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Chapter One

I Needed It Numbed First

◆◆◆

“Stop wriggling around, or I’ll fucking thrash you.”

“Whoa… you aren’t my Mom.”

“Sorry honey… I got carried away… but - oh, nothing.”

She was the woman fucking my asshole Dad, and okay, they were married, but Marjorie was only marginally older than me - five years is nothing when she’s only thirty. I never took her stepmother shit before, and I wasn’t taking it today even though she was helping me out.

“Claire, if I am not completely accurate with this bleach, it will hurt.”

“I can’t help it. My anus is sensitive, and it’s itchy.”

“Do you want it bleached or not?”

“Well… yes.”

“Do you want a guy to lick it without rasping off a few hairs?”

“Yeah. Should we be talking about this, Marjorie?”

“I’m a beautician, honey. I spend hours waxing pussies and bleaching assholes… wait a minute; that would be a glorious name for a beauty parlor.”

“I doubt the municipality would agree.”

“No… that’s true.”

Marjorie was an excellent beautician, but it was my first time having any treatments in my nether regions. My boyfriend enjoyed licking my hairy pussy, but when it came to my anus, it was a no-go unless I waxed and bleached it. I asked my father’s fourth wife to do me at home, and she agreed.

Half an hour ago, Marjorie unceremoniously prised my ass cheeks wide apart while I lay face down on her portable treatment bed. She applied an anesthetic cream to my anal area, numbing everything. Now, it was time to bleach and smoothen my hole and surrounding area using depigmentation laser beams.

Marjorie prised my cheeks apart again and got to work.

“Your anus is pretty, Claire.”

“I guess you’d know.”

“Do you prefer being fucked anally?”

“No… it’s just that… well… when Karl goes down on me, I get carried away and want a full service. I wouldn’t want just a rimming on its own… you know what I mean?”

“I do. I think the laser is better than chemical peels, but I don’t understand why you aren’t getting your pussy waxed too.”

“I don’t know… I worry about being fully naked down there.”

“I get that a lot. I can only say you get better tongue with a shaven haven, honey.”

Marjorie could be crude and quick-witted, which was why she survived my Dad’s temper - she gave as good as she got when they quarreled. I wanted my pussy waxed, but I was terrified of what Karl might think when he saw everything exposed. I also wasn’t sure if my foo-foo was beautiful or ugly unshorn.

When Marjorie finished with my anus, I used her mirrors and liked what I saw.

“The redness will go before tonight, Claire.”

“I like it.”

“Waxed pussies are much more beautiful than a bleached anus honey. Karl will spend half his day on his knees with his head between your legs if you get that heavy rug shorn off.”

“Do you think so?”

“I know so.”

I glanced at my unruly pubic bush in the mirror. It wasn’t unattractive, but Karl did have to claw through my lady jungle somewhat to feast on moist, fattened lips and solid, creamy clitoris. I glanced at Marjorie, feeling increasingly more comfortable with my nakedness.

“What do you suggest, Marjorie?”

“Go with the full works, honey. A Brazilian, Hollywood style.”

“What’s Hollywood style?”

“It’s the most complete intimate waxing. I remove all of your pubic hair as well as your hair growing around your labia, upper thighs, and anus - although that’s already done.”

I stared wistfully in the mirror, deeply aroused by the thoughts of facesitting my boyfriend, feeding him my bald, swollen, sticky hole until I squirted. Marjorie looked over my shoulder, staring at my bush, smiling.

“It’s so cute, Claire, but I find squirting is easier without a bush. Some girls say there is no difference,”

“Wow… you are totally unfiltered, Marjorie.”

“Yes. I find many women miss out on what they might enjoy because they are too afraid to ask.”

“Okay… let’s do this.”

From the moment Marjorie spread my knees wide apart as I lay on my back until she finished waxing my pussy and legs, I became increasingly aroused. She must have noticed my faint tangy scent in the air, because her nose twitched, and she gulped, speckled crimson cheeks on prominent display.

