?"

Ruby spoke up. "Of course we heard you, Master. We're not trying to be disrespectful. We understand you feel the need to lay down the law. But we're just suggesting that you could do that in a way that involves more cocksucking, at last."

Michelle chimed in, "Not to mention titfucking!"

I sighed again, louder and with more emotion. "This is my point. It can't all be tickle attacks and spermy facials without discipline and order. I'm supposed to be the master of our harem and I need to be in charge! Period!" I sighed once more. "I'm not going to get into it in detail now. But tonight I need to have a house meeting anyway, so I'll have to try to explain my position on the sex boycott all over again then. How will we ever get through that if you don't even understand what it is?"

Michelle said, "It sounds pretty hopeless to me. Maybe you should just forget the whole thing. We'll be waaaaay more respectful, I promise."

Ruby added, "Me too! If fact, hearing you talk about ruling us with more discipline and order sounds super hot!"

Michelle seconded that, "Definitely! Why not go a whole different route, with lots more sexy spankings? And you can tie us up and have your way with us too! Slap your big cock on our faces until we see the light!"

Ruby spoke with increasing excitement. "And collars! Master, if only you'd collar us, I think you'd find us way more obedient. How can we act like proper slaves when everyone knows slaves are supposed to wear collars?!"

I cut in, "I'm ending this phone call now, before you two get completely carried away. To reiterate: I'm not coming over until the family meeting. That should be around five, but maybe earlier. Mindy will call you about the time. And don't try to ambush me there or anywhere else. It's not going to work!"

Michelle pleaded, "But Daddy! Your cock is so big and THICK! Your balls are so full of cum! That cum NEEDS to come out! If you don't cum even once for the whole day, the results could be tragic!"

I had to snicker at that, because she sounded so sincerely concerned. "Oh, really? How? Will my penis explode or will it fall off? I'm curious."

"Hey!" Michelle was suddenly emphatic. "Don't even joke about that or we'll have nightmares!"

After some more talk along these lines, I was just about to end the call when a startling thought occurred to me. "Hey! Are you even calling from home?! I just remembered that you have an early shift at the video shop, don't you?"

There was a long silence. I heard Ruby whisper "Busted!"

Michelle reluctantly spoke. "Well, technically speaking, that is true. But we could be home in a flash if you're there!"

I asked, "Then how do you know about these supposed problems with Mario's helper? Let me guess: you don't. As far as tricky schemes go, this one is piss-poor for you."

Michelle groaned in frustration.

I finally got them off the phone not long after that.

I sat in my car and stared out the window. Those two. It's just as I figured. Of course they're already trying to set traps for me. Can't they see how pathetically obvious they are? No way am I going to fall for any of their tricks. They haven't even begun to see how much sexual willpower I have. And if my plan works out with Jane, and maybe Sonia, I can have great sex AND break their rebellion at the same time! 

I looked around the parking lot. Good thing I took that call back in my car. If anyone heard me talking like that, they'd put me in the loony bin! 

I walked back into Mama Mia's. I hoped the distractions were over and I'd finally be able to get some serious writing done.




Chapter 26



Back in Mama Mia's, I returned to my booth where my half-finished vanilla milkshake was still waiting, along with some of my less valuable possessions. I booted up my computer again and resumed reading some older chapters in my swashbuckling novel, trying to get back into the flow of the plot.

At the same time, I realized I still hadn't eaten lunch. I'd had a late breakfast, so I didn't mind having a late lunch. I caught Josie's attention and ordered an eggplant sandwich from her.

Happily, I was undisturbed by anyone for a long stretch. I finished lunch without incident, and managed to get caught up on my reading.

Sue Ellen seemed busy with her customers and made no attempt to come talk to me. I would have liked to talk to Josie and get to know her better, but I decided I should focus on writing, for once, and put all distractions aside. The mysterious Dolly was completely avoiding me, as usual. Paula was lurking around of course, but since I'd left her section she hadn't spoken another word to me, and I was glad to keep it that way.

Not surprisingly, Sonia was nowhere to be seen. I figured she was avoiding me, and it would take a major restaurant crisis for her to come to the front near where I was, as long as I was there. I was okay with that. We'd had a significant interaction, and maybe I'd even started to get her to rethink her idea of me being so "evil." I figured I also needed time, for her sexual interest in another sex session to grow.

That left me with just my novel. I even turned my cell phone off to eliminate distractions. After catching up on the recent chapters, I reviewed my notes on various ideas and my future plot outline. I was disappointed to see from those notes just how little progress I'd made on the novel in the last two weeks. I thought, What have I been doing? Having sex twenty-four hours a day?! Sheesh! Obviously not, but that's not entirely inaccurate. I've been way too focused on sex. God! Where did the time go? 

I really need to get back in gear. If there's one silver lining to the total sex boycott, it's that I should be able to go on a productive writing tear. True, technically it won't be a "total" sex boycott if things go as I hope with Jane tonight, and also assuming she'll want future dates. And Sonia is a wild card. Hopefully we'll get it on again before the boycott is over. But my sexual activity is obviously going to go way down, and I'll be away from my loved ones nearly all the time. What else is there to do but write?

I thought some more about the characters in my novel, especially John, Roxanna, and Morgana. Clearly, John the stranded sailor is a stand-in for me. He's even wound up in a sultan's harem, though he's stuck in a Persian Gulf kingdom and finds himself entangled in a harem of over three dozen gorgeous women instead of "just" five like me.

Roxanna is Michelle, even though she had to be dusky skinned, brown eyed, and raven haired to be a princess from the local region for plot purposes. Since she's a secret princess that has fallen into the sultan's harem, she's arrogant, prideful, and stubborn, like many princesses are - and like Michelle is. And she has an enormous, jutting bust and an insatiable sex drive, just like you-know-who.

Morgana is a version of Ruby. Like John, she's young and English, and she's wound up in a harem far from home. She has fair skin, green eyes, flaming red hair, and a mighty bust, just like Ruby. But in something of a twist, I made her the de facto head of the harem, putting her above Roxanna, flipping the way Ruby always follows Michelle.

I realized that I missed Michelle and Ruby a great deal already, and I'd be missing them more and more as the sex boycott wore on. But I could "see" and "interact" with them through my novel, at least. That gave me renewed interest in writing more soon.

One interesting thing I saw in my notes was that back on May 26, almost two weeks ago, Mindy suggested that I add a new character based on Jane Corlin. I thought that was a great idea, and I'd started to do so that very day. Since I thought of Jane as regal and almost like royalty, it made sense to make her the queen. However, this kingdom was ruled by a sultan, so that made her the sultana.

I hadn't actually directly introduced her into the story yet, but I'd started dropping mentions of her and weaving her into the plot (insofar as the novel still had a plot and not just lots of steamy sex scenes!). I'd given her the name Jana - not exactly subtle, I know, but hey, I'm the author and I get to do what I want. She had been a harem girl once herself, but the sultan had fallen in love with her due to her outstanding looks, which closely matched Jane's, including a stunning face, long, dark brown hair, and enormous, awesome breasts. But she'd also proved to be extremely clever, allowing her to survive and rise though all sorts of intrigues and even assassination plots, despite still only being in her late twenties.

The sultan had grown old and very sick the past few years, leaving a power vacuum. (That also explains why all the harem women were so hot for John, since he was the first man with a working penis some of them had seen in all that time.) Sultana Jana had become the de facto power behind the throne, capably ruling the kingdom in the sultan's name. A couple of years ago, she'd had the sultan's only children, a son and a daughter. She couldn't take direct power herself, but when the sultan died, this set her up to rule as the "regent" in her son's name for many years to come.

Jana got involved in the story because John realized that he needed to free his crew members who were still stuck in prison. He spent virtually all his time having great sex in the harem, especially with Roxanna and Morgana, usually as a threesome. (The two women had formed an alliance with each other to monopolize most of his time, bound together by their nearly endless passion for sucking his cock. I don't know if any readers would find that even remotely plausible, but I could vouch for the fact that it was based on real characters and real events!)

However, John couldn't fully enjoy himself due to the guilt he felt for his crew. Working through his harem connections, he managed to significantly upgrade their prison conditions to something approaching luxurious, but still, the worst part of a prison is the loss of freedom, and he hadn't been able to change that. The brutal truth was that his harem women wanted to help him lessen his guilt, but not actually free his crew for fear that he would sail back to England with his crew, leaving them (and the harem) behind.

As a result, John decided he needed to try new options. The harem was built into the side of the sultan's palace, and the more he grew familiar with the harem women, the more he learned of the palace and the political intrigues within it. His goal was to meet and befriend Sultana Jana, because she definitely had the power to set his crew free. But that wasn't an easy thing to do, since Roxanna and Morgana didn't want him to leave the harem for any reasons, especially not to meet Jana. Not only would that be dangerous if he failed in any way, but they would be equally worried if he succeeded, for fear that would lead to his departure. So he hadn't even told them of his plan.

This was the build-up I had been working on, with John gaining intel from the other harem women while working hard not to reveal his intentions for fear that would get back to Morgana and Roxanna and he would be stuck in his gilded cage. But I hadn't gotten far enough for him to put his plan in motion, because I just hadn't been writing much new material since then.

My real-life encounter with Jane gave my writing new energy. Before, I could only speculate what Jane would be like physically. Plus, despite seeing her at so many parties and events over the years, her personality remained an enigma to me, due to her secretive nature. But all that changed after yesterday's "pool game."

I immediately changed the plot to allow John to meet Jana sooner rather than later, so I could channel my energy about Jane into my writing while I was highly inspired by her. It turns out that while he was scheming to meet her, she was likewise scheming to meet him, though for a different reason: lust! She eventually heard through vague rumors of a man who had managed to infiltrate the harem and was having sex with all the women there. This didn't concern her at much at first, because even though that was supposed to be a death sentence, she knew the harem women had nothing to do with the sultan being so sick and old, so this man could be a diversion to keep those women busy, so long as he was discreet about it. She didn't care much about the harem one way or another, since it had no useful benefit for her. Besides, it reminded her of her humble origins as a harem girl, a fact she wanted everyone to forget.

However, over time, her sources began passing on stories of this man's unusual sexual prowess. Jana was still young and gorgeous and she had a particularly high libido. That helped explain why she got in the harem in the first place, and then rose to the top there. With the sultan no longer able to sexually perform whatsoever, Jana would have loved to take a lover, but the dangers were great, both for her and the lover. Although the sultan was sick and old, he was still alive and alert, and he was jealous and possessive. If he found out Jana was having sex with another man, he almost certainly would kill both of them.

Thus, so far, Jana found it hadn't been worth the risk to have an affair with a man (though she did burn off her considerable sexual energies with some of her female assistants). All of the men she might choose from lived in the palace and thus were part of palace intrigues in one way or another, whether they wanted to be or not. Virtually any man she bedded would immediately want to start scheming to use her to become the next sultan, because that's how men usually are.

However, as Jana heard more bits and pieces of information about the man let loose in the harem from her few friends she still had back from her own harem days, she found out that he was a white foreigner named John who came all the way from England, though he was fluent in Arabic. This was key, because it meant he could never aspire to be sultan in any circumstance. The public would never accept a foreigner as their leader, especially one that looked so different from them.

That gave her the green light to potentially use him as her sexual outlet. However, she had the problem of meeting him to find out if he was suitable for her purposes. She couldn't simply send in a squad of soldiers to bring him to her. Doing that would lead to scandal, since some of the soldiers were bound to talk. John's presence was still a closely guarded secret, and she only knew about him due to her personal former harem connection. If rumors started to spread, the sultan would find out, and then John would be a dead man, thus killing off her best hope of having a secret lover. John was tantalizingly close to her, physically, but still frustratingly far away.

She decided to change the situation to her favor. The sultan's chambers had a secret tunnel directly into the harem, for obvious reasons. That tunnel broke into side tunnels allowing the sultan to spy on almost anywhere in the harem. Of course the sultan never used any of these tunnels anymore, since he couldn't even stand without assistance, but back in the day it was useful for him to spy on the harem women to help him decide which one he was going to fuck next.

Jana used the sultan's worsening sickness to get him to move out of his chambers, under the pretense that moving to a new locale with "fresh air" could help him get better. Once the sultan was gone, the sultana's chambers were right next door, with connecting doors, so this gave her access to the tunnel into the harem. Before she dared to use it, she first tried out the various spy holes in the tunnel network to see John with her own eyes for the first time and determine if he was to her liking. Plus, she had a chance to find out with her own senses if his sexual reputation was justified.

She found his pale skin and different appearance off-putting at first, but it wasn't long before she confirmed that he was an extraordinary sex stud. He spent nearly all day, every day, fucking and getting sucked! He seemed to have the sexual stamina of five very healthy men combined. Jana's sexual side had grown dormant, but she had a wild harem past, and soon her sexual fires were relit and burning bright. There still was danger in meeting him, but she observed him for a full month whenever she had some free time (running the country kept her quite busy, naturally), and her desire for John reached such a fever pitch that she was ready to take the necessary risk.

Eventually, the big day came. Jana had one personal servant named Mina who also was a close friend and occasional lover (she had to let out her sexual energies somehow). Mina had been a harem slave, just like her, and when Jana rose out of the harem, she'd taken Mina with her. Jana was afraid to meet John all alone, because she had no idea how he'd react. So she had Mina dress up like a security guard, complete with sword and dagger, even though Mina had next to no training using any weapon of any kind. Like Jana, she was a gorgeous woman who had been trained in the art of sexually pleasuring a man.

Mina's name wasn't exactly an accident. As John's harem story came to parallel my own real life harem situation in an increasing number of ways, I was becoming increasingly overt in who each character was based on. Mina was an obvious version of Mindy, and her looks were nearly identical, except for Mina having to have darker skin and dark brown hair so she could plausibly be from the Middle East. I gave her a sense of humor too, which made her a court jester of sorts for the sultana, as well as a trusted friend. However, I wondered how Mina would take it to find that instead of being in the head honcho role, as wife, she was the servant of Jana, who clearly was Jane! I hoped that could further my plan to get my wife worried about Jane as a legitimate threat who could replace her as my number one in real life.

I patted myself on the back for my cleverness with that idea.

Thanks to this burst of inspiration, I was writing up a storm. I wrote more new material in two hours than I had in the last week, at least.

However, right when I got to the point where Jana was going to meet John in the flesh, I had another interruption that I simply couldn't ignore, and it stopped my writing "roll" in its tracks. I heard someone coughing to get my attention. I looked up and found Sonia, of all people, standing there!

She was still thoroughly covered in black, and she had her arms crossed under her breasts to show her disapproval of me. She also had a very annoyed expression on her face. At least she didn't quite look like she was planning on killing me any minute, though her composure pointed in that general direction. Once she saw me look up, she asked, "What's the big idea, asshole?!"

I held my hands up defensively, which was becoming a habit around Sonia. "I didn't do anything!"

"And I should believe you... why? Oh, that's right, I shouldn't! Whatever you're doing, undo it NOW! I'm willing to tolerate your presence here, barely, due to the terms of our bet. But I won't stand you for mentally torturing any of my waitresses! If that's the way you're going to be, you're out of here!"

I shook my head, thinking, What now?! I gestured to the other side of the booth. "Please sit down. Obviously, there's been some misunderstanding. You're going to have to explain what you're on about, so I can explain why you're wrong."

She huffed, "Fine!" Then she sat down. But then she crossed her arms again and just stared at me with irritation some more.

After some long moments of this, I asked, "Well?"

"You really don't know?"

"I haven't a clue. I've just been writing, not interacting with anybody."

She raised her hands to the heavens. "UGH! Men! Either they're heartless or clueless. I'm curious to see which you are, this time. Given that it's you, it's probably both."

I gesticulation in frustration. "Tell me already!"

She leaned in and lowered her voice, even though by this time the lunch rush was well over and there were almost no other customers left. "It's Sue Ellen. Look at her."

I looked around for Sue Ellen. She had her back turned and was cleaning one of the tables. "I'm looking. And...?! She's busy waitressing. What's the problem?"

Sonia pointed aggressively at me. "The problem is YOU! She's been a MESS for the past couple of hours. She held herself together as long as there were customers, but since then she's quietly broken into tears more than once! The other waitresses alerted me to the problem luckily enough, and I called her back to my office. I asked her what was wrong, and she wouldn't say. But clearly, it has something to do with YOU! The mere mention of your name brought an anguished look to her face."

She went on, "Now, I don't approve of your freaky master-slave relationship with her, not at all. What you said didn't sway me one bit. But I must admit that at least it's had the happy side benefit of making her happy all the time."

"She's a naturally happy person," I pointed out.

"True. But I knew her about a week before she met you, and believe me, there's a big difference. She was happy before, but since then she's infectiously happy. Meaning she's so happy that she puts smiles on the faces of everyone around her, which is great for business. Before, she walked. Since then, she floats. But today is just the opposite. She's acting like her mother died or something. She claims that you didn't do anything, but I can see right through her. Whatever you did, undo it now! That's an order!"

I sat back and shook my head slightly. "As I thought, there's been some kind of big misunderstanding. I've been neither heartless nor clueless. I've just been totally absorbed in my writing. I've hardly even lifted my head from the screen in the last two hours. Josie will attest to that, since I haven't really talked to her in that time, much less Sue Ellen. So how am I to blame?"

Sonia still glared at me. She waved both hands in annoyance, like waving off a buzzing fly. "I don't know. It must have been something you did before. Undo it! She's not just my employee, you know. I genuinely like her as a person. That's why your enslavement of her bothers me so much." She leaned in close, and hissed as if making a threat, "So put a fucking smile back on her face!"