When she was done, Marjorie pointed between my legs and grinned.

“I see you are aroused, Claire.”

“Sorry.”

“Waxing can arouse or cause pain, honey. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

“I feel ashamed.”

“You shouldn’t.”

“I can’t wait to see how much of a difference this makes to how it feels when Karl licks my hole.”

“Is Karl the best tongue you had?”

“He’s the only tongue I’ve ever had.”

“Are you fucking serious?”

While expressing her shock, Marjorie casually touched my knee, suggesting nothing untoward. We were girl-talking, but that might not have been a great idea, given how aroused I was.

“He’s the only one who ever went down on me, Marjorie.”

“Wow.”

“How many have licked yours?”

“At least thirty guys have licked me, maybe twenty girls. I’ve given at least a hundred or more girls my loving attention.”

“What the fuck?”

“Girls were like you, baby. They start as customers. Then, while I’m treating them, they cream up like you, and the next thing they beg me for my tongue. Some, but not all, return the compliment.”

“I can’t believe this.”

“I promise you won’t get a better tongue between those swollen pussy lips than mine, Claire.”

“Oh fuck!”

It was an offer I was desperate to uptake, but every puritanical ounce of my soul screamed for me to get up and run.

But I didn’t.

And Marjorie knew what that meant.

My heart pounded, and I panicked like a bank robber with the police at my front door. My hands felt clammy, pins and needles burning them, and I got close to hyperventilating.

When Marjorie kneeled at the end of the bed, I shuffled my ass cheeks down, positioning my pussy perfectly for her to devour. I was sure a tawdry, sweet teardrop of my shame was about to fall off the wrinkled tip of one trembling lip, but Marjorie’s tongue tip caught it, and I heard her purr.

She rose and stared at me.

“Your father allows me to stray - as I do him.”

“Not with me, though, I am sure.”

“He’s often told me if you want to, I can, but he doesn’t want to know.”

“I see.”

I didn’t really see, nor did I care. Making love to a woman was on my bucket list, and I couldn’t think of anyone better than Marjorie to keep her mouth shut. I’d had tacit approval from Karl that if I ever wanted to try a girl, I could, but if it became a regular thing, he would have to join us, fucking my girlfriend and me.

Of course, I agreed because it would never happen.

Only now, it was happening.

Marjorie sunk back down, and next, I felt her fingers gently clawing my damp pussy lips wide apart. When Marjorie licked my slit, her tongue was perfectly shaped to plow the gap between my swollen lips. She licked slowly and carefully, collecting every sweet drop of my juices. She licked my clitoris, using her tongue tip to move my pink, creamy switch from side to side, teasing blood to engorge my most erogenous, sticky nub.

My nipples engorged to the point they ached, so I rolled them between my index fingers and thumbs, lifting my ass cheeks gently, moaning like a wanton slut as electric jolts slammed through my spine. Marjorie got the memo on my bucket list and licked the ridges around my anal whorl, following the spiral inside me as she clawed the tiny hole open.

She was the first person to get her tongue inside my back passage, and I loved it. While she licked my rectal walls, Marjorie gently thumbed my sticky pink pearl from the underside, expertly popping her out of the protective skin pouch she rested in.

I gasped, groaned, and moaned so far out of control I thought Dad might hear us from the living room, but there were no footsteps on our stairs.

Marjorie licked me well, clenching her lips around the base of my swollen clitoris, pulling and sucking hard like a starving baby on her Mommy’s tit. She understood her cunnilingus art well, thumbing my clitoris while her tongue slipped deep inside my honied, sticky hole where she drew out the nectar, seeping copiously.

“Squirt all you like, honey.”

“K… okay.”

I gasped uncontrollably; my stomach fluttered unrestrained, and my muscles tightened to the extent that stinging pain wrought havoc in my flesh, sinews, and joints. I begged for more of Marjorie’s expertise as she slurped her way with a powerful, flattened tongue from my freshly bleached anus between pristine, hair-free labia, licking along my creamy slit to a throbbing clitoris she sucked hard.

“Argh!”

I exploded in an orgasm so all-consuming it depleted the oxygen fueling my muscles in seconds. I gasped, sucked in the air like a whale, and completely let go of myself. Somehow, by the time a powerful jet of my unicorn pee bloated my urethra and squirted, Marjorie puckered her lips, sealed my pee hole, and sucked hard.

Marjorie gulped energetically, swallowing my most disgraceful, sweet, natural, loving liquor like it gave her life, moaning and desperately prising my pussy lips wide. I tried to count to three every time I squirted more slutty Kool-aid, but Marjorie didn’t care, seemingly able to deal with every emergency a girl could have.

I writhed on the bed, twisting and turning, forcing my pussy into my lover’s mouth as she swallowed me whole, rolling her tongue through my soaking slit and flicking my sticky clitoris at the end. I shuddered, reaching my limit, so I sent my hands down to Marjorie’s head and negotiated my surrender.

“Please stop, Marjorie.”

“Okay, honey.”

She stood up while I trembled uncontrollably until my orgasm was utterly wrung out of my body. I gazed at Marjorie while she smiled and took my hand.

“That was amazing, Marjorie. Easily the best.”

“Don’t blame your honey. Girls do girls better than boys do us. It’s just a thing. If guys were inclined to suck each other’s dicks as buddies, they probably wouldn’t need us anymore.”

“That’s so fucking crazy but true.”

I laughed so loud that I heard footsteps on the stairs. It was my father, so Marjorie put a finger on her lips to keep me quiet. Then, she pointed at the door, indicating she would deal with my Dad.

“We should become closer, Claire. I have a lot of love for you.”

“We can be, but I promised Karl I would only do this once without him, and it’s on my bucket list, so you are decades early.”

“I don’t mind your guy fucking me while I lick you, honey - bring it on.”

“Wow… okay then.”


Chapter Two

Meeting My Boyfriend Karl

◆◆◆

Preparing to meet my boyfriend, Karl, I showered, styled my hair, and wore a light, floral print, short summer dress that showed off most of my muscular, silken thighs. My father grunted disapprovingly when I kissed him goodbye in the living room, where he watched baseball and drank cucumber-infused water because he was a health nut.

In the hallway, Marjorie met me, gently taking my hand, smiling lovingly, and drawing me into a small alcove used to store coats and boots. It was semi-dark, and she looked sultry, raising my longing for Karl’s cock and an evening of making out.

I stared down, feeling embarrassed from the hour or so when Mom bleached my anus and licked my pussy. She slid a finger under my chin, lifting my head until I stared lovingly into her eyes. After one lesbian tryst, my entire attitude towards her had changed. My mother had licked me so well that I could have had her tongue inside my creamy pussy all night.

Something fundamental about how I viewed life changed when Mom made love to me. She broke entirely into my life as a positive force, caring about me. My submissive core was coated with a hard pellicle that protected me from being taken advantage of, but with Marjorie, I was disarmed and felt safe, finding myself wanting to please her.

She reached up with a finger, caressing my rippling cheek with a fingernail, searing a line of sizzling lust from my dimple to a long, curly strand of hair that dangled awkwardly. Mom rolled the errant lock of hair around my ear while reaching around my waist and gently cupping, then squeezing my ass with her free hand.

“Are you fucking Karl tonight, Claire?”

“Are we having these conversations, Mom?”

“Why are you calling me Mom, honey?”

“I feel like I should - no, I want to call you Mom and Mother.”

“Are we closer now that I licked your pussy?”

“Yes. I want to be closer and more respectful to you.”

“Do you want to be a good girl, Claire?”

“For you… yes, but woe betide anyone who fucks with me.”

“Don’t lose your moxie.”

My cheeks flushed brightly, and I felt ashamed that my father’s wife had fucked me. My pussy trembled lightly in the tight-fitting panty gusset that warmed and moistened as the hole between my swollen lips marinated, stewed, and leaked while my womb tingled.