I chuckled. "Man! Talk about a misunderstanding. Okay, let's get her over here and clear this up." I yelled out, "Cupcake!"

Sue Ellen's head turned in a nanosecond and her face lit up with hope. She looked right at me expectantly. I waved her to come over.

She hurried to the booth.

It was a ways to go, so while we were waiting, Sonia quietly muttered to me, "Look at how she responds to you like some lovestruck fool. It's distressing."

I didn't have a chance to reply to that, because Sue Ellen came into hearing range, but I gave Sonia a disapproving look.

Sue Ellen stood up stiffly next to me, looking straight ahead. Since she was standing and I was sitting, that meant she was staring over my head. She said, "Yes, Master? Did you call?"

"Yes, I did. There seems to be some kind of misunderstanding that I hope you can clear up. She thinks I did something to you that made you upset."

"Permission to speak freely?"

"Within common sense reason, sure."

She nodded, then looked at me with shy embarrassment. "Master, I don't mean to challenge or disrespect you, but it IS something you did!"

Sonia smiled. "A-HA!"

I frowned. "What is it?"

Sue Ellen blushed as she struggled over what to say next. "It's that... you know... you won't let me have sex with you today!" She dropped her voice down to a very quiet whisper to add, "I'm not even allowed to suck you!"

Sonia's smile quickly turned to a frown.

I looked to Sonia with a slightly pained expression. "I suppose this needs some explanation. Remember how you got so upset at me for taking part in some pretty blatant hanky panky here in your restaurant?"

Sonia sardonically asked back, "How could I forget?"

"Well, I like working on my laptop here, and I know I've tested your patience at times. I don't want to make you go ballistic from another incident like that, so I've set a rule of a total sex boycott in this restaurant. Just to be on the safe side, I've told her that we shouldn't even hug or kiss, because when we start doing that, things have a tendency to slip out of control. I didn't realize it would bother her this much. And with my nose in my laptop, I didn't notice how she was getting on."

Sonia looked back and forth between Sue Ellen and me. "Wait a minute." She asked her, "You're telling me that you're so upset because you can't hug or kiss your man?!"

Sue Ellen nodded. "Close." She looked to me. "Master, permission to be a little more sexually frank with her? Otherwise she might not understand."

I nodded. I just hoped that she caught on and had the sense to limit whatever she said to what was happening in the restaurant only, instead of explaining the total sex boycott.

My Cupcake got down on one knee so she could get close to Sonia and whisper in her ear. And even though she did that with a hand assisting, I still could just make out what she was saying.

"Ms. Bossi, of course I'm upset I can't hug or kiss him! It's the best feeling in the world to have his strong arms around me and his lips on mine! I've never felt so loved! But if that was all, I could handle it. What really bothers me is that I can't do anything to his penis at all. I can't even touch it! You have no idea of the sheer joy I feel whenever I wrap my lip around his incredible thickness and suck! It's the closest thing to Heaven there is on this Earth! Except maybe when he impales himself all the way into my pussy, bottoming out so deep inside me! That's even BETTER! And after he thrusts in and out for so long, so hard and powerful, it's all I can do to keep cumming and not lose my mind! Such urgent thrusting! Then, when he cums in me, well, that IS Heaven! I could just die of pure joy!"

As Sue Ellen was talking, I saw Sonia's eyes grow larger and larger, until she almost looked like a stunned comic book character. She also jerked up as straight as she could be, as if someone stuck a finger up her asshole and was wiggling that finger inside her and she had to pretend on pain of death that it wasn't happening.

I must admit I was secretly enjoying Sonia's reaction.

My Cupcake went on, "Sorry to get so sexually explicit, but I kind of had to tell you that much so you could understand how I feel. Please don't blame him, because he hasn't done anything to me... and that's the problem! I WANT him to do all kinds of naughty things to me! Do you have any idea how tough it is for me to carry on working when he's sitting there?! To be so close and yet so far! I want to be naked and kneeling before him, like usual, so he can use my body for his pleasure, and mine! I know you probably can't understand my way of thinking, but THAT'S what puts a smile on my face all the time!"

Sonia had gotten very very still and her bugged out eyes were staring straight ahead, but I doubt she was seeing anything that I'd be able to view. It was obvious to me that she was struggling to contain her response to such a provocative explanation of Sue Ellen's sadness.

Sue Ellen's face was positively aglow in fond memory. She concluded, "And now... he's going to be here most every day while I'm working. What if he gets a massive boner, and I can see it through his clothes?! Am I supposed to just carry on like nothing's wrong?! It's so distressing that I can't help but cry!"

That left Sonia speechless, with those same comically wide eyes. Her chest was heaving all of a sudden too. Her breasts weren't the biggest in the world, and her black outfit did her no favors, but still it was fun for her to see her breathing like that.

I gave Sue Ellen a smile and said, "Thank you, Cupcake. That was pretty explicit, but I suppose it was necessary to help your boss understand the true situation. I think you can go now, because I have some more to say to her. But thanks again, and remember how much I love you."

She beamed and stood all the way back up. "I love you too, Master! So much! I wish I could express it with my mouth on your... well..." She stopped and looked around since she wasn't whispering into Sonia's ear anymore. "Well, you know what I mean. The King!"

The smile fell from her face. "Oh, gosh, I'd better go before I get all upset again." She suddenly rushed away, back to her current section of the restaurant.

I looked to Sonia with a bit of a smirk. "Well? What do you have to say to that? Do you still blame me for being cruel or evil or something like that?"

Sonia still didn't know how to respond. She tried to delay with a long, "Ummmm..."

To needle her a bit, I said, "You know, if you really care about putting that big smile back on her face, you could fix it."

She pointed at her own chest, which was still heaving. "Me?! What can I do?!"

"Give her explicit permission to do... whatever with me here in the restaurant. Like before you caught us. I'm sure that'll put a smile on her face and keep it there, even if we don't actually do much. Just the possibility that we could makes all the difference."

I was taking a calculated risk with that suggestion, because if she agreed to it that would put me in a bind, since the total sex boycott was still in effect. But I was 100 percent sure she wouldn't agree to it. Besides, if she did I had options to wiggle out of trouble, including spending less time at the restaurant for the duration of the boycott.

I needn't have worried, because she scowled and said, "Are you fucking insane?! There's no way I would ever agree to that!"

I nodded knowingly. "Of course. I forgot about the jealousy factor."

Her angry expression, which seemed to be the norm around me, returned. "'Jealousy factor?!' What are you talking about?!"

"Isn't it obvious? We fucked yesterday. Don't you feel a certain possessiveness in not wanting to see me fuck someone else? I do. I would not be happy to find out that you went and fucked another guy already. That's just human nature."

She practically spat at me. "I could care less! In fact, I hope you do! If you're fucking yourself half to death, which you probably do most of the time, by the way, maybe then you'll leave me alone! As if I could get that lucky!"

I prodded her, "So then, you don't mind if I fuck Sue Ellen? I know what you're going to say, about doing it in your restaurant, where some other customers might see. But what if you let us use some private room in the back? That worked for you and me yesterday."

A murderous look surfaced in her eyes again.

Unfazed by her anger, I simply shrugged. "Hey, you were the one insisting that I 'fix' whatever I actually HADN'T done to her. We both know that if you were more accommodating with your demand, her smile would return, at no cost to you."

She put her hands on her hips, even as she continued to sit. "'No cost to me?!' There's a big cost! I wouldn't turn this establishment into some kind of whorehouse for any amount of money! And I know, I know, it's technically not a whorehouse if there's no money exchanged, but you know what I mean, so don't try to deny it!"

I just grinned. "Fair enough. What about if we use a van in the parking lot then, just to blow off some sexual steam? You'd hardly have to know."

She gesticulated in frustration. "But I would know!" She leaned in aggressively over the table between us, and hissed quietly, "Can't you just keep it in your pants for five minutes?! Why do you have to be such a satyr?! Such an unstoppable sex machine! Be normal! Have sex once a day, if that, like everybody else!"

I smirked. "As I thought. You're jealous. Possessive. That tells me you secretly can't wait until we fuck again."

She dramatically stood up. "YOU LIE! You're so full of shit, I can smell the stank pouring out your ears!"

I replied calmly. "Maybe so. We'll see. If you can think of a way for Sue Ellen and me to blow off some steam around here, then maybe you're right. Otherwise, I'm going to think you're jealous."

She looked around a bit sheepishly, remembering the other customers. She sat down again, mostly, still very agitated. She quietly hissed, "This is why I hate you! You're so fucking COCKY!" She glared through the table where she knew my crotch had to be. "Just because you have such a damn BIG COCK, you assume that any woman will want you! You think that all you have to do is snap your fingers and I'll just strip naked for you, spread my legs and welcome your incredible thickness back into my- I mean… er, me. And then you think that I'm going to churn and grind on it until I cum and cum and cum some more, with the best sex I've ever had in my life!"