Mom’s fiery eyes burned into my soul.

“We are lovers now, Claire.”

“I know… but Daddy… I-.”

I shivered with the shame of what I’d done - allowed Marjorie to do to me and wanted her to do more to me. She was irresistible, and I reared up, staring wantonly into her eyes. Mom saw my arousal, a tawdry, hormonal, teenage, unquenchable desire, and moved in, her lips heating mine a millisecond before crushing passionately against them.

Her tongue left a salty flavor on mine that lingered in my mouth.

Mom reached inside my skirt, and her fingers delved into my panties. She ran a finger across my throbbing clitoris, down between my sticky, swollen pussy lips, kissing me harder and longer, leaving a tangy flavor in my mouth. When she rubbed my clitoris like velvet brushing silk, she gulped and pulled her lips from mine, licking hers.

“Do you taste him?”

“Oh god.”

“I sucked your father’s cock five minutes ago.”

“Oh my god, what have I done?”

“You have done nothing, sweet girl. Blame me. We are on a journey together, Claire.”

Marjorie kissed me again, doubling her efforts, rolling her tongue inside my mouth so deliciously while fingering my clitoris so softly I caved into overwhelming lust. I was falling for her charms, captivated by an older woman who truly understood her sexuality and mine.

While she fingered me and I moaned like a wanton beast-like slut, I put all thoughts of my father out of my head, imagining Mom had sucked another man’s cock, any man except that man.

When Marjorie pulled her lips from mine, I wanted more, but Karl knocked on our front door. Mom smiled at me, lifting her creamy finger from my damp slit, holding it between us, and showing me how thickly coated the tip was.

“Do you want to share your treasure, honey?”

“Yes… but I want to taste yours, Mom.”

“Okay. Let’s share this finger coating of heaven now; then we can talk later.”

When we both licked my pussy juices off my stepmother’s heavily coated finger, I felt tingles inside my womb, effervescent like sherbet on my tongue. I was thrilled, and my heart thumped wildly while I enjoyed my sweet, sticky hormones, feeling Mom’s delicious tongue against mine.

She hugged me, smiled, and pointed to the front door.

“Go now, honey.”

“Okay.”

“Be a good girl for Mommy. Fuck Karl hard tonight until your pussy aches, and bring me something home.”

Mom slapped my ass cheeks softly, grinning in a very lewd, disgraceful way that I loved, but I stared at her agog, processing what she’d said. I wasn’t sure if I had correctly understood her instruction, but when I left home, I had Karl drive straight to the woodlands we’d planned to make out in.

When he turned off his truck engine, my boyfriend stared at me, deeply confused.

“I thought we’d eat, then come here, Claire.”

“I can’t, honey.”

“Why not?”

I lifted my ass cheeks off the leather and reached up my skirt, peeling down increasingly dampening panties. It wasn’t my habit to bring spare underwear or a panty liner since I was young, had powerful muscles, and could usually hold most of Karl’s semen inside me. I just needed a tissue to wipe the immediate creamy dribble that drained from my well fucked hole immediately after my boyfriend withdrew his cock.

I showed Karl the damp staining in my gusset, then half-turned sideways, pressing the soles of my feet against his shoulders and lolling my knees wide apart.

“Look down there, Karl. Between my legs.”

“Fucking wow, Claire. You are completely bald.”

“Yep, and my anus has been bleached too.”

“Fucking hell. Your pussy is so fucking wet, and I can smell it - it’s overwhelming me. Oh, my… the sweet aroma is pulling me in.”

“Exactly… I have never been more turned on than right now, Karl. I can’t hang out at Willy’s Frankfurters in this state.”

Karl was mesmerized by my pussy to the extent that whatever I asked of him at this moment, he would grant just so I didn’t cover my glistening, sticky, shaven haven. His eyes bulged, his lips trembled, and his breathing quickened alarmingly until he growled while he rolled his neck as though limbering up for something.

My boyfriend pointed at my leaking slit with a quivering finger.