She realized she was getting a little too passionate, not to mention visibly aroused. She concluded, "Well, you're WRONG! I'm the one that got away from you! Because you're such a fucking BASTARD! I'm not going to give you the satisfaction, no matter how great it is, because I can't stand to see your smug 'I told you so' face as you thrust into me! No way! I have some pride!"

I shrugged. "Suit yourself. As you know, I have other options. But if you don't want to have sex with me, I hope what we did yesterday causes your sexual side to reawaken, so you'll at least start having sex with somebody who rocks your boat. I think it'll make you a much happier person, and a better boss. Who knows? Your staff might even admire you, as opposed to just merely respecting you. Your goal should be to get rid of your 'Bat' nickname by no longer deserving it."

I went on, as I looked her over, "But look at you. You actually cultivate it, like it's something to be proud about. Even though you know all the waitresses call you 'Bat,' you wear all black or mostly black every single day, just like a bat."

She huffed defensively, "Hey, I happen to like black."

"Do you? I'll bet you any money that you didn't like it this much before your divorce. I think it's your 'fuck off and go away' sign. You don't want any man to get close to you, because you're worried you might get hurt. So not only do you wear black, but you completely cover up, like you're living in Alaska, just to be sure the 'fuck off' message is clear enough."

She leaned forward again. "What do I have to do to make it clearer to YOU?! Fuck off and go away!"

I just smiled peacefully and let that slide. I'm pleased to say that infuriated her, since she gets even more beautiful when she's angry. "I'm not talking just about me. I like the idea of fucking you because you so clearly need it. Somebody needs to fuck the bitchiness out of you. If not me, then someone else. So if you want me off your back, start dressing like the beautiful woman you are!

"This" - I waved at her all black outfit - "isn't you. Why wear depressing clothes like impenetrable armor? You deserve better."

The look that Sonia was giving me now was a curiously confusing mixture of defiant and interested. It didn't help that I kept imagining her nodding in agreement before inviting me back to her office to show me what she thought of my opinions of her.

I went on, "Look. You enjoyed what we did yesterday. You know you can't deny it. Why go without? Put yourself back out on the market. Find some nice guy. If you don't want to put your heart out there for fear of being hurt, get a 'booty call' guy. With your looks, you should have no trouble finding someone like that, if you only signal that you're available."

She complained, "You make it sound like I need a man in my life."

I sighed. "Sure, you can get by all alone, and with no sex whatsoever. You've proved it these last few years. But are you happiest living like that? We both know the answer."

She crossed her arms. "Happiness is a luxury, one I can't afford right now."

"Pardon my French, but that's bullshit! When I look at you, I see a woman who is sadly 'incomplete' because she has cut off and denied a part of herself, and therefore someone who can't be truly happy. You are a woman who is both passionate and lusty, complete with a libido and a sex drive worthy of being a fully adult woman in the prime of her life. It's a part of who you are, and it is wondrous and glorious, and it is your birthright to accept and revel in what makes you such a rare and remarkable woman in your own right. Your restaurant isn't going to fall apart if you have some social life and you know it. You'd be a better boss if you could burn off your frustrations, and you know that too."

She sneered, "And I suppose you're thinking I'll pick YOU for the job!"

"Hardly. I'm taken several times over, and you have an irrational hatred of me, so I'm not exactly an ideal candidate. All I'm saying is that there's more to you than what you've permitted yourself these last few years. You're an attractive, steely, passionate woman who has been tested, and you have not broken. But this..." - I gestured at her clothes again - "and this..." - I waved expansively to take in the nearly restaurant - "can't be all there is to the one and only Sonia Bossi. You're an incredible woman, who's meant for bigger and better things!"

She smirked, before saying though a nasty chuckle at my expense, "You mean, like your enormous dick?" She even raised a sardonic eyebrow at me.

"I'm not talking about me here. I'm talking about you."

"Oh sure," she mocked me. "Why, it's almost as if all this buttering me up doesn't have an ulterior motive to it."

I gave her a tole rant look. "I'm sorry you can't take a compliment. But I think that if you're truly honest, you'll admit that what I say is true. At least admit it to yourself. You must have some friends and family. I'll bet you anything that they tell you things like 'let your hair down sometimes' and 'take some time for yourself.'"

She spoke through clenched teeth, "You don't know me. How dare you presume to tell me how others advise me!"

"I'll take that as confirmation that I'm right." I let a pause stretch out, while she just glowered at me.

Then I said, "I blame your ex-husband for the fact that you're now in the place where you are, with your tough job situation, not to mention your very understandable bitterness. But you don't have to stay like this forever. If you do, you're kind of letting him win. You're entitled to find your own happiness and joy, such that you can not only just live but also love and be loved in return, as a complete woman. Get your best revenge by living well, including no longer living like a nun."

A long silence stretched out as she seemed to seriously contemplate my words. Then she huffed some more, "Maybe I will! Especially if it'll get you off my back for good! In fact, that sounds like a pretty damn good idea. It's the first semi-intelligent thing you've said all day. I have been doing without for a long time, and it sucks. I am going to get some booty call guy! So there! That'll show you that I could care less about you!"

I nodded. "Good. So tomorrow I look forward to see you dress in something sexy. That'll be the first step in getting rid of the Bat."

She stared challengingly. "Just you wait and see! I'm not a stick in the mud. I can change! Nothing matters more to me than this restaurant. It's my baby. You're probably right that getting rid of the 'Bat' image will make my employees happier, which in turn will make the customers happier, which will increase sales. So I WILL work on that. But not because of you, except maybe to get rid of you!"

I nodded again. "Good. Even if it's not for me, I can still enjoy the sight of you in a sexy outfit, can't I?"

She rolled her eyes. "You're hopeless. A true sex maniac. Do what you want and see if I care. Just leave me alone!" She stood up. "Are we done here?"

"I think so."

"Good! I'm leaving, and I hope I don't see your smug face until tomorrow. Better yet, never again!" She spun on her heels and strutted back to her office.

As she left, I couldn't help but appreciate watching her ass sway back and forth. Even more inspiringly, watching her hips sashay like that reminded me of how much control she had over her hips while I'd been buried balls deep inside her.

On the whole, I have to admit I was pretty darn happy with how that interaction went. Despite all her vehement denials to the contrary, I was increasingly convinced that we'd be fucking again soon, and I could hardly wait. Such passion!




Chapter 27



With Sonia gone, I tried to get back to my swashbuckler novel. But I was rattled and distracted. I couldn't stop thinking about how pleasurable it had been to fuck her, and how much I wanted to fuck her again. Maybe there was something special about anger sex, or maybe it was her seemingly magical hips, but I couldn't deny what we did yesterday was the best fucking session I'd had in years. That's a difficult and tricky thing to admit, when the sex wasn't with my wife! Luckily, I knew I was in no danger of falling in love with her, or her with me, or things could get problematic.

I found myself wondering if I could find a way to insert a Sonia-based character into my novel. That way, I could fuck her vividly in my imagination even if I couldn't do it in real life. I was becoming increasingly convinced that the novel would never be published, because I didn't want to ruin my reputation, and if I went with the uncensored version, that might just come to a halt halfway through as the erotic plot totally took over. But we didn't need the money, and I could just write it for my own entertainment, even though that sounded selfish.

But regardless of whether the novel ever saw the light of day or not, I still had my own writing standards, and I couldn't see any way to introduce a Sonia character into the story without it seeming forced. Maybe later, but right now the plot was pointing to the first meeting of John and Sultana Jana, and I had to see that through before I could even think about introducing new characters.

Thinking about that reminded me of my date with Jane tonight. In fact, I found myself thinking about that so very much that it was hard for me to even think about the novel version of Jane. I wanted the real thing, actual flesh and blood in my hands!

I checked the time on my laptop and realized it was four o'clock, which meant I only had a little while to go anyway.

I gave Mindy a quick call to confirm that she and Cindy would be able to meet at the house at four-thirty.

She said she was, which meant that getting back to writing would be pointless. I couldn't get back into a groove in half an hour, and if I did it would only be frustrating since I'd have to stop again anyway.

She also told me that she'd spoken to Sue Ellen on the phone and conveyed the importance of everyone in the harem attending the meeting. Sue Ellen talked to Sonia about getting half an hour off, and surprisingly Sonia agreed.

I was pleased about that, but also intrigued. Why did Sonia agree to that when she didn't have to? And why didn't Sonia say anything to me about it? Maybe she'd talk to me tomorrow. Probably, she was trying to prove a point that she wasn't jealous of Sue Ellen having sex with me or something along those lines. I figured I'd find out when I talked to Sonia tomorrow (assuming that I did).