“When did you get this done, Claire?”

“Today. My mother did it.”

“Fucking Marjorie, did you?”

“Yes.”

“You’re calling her Mom now?”

“It’s complicated, Karl.”

“Why is it complicated?”

I cringed inside and out, shame surging through me, warming my body, shimmering goosebumps on my arms and legs. As I recalled squirting my orgasm down my Mom’s throat, I sizzled and shivered on the spot

“Oh my god, Karl.”

“What have you done, honey?”

“I used my Hall Pass. I fucking had to.”

“Wow. Hold on… did you… umm. Did your Mom fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“Ohhhh… fucking wow.”

My boyfriend stared at me with what I could only describe as an expression exploding with shock and awe, licking his lips with a deeply furrowed brow that looked like something was hidden between the folds. My pussy tingled, desperately needing stimulation, a finger, his tongue, or better yet, a cock, Karl’s if he wanted to fuck me, but anyone’s would do right now, such was my sleazy, slutty demeanor and desperation to be reamed and filled with cum.

Karl had held his breath until he was almost bursting. He exhaled sharply, pointing at my pussy.

“Did she make you cum?”

“Yes. I squirted like a fire engine.”

“Holy fuck, what I wouldn’t give to see that.”

I stared lovingly at Karl even though my heart raced for another lover. I wanted my pussy taken care of, so I cupped a palm around the back of his head and pulled him down, lifting my ass cheeks high and presenting them for him to lick. My boyfriend’s tongue wouldn’t be as proficient as my mother’s, but hopefully, if I could make things happen the way I wanted, Marjorie would teach him how to eat hair-free pussy.

“Eat up, honey, then fuck me hard.”

“I will.”

“You may have your wish come true very soon.”

Karl fucked me harder and with more effort than he ever had, filling my tight hole three times and squirting so much seed inside me that when I slipped on my panties, I had him rush to get me home for fear of staining his leather upholstery. He worried that my mother was competing with him as my lover, and I reassured him she was not, but I wasn’t sure in my heart whether that was entirely true.

My boyfriend had a significant cock length and girth, and my mother had mentioned about fucking him. I didn’t know whether Dad satisfied Mom in bed, but I used the prospect of a threesome between her, Karl, and me to secure another Hall Pass.

When Karl dropped me at my front door, he kissed me goodbye tenderly, holding my hand as I used the key to enter. He didn’t want to let me go, but my panty gusset couldn’t contain his thick, sticky seed any longer.

Inside my home, everyone slept. Lights were off, and it was silent. I felt mildly disappointed, expecting Mom to have made an excuse to drink a late-night coffee in the kitchen or watch TV until I returned home. I’d wanted more from her, a passionate, lewd lesbian end to a cock filled night, but I set my mind to be satisfied with what I’d had.

I traipsed upstairs and into my bedroom, turning on the nightstand lamp before peeling down my shamefully soiled panties. My pussy and thighs were a sodden, sticky mess, and I needed the toilet and then a shower before wearing fresh panties, possibly a liner, to bed.

“May I see those, Claire?”

“Mom!”

I spun around and saw Mom grinning profusely at my bedroom door. She looked excited, her solid nipples pressing hard against a light cotton T-shirt that didn’t cover her underwear. I was instantly lifted, happy to see her, comforted by the older woman’s presence in my bedroom and my life.

I suddenly realized that Marjorie had tamed my wild side, not with anger, quarreling, or bullying, but with the power of love, lust, and an older woman’s understanding hand.

“I could get used to you calling me Mom.”

“I want to. I should have done it years ago - you’ve been nothing but kind to me.”

“Don’t dwell on the past, honey. Now, may I inspect those soiled panties, please?”

“Oh my… uh, of course.”

My heart pounded like a pursued gazelle as my mother approached me. I glanced nervously at the door she had closed but not locked. Marjorie saw me looking and smiled knowingly, shaking her head.

“Don’t worry about your father. I took good care of him. He won’t wake up.”

“Alright.”

I glanced between my mother’s legs and wondered if a sleazy, creamy mess similar to mine leaked from her well fucked hole. When I cringed, she giggled.

“Stay away from my back passage, and you’ll be fine, Claire.”

“Oh god, I am such a slut even to think it.”

“As am I, sweet baby girl. Now, please… hand over those panties. Did Karl fuck you plenty?”

“Three times.”

“Did he cum inside you every time?”

“Yes.”

“And did you tell him about us?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s see what your boyfriend tastes like.”

When I presented my panties on my finger, I felt like a naughty schoolgirl about to be chastised by my teacher. As I remembered Miss Redpath, even that thought sent me into a sexual tizz because I had wanted her to thrash me amid my teenage hormonal tempest. Mom took my cum drenched panties, first holding them up to the light, inspecting heavy staining and the sticky semen mass that hadn’t fully been absorbed into the cotton yet.

She sniffed my soiled panties approvingly, grinned at me, turned the cotton underwear inside out, gusset out-facing, and then, to my shock and horror, with a flattened tongue, she licked the double-lined length of my creamy shame, purring like a cat lapping cream from a bowl.

When Mom sucked every drop of my boyfriend’s cum from my panties, she glanced down between my legs.

“Shall you and I have a sexual adventure, honey?”

“I’d like to, Mom.”

“After we love each other tonight, who shall we fuck first?”

“Karl.”

“And then?’

“Miss Redpath.”

“Oh, my Claire. You are such a sweet girl.”

“Are you going to teach me how to lick pussy now, Mom?”

“Damn right, I am.”


Chapter Three

Finger Licking Good

◆◆◆

My stepmother tossed my soiled panties aside, taking me gently and lovingly in her arms and kissing me. Her skin sizzled and burned against mine, igniting something deep inside me, a fire that felt unquenchable. My pussy throbbed with desire and ached from the pounding Karl gave me, but the need for more won over, lifting me valiantly above the battlefield of lust.

I wasn’t wondering whether my father had fucked my mother or not - I simply didn’t care anymore. My young but legal body trembled excitedly as we kissed. Marjorie’s tongue curled into my mouth like rolling, sweet thunder, sending tremors of joy around my entire body while her lips pressed against mine like goose-down pillows crushed together.

My spine was electrified, and I whimpered, gripping Mom’s arms while she swept me away. Another dribble of Karl’s sticky cum leaked from my gaping wide hole, adding to the sticky patch on my thighs, and I pointed down.

“I’m leaking badly, Mom.”

“Lie down, and I’ll fix that now.”

“Thank you.”

As I lay down, Mom lifted my skirt high. She inhaled deeply, stared with wide, saucer-like eyes at the creamy mess between my legs, and looked like she hadn’t eaten all day, licking her lips. I gasped, my heart pounded harder, and my body pleaded with me to beg my mother to stop looking and start licking. She firmly gripped my ankles and spread them wide apart, stretching me so far my ass cheeks parted, exposing my anal whorl.

I immediately remembered Mom saying I was to stay away from her back passage, even though the first thing she did was lick mine, using her tongue tip to dance across the tiny ridges around my tight, pink sphincter. My energetic wriggling was unfortunate and unnecessary but involuntary because I felt so ashamed that Marjorie was rimming my anus that I wanted to crawl under a rock and hide.

It was the most lewd thing anyone had done to me, but Mom went further, forcing me to hold my ankles wide apart while she used clawing fingers to dig open my back passage so she could slip her tongue deep inside me. I was clean aside from Karl’s semen that had dribbled down from my pussy hole; she had bleached the anus she now lovingly kissed, licked, and enjoyed.

Deep inside, my rectum tingled, and I gasped repeatedly as I enjoyed Mom’s tongue rimming me. She had cleaned every drop of my boyfriend’s semen that had pooled around my anus, licking the sticky patch around my cheeks and upper thighs clean too. When she tongued softly along my perineum, it tickled; I squirmed like a snake, moaning, grunting, and gasping from the utter pleasure and sleaziness.