I'd been thinking heavily about Jane and everything I knew about her before making the call. While I had Mindy on the phone, I asked in a low voice, since I was still at my booth, "This is a random question, but I want you to be honest. You said you gave Jane a Dando, right?"

"Right. Easy question. Gotta go!"

"Not so fast," I said. "You know that's not the question, just the lead in. You also said that you didn't tell her what it really was, just that it was a gag gift. Right?"

"Right. It's hard not to gag on something THAT big when you really get into-"

"Ha ha, very funny, forgot to laugh. I'm serious here, so stop trying to change the subject. Because that's not really the full truth, is it? I'll bet you told her it was an exact duplicate replica of my erect penis, didn't you?"

She sighed. "I'm so sorry, Honey. I hate to lie to you, but I thought that was a little white lie, so you wouldn't get too mad at me. You're right, I did tell her that."

I sighed too. "I should have known. I should have a new motto: whenever there's a possibility of sexual scheming behind my back, assume it to be true." I sighed again. "What am I going to do with you? You're already deep in my doghouse. I can't even spank you because I'm not supposed to punish you while the sex boycott is going on."

She jokingly suggested, "Why don't you think about it for a few days, then forget about it and not punish me at all? I'll certainly learn my lesson if you do that!"

I just grunted. Somehow, I guessed that's what was likely to happen. It was tough to punish her on top of the sex boycott, and by the time it was over, it would probably slip my mind. I said, "I'll think of something. Oh, hey, I've got it: no more secrets! I want you to empty out your secrets bag. That way, I don't have to keep getting surprised like this."

There was a long pause. Finally, she said, "I'll try. But I'm trying to think, and nothing comes to mind. That bag got a lot lighter lately. There probably are a few more things, but it'll take me a while to get to them. I try hard not to think of secret-y stuff, you know."

"Well, work on it. Meanwhile, I want you to tell me the full story."

She asked, "What, about how she got the Dando?"

"Yes."

"Now?"

"Yes, now."

She made a crackling noise with her mouth. "Honey... sounds like... bad connection..."

I groaned. "This is no time for joking around. Come on!"

Her voice turned serious. "Well... I was mostly honest. It was presented to her as a gag gift of sorts for her birthday."

"Which birthday?"

"Oh, let's see. Two years ago, I think. Yes, that's it. And I didn't present it to her in front of all her friends, since that would have set every tongue in the neighborhood wagging. I did it as kind of an off-handed 'oh by the way here's this' thing when we were alone. By then, I'd been raving about the King to her for years. And she was complaining about how even the most handsome and well-hung men she could date weren't doing it for her. In fact, she claimed that the more physically ideal her boyfriends were, the worse they were in bed, as a general rule. I guess it's the Michelle Effect in reverse."

I looked around. I had to be careful what I said, even though nobody was remotely near me, since I was inside the restaurant. I said, "Are you even remotely implying that you-know-who is bad in bed?" I didn't want to mention Michelle's name in public, just to be safe.

"Of course not! She's going to be the ULTIMATE FUCK, I promise! If you're not twice as excited to fuck her as you are to fuck me, I'm going to be disappointed. And I know that sounds weird, but don't worry about it. It's a cucquean thing. Ruby too, of course. Both of them can't wait to be your buxom little fuck pets!"

I could feel my dick starting to engorge, but I willed it not to.

She went on, "Anyway, I'm talking in a more general sense, of letting one's looks go to one's head. There's no reason that can't happen to a guy too, though probably not to the same degree, since looks aren't as highly valued for men as they are for women."

"Point taken," I allowed. "Please continue."

"Right. Well, I don't think she knew what to do with it at first. She looked at it, and me, rather strangely, and didn't say much. And it's hard to have a frank sexual discussion with her, because her first instinct is to put up her walls. It takes me a long time talking to her to get those walls to come down, if they ever do at all. But I have a secret weapon to get around those walls."

"Which is?"

"Humor! You should try it. She normally wouldn't be able to say anything revealing about her sex life, at least not until I talked her ears off with a few sangrias to help. But I learned that she's got a great sense of humor, again once she loosens up a bit, and she can talk about sex quite openly and honestly if it's done in a jokey sort of way."

"Which you are a genius at, I presume?"

"So I've heard." She snickered. "I don't mean to boast, but that is the word on the street. And in the Kremlin and the White House and other places like that."

I chuckled. "You're nothing if not modest."

"Why thank you. I hate to even mention it, but since you brought it up, I did win the Nobel Prize for Modesty a few years back."

I played along. "Ah. So that's why you went on that trip to Stockholm. I was wondering."

"See? I'm so modest that I didn't even mention it until now. But anyhow, we'd already been 'joking' for years about how much she'd love to have sex with you. I know you can't see my hands, but I'm making air quotes around the word 'joking.' Oops, I did it again. Over the years, it became abundantly clear that she wasn't really joking. By the time the whole Christmas Party Incident happened, she was ready and willing to try a 'friends with benefits' thing with you, but unfortunately she had a serious boyfriend at the time."

"I know all that already. Let's not bring up that unfortunate ball of wax."

"I know, but I just mention it because that was around the time I gave her the Dando. That turned out to be a great means to get her to open up about sex even more than ever before, because everything about the Dando was kind of jokey. It wasn't long before she admitted that she was actually using it! And she claimed that it gave her greater orgasms than any actual fucking with her serious boyfriend at the time, due to the power of her imagination. She was thinking of YOU!"

I hadn't been aroused, but I started getting erect in a hurry as I imagined Jane lying naked on her bed pushing a Dando in and out of her hot, wet pussy. I got a little carried away daydreaming about Jane's muscular vaginal walls clinging to and dragging on my shaft, working my thickness in and out of herself with considerable effort.

Mindy snickered knowingly at my prolonged silence. "That puts an interesting image in your head, doesn't it?"

"You know me too well," I admitted.

"Well then, Mr. Big Cock, try this on for size then."

I said, "I swear, I can hear you smirking through the phone."

She snickered. "You're right, of course, but I'll try not to smirk so loudly. In the interest of full disclosure, and emptying out my secrets bag, here's another juicy secret for you: I actually gave her a second Dando."

I groaned unhappily.

"That was her birthday gift one year later. She was MUCH more appreciative that time, let me tell you." She chuckled.

"A second? Why? It's not like she could use two at once."

"Actually, she could, and did! And probably still does! She's super into titfucking, as I told you earlier. And isn't it great that we can talk about this sort of thing freely, now that you know what a raging cucquean I am? I've been wanting to share that with you for the longest time! Anyway, she likes using one Dando to slide in between her ginormous boobs and lick on the tip, pretending that's the real you. Meanwhile, she uses the other one in her pussy to heighten the whole experience. So it's like there are two of you, fucking her brains out on either end!"

"Jesus H. Christ!" I muttered.

"You forgot the pogo stick," she said. "I'm sure He's bouncing along in Heaven somewhere, thinking about Jane lying there like that. Even He must get horny sometimes."

"Now you're getting too sacrilegious."

"Sorry. But again in the interest of trying to unburden myself of all my secrets, I didn't know she'd use two at once until she told me she did. The main reason I gave her a second one was because Dando technology, or Dandonology, as I call it, improved greatly over the course of that year."

"Explain."

She started, "Dandonology is the study of busty and beautiful women who crave the ulti-"

I interrupted her with an annoyed groan.

"Sorry. The first Dandos were much as you'd expect. Your basic dildo. Stiff as steel and no frills, but it gets the job done. However, two mad scientists, namely the Gruesome Twosome, worked on it like a new Manhattan Project, striving to create the most perfect Dan cock found anywhere in the world outside of your crotch. They studied and copied all the best dildos on the market, all in the name of science, of course. You should have seen them titfucking themselves with dildo after dildo, while sucking on the tips."

"For science," I said sarcastically.

"Of course! For science!" She giggled. "Anyway, all the intimate research resulted in better texture, feel, flexibility, and even taste. But the major improvement for Jane's second Dando was turning it into a battery-operated vibrator."

My mouth was hanging open and I was having trouble breathing. My erection was throbbing almost painfully.

She snickered, "You should have seen how long they toiled on their 'science fair project.' You remember that? They whipped something off as their actual project in a jiffy and still got an A, because huge teenage boobs plus horny male teacher equals good grades." She chuckled. "Then they spent many, many hours instead perfecting the Dando. I dare say they could probably get job as dildo engineers, if such jobs exist. Dildologists, if you will."

I sighed. "I won't."

"Dildarians?"

"No. How did I miss all that?! I'm so oblivious."

"Yes, yes you are. And we love you for it. But it just goes to show that our Hellions are highly talented, if properly motivated. And nothing motivates them more than thoughts of your big, thick cock!" She snickered some more.

The dawning realization that my wife was telling me the truth didn't settle into my stomach and make it do flip flops, or make my erection throb and stiffen even more, as I would have expected. Instead, the enormity of what she was saying settled down into my balls, making them tighten and churn. I could feel an odd sensation of heat spreading outwards from my groin area, until it slowed and cooled out at my extremities.

She went on, "But I should also note that you kind of owe me, big time. It's true I was a bit sneaky about the whole Dando thing, but who benefits? Me? Actually, yes. All my cucquean buttons get pushed in a big way. But who benefits even more? YOU! Sure, Jane was hot for you already, thanks to a certain someone hyping you for years. Oops, that's me again! But then I took things to a whole new level with the Dandos! I'm actually pretty darn proud of myself. If they gave Nobel Prizes for Cucqueanology, I should win that one too!"

I said with amusement, "I hate to be the one to tell you, but you don't even have the one for modesty. And if you do, I think you just broke it with those comments."

She joked, 'That's what you think, I'm so immodest that it actually comes around to be super modest. It's very complicated and hard to explain, but trust me on this."

I snorted. "Yeah, right." I checked the time on my laptop again. "By the way, shouldn't you be going soon, if you're going to make it to the house meeting on time?"

"Oh yeah. Time flies when I'm talking about Dandos. They're one of my favorite topics. Anyway, before I go, remember the key lesson about all this Dando stuff, and that's that Jane wants you, big time! I know she seems extremely intimidating due to her great stately beauty and her aloof demeanor, but she really is a wonderful person with a great sense of humor once you get her to warm up, and she seriously wants your cock! After all this time, she doesn't just want a Dando, but real Dan-o! So be aggressive! Go for it! No, she's not submissive, but she does love sex."

She went on, "You need to be prepared to be totally drained!"

"Of life or of cum?"

"BOTH! I'll be VERY disappointed if you come home with a single spermatozoa left in your balls. In fact, I want her to drain you so thoroughly dry that you have to borrow sperm from the future, draining you dry for the entire next week!"

I laughed. "How does that work? Time travel?"

"I'm working on it. Actually, I'll put the Hellions on it and they'll probably actually make the first time machine, if it can put more cum in your balls for them to suck out! Anyway, Honey, see you on the flip side, in a few minutes!"

"Okay. Love you, Sweetheart."

After I disconnected the call, I shook my head in amazement. What a weird, weird life I live. I should be mad at Min over the latest Dando twist, but again, I benefit so much. Hopefully, I'll fuck Jane ragged tonight, and I'll feel so great and grateful that I WILL give Min a cucquean of the year award! 

And my glorious Gruesome Twosome. So singularly obsessed. I should be concerned, but once again I benefit so much that I can't complain! Man. I'm like the only male doctor in an insane asylum built specially for gorgeous nymphomaniacs. Best. Dysfunction. Ever!

I looked around and saw that I was still alone, and the crowd hadn't picked up yet. Then I looked down at my crotch and saw the all too obvious signs of my delight at discovering just how important I was to my daughters, and how central this specific part of me was to their lives. My erection was desperately needing relief, and there was nothing I could do about it, for once. Curiously, my balls kept slowly churning in anticipation too.

I turned my laptop off and put it away. Then I went to Sue Ellen. I carefully hid my erection as best I could, since having her see that would only increase her frustration.

"Hey, Cupcake."

She had been sitting alone, doing something on her cell phone. She looked up at me warily. "Hey." Then, after checking to make sure the coast was clear, she added, "Master." That put a smile on her face.

I smiled. "I'm going home now for the meeting. I hear you're coming, which is great. Do you want me to give you a ride?"

"So much! But I probably shouldn't. Being around you just gets me horny, and riding in a car with you gets me a special kind of horny." She didn't explain what that was, unfortunately.

I didn't want to ask since that would almost certainly only further frustrate the both of us.

She went on, "That's not good, to get all worked up right before a big meeting where I won't be allowed to... touch you." She licked her lips longingly. "Besides, I came in my own car, so it's probably best if I use it so I can get back fast."

I nodded. "That probably is for the best. Being close to you would only make me think naughty thoughts too. But don't worry, we'll get through this boycott okay. It just takes patience."

She nodded back sadly.

I went home on my own, after saying good-bye to Josie too.

I still had a serious hard-on, due to Mindy's talk about Jane using a Dando (and not one but two, which only worked me up more). But I just listened to the radio and mentally tuned out during the car ride, allowing my dick to finally go flaccid. That was deliberate, because I didn't want to be in a highly aroused state during the talk I was planning.

I stopped by a grocery store to buy a few items for Cindy's house that I didn't think she had, since I was going to be living there almost entirely on my own for the next few days at least. That was a carefully timed stop. I didn't want to get back to my house too quickly, for fear that I'd be alone with the Gruesome Twosome. That was just asking for trouble and trickery. But I didn't want to take too long and be seriously late to the meeting, since Sue Ellen had a limited time window. So it was a quick shopping trip. I'd have to go back another time to get more things.

Thanks to that stop, I was about five minutes late, which meant that Mindy, Cindy, Sue Ellen, Michelle, and Ruby were all there and waiting for my arrival. I was pleased to see that my instructions given to them both directly and passed on through Mindy had gotten through, that everyone should dress "normally" and not temptingly.

Of course, just as I'd expected, Michelle and Ruby pushed their luck on that. But I'd specified no cleavage (or boob of any kind) showing and legs covered down to their knees, so that severely limited their options. They looked stunning, as usual, but I could cope.

I led the group to the living room and sat down in the Dream Chair.

That caused gasps all around. All my cock slaves, except for Mindy, jerked forward, as if they already had a Pavlovian association to pleasure me somehow while I sat in that chair. And maybe they did, although I couldn't explain how. They seemed pained to watch me just sit there like it was any other chair.

I told them to pull their own chairs up and gather round.

This led to more distressed expressions. Clearly, they would have much preferred to kneel.

Happily for me, they took their seats without complaint. I was slightly amused to see that both Michelle and Ruby rather forcibly sat on their hands, as if they were afraid they couldn't control them otherwise.

I looked from face to face, letting the anticipation build up.

They were trying as hard as they could to be quiet, but Michelle broke right before I was about to speak. She raised her hand. "Master? Permission to speak?"

"I suppose."

"Can you sit anywhere else but there? What you're doing is a desecration to the whole concept of the Dream Chair! You should never sit there without at least three cock slaves taking turns on the King! It's just so... WRONG!"

The others all earnestly nodded. 

I responded in a droll voice, "Your concern is duly noted." I looked around once more, as if daring anyone else to speak up.

When nobody did, I formally announced, "Now, let's get this started. As you all know, this is day one of the total sex boycott. It seems that already some of you are not taking it seriously, and barely even understand what its purpose is." I stared pointedly at Michelle and Ruby.

Ruby said, "Master, we DO understand. It's just that we don't like it and are kind of in denial. But we get it. We even agree on a theoretical level that we deserve to be broken, that we should be broken, in order to become better slaves. Shouldn't we?" She looked to Michelle with unusual determination.

Michelle reluctantly nodded.

I thought, Interesting! A crack in the alliance between those two. Clearly, Ruby feels more that way than Shelle does. 

Ruby went on, "But knowing on an intellectual level is different than being able to handle it on an emotional level. If everyone did what their head says is right, there wouldn't be fat people in the world, and we know how that goes. We're trying, but it's not easy!"

I asked, "Attempting to trick me on the very first day is trying?" I briefly explained to the others how the Hellions attempted to get me alone at home so they could seduce me.

Ruby hung her head down. "Like I said, it's not easy."

Michelle pointed out, "It's only the first day for SOME people. For Ruby and me, we've been suffering through this boycott for two weeks already!"

"It hasn't been anywhere close to two weeks," I pointed out.

"It sure feels like it," Michelle huffed. "Two YEARS, more like! If I don't get some thick Daddy cock in my mouth soon, I think I'm going to go crazy!"

"Good!" I said. "What you call 'going crazy' I call breaking. Go ahead and legitimately break - no faking - and this ordeal can come to an end."

Michelle raised her hands up high, as if surrendering to a pointed gun. "I'm breaking already! I officially break!"

I shook my head. "Like I said, no faking. You're not even trying to be convincing. The point is to change your attitude, and Ruby's too. Your attitude hasn't changed one iota."

Michelle lowered her arms with a very sour look on her face.

I looked around the room again, and then said, "Anyway, there's a development tonight that I need to tell you about before it happens. Mindy and Cindy already know, but the rest of you don't. I hope." I looked carefully from Sue Ellen to Michelle to Ruby. They appeared to be clueless.

I went on, "My target with this sex boycott is mainly you two." I pointed about the Hellions. "Mindy is in my doghouse in a big way too for being your enabler and keeping too many secrets and generally running far too wild with her cucquean plans without consulting me first, and all sorts of other things. But the main problem is how you two are so willful and disobedient, despite supposedly calling yourself my cock slaves! You clearly don't understand the meaning of the word 'slave.'"