Mom stood up, and I desperately wanted more but waited while she slipped off her T-shirt, teasingly pulling down her panties while wiggling her ass and hips. I shot her a bratty, urgently pleading smile and reached out with both hands. She smiled and handed me her underwear, which I immediately turned inside out and buried my face in the dampness.

Her gusset smelled like heaven, but more importantly, the act of burying my face into Mom’s panties and inhaling deeply while sneaking out my tongue between two tight lips to lick the damp cotton accessed a part of me that soothed the wild child that frequently drove me insane.

“I’ll go on top this first time, honey. Just remember how everything works down there, and don’t be afraid to taste, lick or suck anything; just be careful what you nibble on, and no matter how excited you get, don’t bite.”

“Okay, Mom.”

Marjorie clambered around my bed like a gymnast, deliberately offering me sleazy shots of her bald pussy, slightly torn anus from where Dad fucked her, her gorgeous breasts, and the red nipples I wanted to suck.

“Do you remember what I said, honey?”

“Stay away from your anus.”

“Yes, at least for this time.”

“Okay, Mom.”

I was so focused on Marjorie moving around until she straddled my face, offering me a perfectly shaped, tightly tucked pair of succulent pussy lips, that I didn’t feel her first tongue stroke along my creamy furrow. When she sucked my thick, rubbery, worn clitoris, I gasped momentarily, then gripped her ass cheeks, spreading them wide apart.

I had never had so much cunnilingus done unto my aching pussy as I’d had today, but more was nice after the stinging of Karl’s semen against my raw tissues subsided.

As I stared at my mother’s gorgeous pussy, my heart fluttered, and I raised my head, doing what came naturally to me. I licked her thick, pouting, creamy lips, sniffing deeply to immerse myself fully in my new mentor. I wanted to impress her.

Her sweet, thick cream scorched the taste buds across my tongue, igniting the soft tissues around my mouth. I was conscious my nose rubbed against her anus, especially when she flinched, but I was too busy and utterly consumed with eating mom’s delicious cunt.

I slurped her pussy hole while Mom puckered her lips and sucked Karl’s seed from mine, desperately clawing my engorged lips apart. She devoured me, planting her face deep in my pussy, licking my messy hole while grinding my swollen, solid, aching clitoris with her chin. Marjorie gripped my raised knees with both palms and spread them wider apart, licking my slit from a trembling clitoris to the anus she had already licked.

“We need toys, Claire.”

“Toys?”

“Strap-ons, dildos, anal plugs, beads, and clit ticklers. Toys!”

“Yes, we do.”

Amid an immense, groaning, writhing pre-orgasm, I reached down Mom’s body and cupped her breasts, forcing her to sit up high, queening me. Marjorie ground her pussy hard into my mouth, nose, and chin, soaking me with a slick, creamy treat I couldn’t swallow enough of.

From her intense lovemaking, I deduced it had been some time since Mom had fucked a girl before she took me earlier in the day.

When she stared down lovingly, grinding out her orgasm on my face, I knew I was close to getting Mom off.

“Would you like to taste my orgasm, Claire?”

“Yes, please.”

“Let’s try short bursts to begin with, but if you don’t want to swallow my cum, just spit, and I’ll stop.”

“Okay, Mom.”

I felt tense, and my inexperience clawed my confidence. Having squirted in the shower while masturbating and done it in my mother’s mouth earlier in the day, I understood the biology, but I’d never tasted what pee mixed with sticky hormones tasted like. Online movies of what vigorous real, orgasmic squirting looked like had been entertaining, but I was a voyeur, sitting at my desk late at night behind a computer screen in the dark, desperately fingering myself or fucking my pussy hole with a vibrator.

I licked her pussy harder, poking my tongue deep inside my mother’s tight, sticky hole, enjoying the flavor that dribbled onto my tongue so much I couldn’t wait for her to fill my mouth with more. To get things moving along, I gently sucked her clitoris in the way she had played with mine, easing the silken pink nub from its protective hood and brushing my tongue tip across the top, dragging it from side to side.