I stared at them hard.

Ruby timidly raised a hand.

I groaned. "What?"

"Master, we DO understand! It's what we live for, to serve you and to serve your cock! The Rules aren't just rules to us, like traffic rules or school rules. They're written on our very souls! Especially 'serve the cock' and 'share the cock.' Those are soooooo important to me! You have no idea! All I want to do is suck your cock, and titfuck it, and get deeply impaled by it, and cum on it, and generally serve it and you in every possible way, and get spanked by your strong hand, and love you forever! Being in this wonderful harem, being your cock slave, that's all I want! It guides my every waking thought! So don't say we don't understand the meaning of the word 'slave.' Because we DO! It's the very foundation of our Dream, our Plan, our destiny! To lovingly serve you in total submission until the days we die!"

Michelle stood up, turned to Ruby, and started clapping. "Bravo! Bravo! Ruby, that was beautiful! I couldn't have said it any better myself! It's like you were speaking from my heart, from my soul!" She turned to me with a fiery look in her eyes. "Gaawwwd! I so desperately badly NEED to rip all my clothes off, crawl to Daddy on my hands and knees, and suck some serious COCK!"

I held both hands up. "Hold it! Cool your engines! Michelle, sit back down, and that's an order!"

Michelle's eyes were still wild, but she reluctantly sat down.

I saw that their ample chests were heaving up and down. In fact, all the other women were similarly affected. I waited a full minute or more, to give everyone a chance to calm down.

Once all the breathing had returned to normal, I said to Ruby in particular, "That's very moving indeed. I'm touched that you feel that strongly about me. I'm honored. But if that's really true, why are you and your sister so damned difficult all the time?"

She explained, "We don't want to be, really we don't, but it's SO HARD to control our passions!"

I nodded. "I know. That's why I have to take effective control and truly master you. I know you're very emotional, and that's not bad thing in and of itself, but you also let your emotions run wild because you figure there will be no serious consequences. This boycott is starting to teach you that there is. Your pathetic attempt to try to set up an ambush to seduce me shows you still haven't learned a thing. I'm willing to hold out until you show actual learning, even if it takes weeks or months!"

None of my slaves looked happy about that.

I looked from face to face, carefully. Then I said, "Now, at first, I thought that just avoiding sexual contact with the three of you would be enough. After all, why punish Cupcake and Cindy too, when they did little to nothing wrong? But it soon became clear to me that while that almost certainly would work eventually, it would take a long time, and we don't have time to spare before Nicky gets back. Besides, I'm eager to fuck all of you, all the time!"

I continued, "But the problem is, you five are mentally joined at the hip. When one of you makes me cum, you celebrate it as a group victory. So then I went to Plan B. Namely, the total sex boycott. But then it came to me that there's a middle way that I want to try first. That is, a total sex boycott for YOU five, but not for me!"

All five stared at me with rapt interest, even Mindy and Cindy despite the fact that they presumably knew the gist of what I was going to say.

"I've got options, lots of options. Why should I suffer because you five are being difficult and sticking together like peas in a pod? So I want to experiment with sex outside of the harem and see how that works. If the five of you are too heartened and excited about that, then I'll stop and go back to the total sex boycott idea, including me. I'll be watching closely for your reactions, to see just how much you get vicarious pleasure out of this."

I paused significantly, then continued, "To that end, I'm going on a date tonight. With someone else."

I paused again. I wanted to see how the three who didn't know the news yet would react.

Sue Ellen, Michelle, and Ruby were literally on the edge of their seats. It was funny because they kept trying to check their eagerness, but they were failing miserably. Every few seconds, one of them would remember she wasn't supposed to appear overly interested and try to sit back and stay calm, only to get excited all over again and scoot forward once more.

I have to give them credit though that they at least all managed to stay silent.

I finally put them out of their curiosity misery by saying, "In case you're curious, I'm going on a date with Jane. Jane Corlin."

Michelle and Ruby both suddenly stood up as if they'd been launched out of cannons. It looked like they were going to rush at me and even tackle me. But both of them independently stopped themselves and turned around. Using all their willpower, they managed to stay silent and just slowly walk in circles around their chairs. But anyone could tell they would have screamed and jumped to the ceiling if they'd been free to express themselves.

Sue Ellen, by contrast, looked hopeful but confused.

After about a minute of silence, so the Hellions could more or less calm down, Mindy turned to Sue Ellen and asked, "You have no idea who Jane Corlin is, do you?"

My Cupcake said, "I've heard the name some lately, kind of in a very positive way, but I've never met her. I have no idea what she's like. Is she pretty?"

Ruby was still standing, trying to maintain her cool, but she turned to Sue Ellen and practically exploded, "Pretty?! Pretty?! Jane is a GODDESS! She's a local legend! She should be nationally famous! She's like, if you took the hotness of all five of us and added that together, you'd get her!"

Curiously, Michelle was a tad more restrained. "Well, let's not go that far. There's literally no woman on Earth who could look THAT good. We're not exactly ugly, you know. In fact, I'm damn proud of this harem. But, that said, if there was any woman besides us who deserve that kind of high praise, it's her."

I was hopeful that Michelle in particular would get jealous of Jane being intimate with me. It was encouraging that I could see a hint of that happening already. Clearly, Michelle didn't like the idea that Jane could be more beautiful than she was.

Ruby went on enthusiastically, "She's got a face that you have to see to believe. She somehow looks regal and classy and yet like a total slut whore at the same time! And her tits! My God! She's got tits out to here!" She held her hands a good foot out in front of her own very ample chest.

Again, Michelle was surprisingly restrained, "Well, once again, that sort of exaggeration doesn't help. She is seriously stacked, I'll give her that. Although her tits don't jut out dramatically like mine do."

I thought, Nice! Shelle DOES get a bit touchy about Jane! 

Ruby wasn't deterred though. Her eyes sparkled with delight. "Michelle, can you just imagine?! Jane, fucking Jane Corlin, naked and kneeling, with Daddy's big cock enveloped by her gigantic tits? Her face splattered with his cum as she cranes her head down and bobs for more, slurping and slobbering, maybe even deep throating? Falling head over heels in love with our master's perfect cock?"

Michelle let out a long, animalistic groan. "UNNNNRRRNGH! That sounds soooo.... HOT!" She clutched at her own huge tits and started squeezing.

I was chagrined. So much for jealousy! It looks like it's going to take more to push her into that direction. 

I clapped my hands. "HEY! Let's not get too excited here. Literally. Don't get excited! Shelle, sit back down and calm the hell down! That goes for you too, Ruby!"

The Hellions reluctantly sat down. I noticed that Michelle was tightly gripping her chair seat instead of just sitting on her hands.

Sue Ellen looked around uncertainly at the other women. "This is great news, right? If we can't serve the King during these trying days, then the best we can hope for is someone like Jane, right? Because our master is the best, so he deserves only the best!"

Cindy nodded.

Sue Ellen smiled, but she still looked confused. She asked Cindy, "Why are you so silent then? And especially you, Mindy. I would think you'd be over the moon!"

Mindy replied, "That's because Dan already told Cindy and me the news earlier today, at my office. So we're not surprised. But we definitely are delighted. In fact, I've been working to make this happen... well... let's just say a long time. A couple of years, at least. But we're not TOO excited, right? We don't want him to get the wrong idea."

Cupcake caught on. "Oh! Right!" She tried to wipe the smile off her face, but without much success.

Michelle and Ruby also tried to put on "everything is normal" faces, but they failed miserably. If nothing else, their mighty chests betrayed them, thanks to their heavy breathing.

I said, "We'll see how it goes. This is an experiment, like I said. My main concern isn't how things go with Jane but how things go with you. So far, I don't like what I see. You all seem way too excited and aroused by this news. I don't want you to be living vicariously through her too!"

Michelle was still sitting with her hands gripping her chair tightly, and her back as stiff as a board. "We're cool, right?" She looked to Ruby.

Ruby was clutching her head with both hands. She gasped out, "We're... cool!" After a reluctant pause, she added, "The main thing is... not to think... how this proves our master-"

Michelle wailed, "Shut the fuck up! I know what you're going to say! Don't even go there!"

Impressively, Ruby actually managed to keep quiet, though it looked like she was fit to burst.

I surveyed the room with an amused smile on my face. The reactions were almost exactly what I expected. The one surprise was that Mindy and Cindy were much calmer and quieter than I'd anticipated. Of course, the key there was that they'd had time to digest this news. But even given that, they were showing a more mature ability to control their emotions, knowing that I was testing them.

I knew that the initial reaction would be euphoric. What mattered more would be how their feelings about me dating Jane evolve over time. If I was right and I was able to manipulate events in the right way, I could at least get Mindy and Michelle supremely jealous, though for somewhat different reasons. So the real test wouldn't come until later.

I said, "Okay, so that's the big news. Based on the emotional reaction here though, I'm having second thoughts about the wisdom of this date plan. This date is a blank slate. I'm tempted to simply have a nice dinner with Jane, and keep things platonic."

My wife dramatically stood up. It looked like she was going to say something, or even shout something, in response to that. But she seemed to catch herself in the nick of time

I gave her a quizzical look. "Sweetheart? Something on your mind?"

She obviously switched to damage control mode, remembering that an emotional reaction could be the biggest blow to her cucquean cause. "Um... No! I was just... stretching." She plopped her ass back down.

I gave her a disapproving frown, which she noticed.

Then I said, "As to how the date goes, and if I get intimate with Jane at all, you'll have to wait until tomorrow to find out."

There was a collective disappointed groan.

"Probably tomorrow night," I added.

That created an even louder groan.

I went on, "And that will be the key test. How will you all react when I describe how the date went down? Will you all get uncontrollably horny? Will you be as excited as if I was getting it on with one of you here in the harem, or even more so? If that's the case, then my little experiment will be over right then and there. So we shall see."

Ruby muttered helplessly, "Oh God!" She slumped down with her head in her hands.

Mindy shyly raised a hand. "Can you at least tell some of us a little bit, before then? I'm your wife. Don't I deserve special consideration? I just want to know the general outline of what happens! If I don't know anything at all, how am I going to get a good night's rest?!"

The others all nodded at that. Clearly, they all wanted "special consideration" too.

I said, "Sorry. These are not normal times. We're in the middle of a sex boycott. There shall be no special considerations here. If you don't sleep well, that's probably a good thing from my point of view, since your sleeplessness can help end the sex boycott that much sooner. In fact, maybe I won't reveal how the date went tomorrow night either."

A very chastened Mindy started panting hard. She stared at me incredulously. "Are you serious?!"

"We'll see," I replied flippantly. "Probably not, because I don't want to draw this out too long. I want to know one way or another if a date like this will help or hurt the boycott cause. Now, if this goes as I hope, I could not only date Jane, but some others too. I have the phone numbers of all of our daughter's friends. I could give Anjali a call and date her tomorrow night, for instance."

Michelle perked up at that. She breathlessly whispered in awe, "FUCK HER!" Then, realizing what she said, she covered her mouth with both hands.

Ruby frantically tried to cover for her sister. "What she means is... whatevs! Whatever. We could care less. Do what you want, even if it means fucking her. Right?"

Michelle nodded. She kept her hands in place, apparently afraid to trust herself to speak.

I stayed silent and looked carefully from face to face again.

Bit by bit, that calmed them down. Michelle even took her hands from her face and sat on them again.

I said, "Regardless of how the date goes, I want you all to know that there's a new sheriff in town: ME! I've been far too lax. You're not going to see much of me for a while. I'll come over for dinner from time to time, to check in with everyone in a general way, and in a subdued setting, where there can be NO sexy ambushes." I glared at the Hellions as I said that.

They both obediently nodded, looking duly chastised.

I didn't trust them further than I could throw them on that particular matter, but I let it slide for now. "I might stay in some cases for a video chat with Nicky, since the equipment is here. But other than that, you will be seeing and hearing very little of me. Things are going to get pretty rough from now on. If you're crying... good! If you can't sleep a wink at night... better! If you're feeling utterly miserable... great! I'll take all those things as signs that the boycott is working. Things have to get worse before they get better. Probably a lot worse."

I went on, "So I'm determined to harden my heart for the duration, no matter how long that takes. No more Mr. Nice Guy from me, until this boycott is over. For all of you. Even you, Cupcake, and you, Cindy. I'll be out having fun with Jane and who knows else. I can endure this boycott just fine. Meanwhile, I'm going to put the screws on you. I can take increasingly severe steps if I have to. Right now, you think of me as your master, yes, but your pushover master. You think that I'll basically cave and do what you want if you beg and cajole me enough. No more!"

I glared hard at every member of my harem, and each one in turn bowed her head in shame.

I spoke with authority. "You call yourself 'slaves' to my cock, while actually trying to rule me through my cock. You call me 'master' while keeping secrets from me, manipulating me and trying to bend me to YOUR will in pursuit of your own desires. Well, I'm done with being your proverbial chew toy! If you want to be true slaves to my cock and call me your master, then you need to CHANGE, because I'm not going to live my life as a fraud!"

Absolute silence reigned. Each face looked more chastised and downcast than the last.

I stood up and declared, "Now, I have to go and get ready for my date. And Sue Ellen, you need to get back to work. But let me make one thing abundantly clear: this is NOT a democracy, this is a haremocracy! That means total rule by the master. Namely, ME! The alternative is infighting and chaos. So if you have complaints, tough! However, if you have any intelligent questions, I'll give you a chance to speak your mind."

There was a prolonged silence.

Then Cindy asked, "Master, can I ask where you're taking her?"

"No, you may not! And don't attempt to follow me or spy on me, or anything like that! If you do, I'll find out one way or another. You were only able to successfully scheme behind my back because I was totally clueless and trusting. When I'm suspicious you fold like a house of cards because you all wear your emotions on your sleeves. So I reserve the right to spy on you all in every possible way while this boycott goes on, just to be safe. But I hardly even need to, because if you do something like spy on this date, you'll easily give yourself away soon enough, and ruin all chances of future dates. Don't blow it!"

They seemed sufficiently chastened about that idea. However, I was going to remain very wary.

Another thought came to me. "Oh, and don't wait up for me, or even check on Cindy's place. Consider yourself confined to this house until tomorrow, with the exception of Sue Ellen leaving just long enough to finish off her work shift. And that's a master's order!"

That caused a collective disappointed groan.

Then I had another thought. "And here's something else: NO roleplays! I don't want you to pass the time by acting out what happens on my date, or anything like that. In fact, NO orgasms, period! Watch a movie or something normal like that." I looked to Sue Ellen. "Cupcake, right now, I consider you my most loyal slave. I hope you continue to live up to that reputation. I trust you to keep an eye on the others and make sure they don't spend the whole time I'm gone fantasizing and talking about what could happen on my date. I suppose I can't totally stop that, but 'no orgasms for anybody' should pretty much cover it. Understand?"

Sue Ellen nodded obediently. "Yes, Master. We're NOT going to get all excited, because if we do, that'll stop you from going on future dates. Which we definitely want to happen... but not too much." She grinned impishly, seeing the obvious contradiction there.

I grinned too. "Very good."

Michelle and Ruby looked grim and mutinous. Clearly, they weren't happy with the "no orgasms" rule. But they held their tongues.

After another long pause, Mindy shyly asked, "Honey? I know you very well may shoot this down, but I have to ask: can I help you get ready for your date? Help you pick what to wear and give you some tips and so on? I have all kinds of inside knowledge about Jane that can help you that I haven't had a chance to tell you yet."

"Thanks, but no thanks. I'll take my chances. I don't want to encourage your cucquean tendencies during the boycott, and helping me get ready for the date seems like the ultimate cucquean delight."

She said with clear mixed emotions, "It is." She looked like she'd just swallowed a lemon.

I offered, "In the future though, after the boycott is over, who knows? That could be a fun tradition. Assuming I still go on dates like this one."

That cheered her up some. She said with surprising determination, "Oh, you will. You will! I can't even tell you how... with Jane... Damn! I just going to shut up before I stick my foot in my mouth. Go! Go now! Knock her socks off... and the rest of her clothes! I'm sure you're going to be great! Even after all the times I've hyped you to her, she still has no idea what's about to hit her." She grinned knowingly, and smirked.

It was somehow reassuring for me to see my wife smirk again.

I got up out of the extremely comfortable Dream Chair and started to walk away. Then I stopped, turned around, and said, "I would kiss you, all of you... but... the sex boycott. As I said, we'll be having very little contact, including that. Sorry."

That sobered all of them up.

I left a room filled with the sad and silent faces of all the people I loved most in the world (with the exception of Nicky, of course).

After I closed the front door and left the house, I couldn't help but wonder how things would change once I was gone. I figured that they would all let out massive sighs of relief, because they didn't have to restrain their feelings about the Jane date anymore. If my hunch was right, the sad mood would be quickly extinguished as they all got worked up to the Nth degree about my date once I wasn't there to watch them.

I had mentioned in my spiel that I reserved the right to spy on them in any possible manner during the boycott. I made a mental note to look into buying some spying equipment tomorrow. The shit was about to get real. In order to impose my will on the harem, and especially on Michelle and Ruby, I had to get a lot tougher. I was as certain there would be more sexy scheming as I was certain the sun would keep rising and setting. It could be a big advantage to use technological means to get an edge. After all, they'd done it to me first, for years now.

But that was a problem for tomorrow. Right now, I had to turn my full attention to a much more appealing situation: my date with the one and only Jane Corlin!
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