“Find my pee hole, seal your lips around it, and suck gently. I’ll feed you, Claire.”

“Thank you.”

Knowing precisely where Mom’s soft, pink urethral opening was helped immensely. I found it and carefully sealed my lips in a soft kiss, then sucked gently to engorge the tiny hole that pulsated as she gently pumped it, preparing. Marjorie kneaded her breasts, then tweaked them between her index fingers and thumbs far harder than I had ever done with mine.

Mom’s bellowing orgasm was only seconded in its might by her powerful jet of unicorn pee that choked me when its first drops splashed past my lips and coated my tonsils. My mouth almost filled, and my lips were bursting to leak when she paused, still moaning noisily while grinding my face with her creamy, sodden slit and solid nub that seemed to vibrate its lust into my skin.

I savored the acrid, sweet, salty flavor of my mother’s orgasm, swallowing it slowly as though it were a ritual or rite of passage.

“Hurry, sweetheart. I can’t hold it back any longer. My bladder is burning. Tap my thighs if you want more, or I will roll away.”

I slapped her thighs hard and swallowed harder, sucking my mother’s pee hole for more of the nectar that washed over my submissive core, bathing me in joy. When the next jet came, it was less controlled, went way past filling my mouth, and a few drops dribbled from the seal around my lips, soaking my chin. I caught an overwhelming whiff of her orgasm, was driven on by it, and gulped Marjorie’s nectar, sucking harder for more.

When Mom eventually rolled off my face, giggling, she reached for the nightstand and ripped a few tissues from the box, wiping my cheeks and chin. Then she pointed to the bathroom sternly as though I must go, smiled lovingly, and kissed me.

“Go and get cleaned up, honey.”

“Will you still be here, Mom?”

“Of course. I’m staying the night with my baby girl. You still need to cum, and we must talk.”

I skipped joyously to the bathroom, my mind buzzing and my body trembling excitedly. I even squeaked as I thought about where the flavor burning my tongue and lips came from. After washing my face, I brushed and rinsed with mouthwash, then water, and returned, pleased to see Mom was still lying naked in my bed.

With no idea how our conversation would go but every intention of being honest, I crawled into my mother’s arms, enjoying her softness and the manner in which she enveloped me in her warmth and love. I nodded off into a light sleep but woke after an hour, Mom cradling my head and running her fingers through my hair.

“You’re still awake, Mom.”

“I was enjoying you sleeping.”

“I feel content.”

“I always wanted a daughter like you, Claire.”

“Well, now you have one.”

“Yes, I do.”

I lifted my head from where I’d nestled a cheek against Mom’s breast while I slept, surprised at how close her nipple had been to my lips. She grinned effusively, lovingly, with a warmth and desire that seemed solely for me.

The happiness I felt suddenly worried me; I felt dark clouds on our sunny horizon, and Marjorie saw that.

“What’s wrong, baby girl?”

“I am anxious about my father.”

“Don’t be.”

“Look… I know Dad sleeps like a log, but even he must have heard you cumming.”

“I’ve no doubt he did, honey. Your father and I have an arrangement. He sleeps with the women he wishes to, and I fuck the girls and boys I want.”

“Seriously?”

“We have an open marriage, Claire.”

“I had no idea.”

“You didn’t need to know until now, sweetheart. Many a beauty client of mine has had her waxing or other therapy finished in my parlor, and then your father has fucked them on the massage bed.”

“What the fuck!”

“Your Daddy is a bull, honey. He fucks half the sluts in our neighborhood for their husbands. Some even watch.”

“Cuckolding?”

“Yes. Your father doesn’t see it that way, though. He’s just getting tail. If the wife wants to tease her husband, that’s between them.”

“Fucking Christ.”

I had no idea my father and stepmother were so sexually adventurous. Mom’s revelation about her and my father sleeping with other partners blew my mind, but oddly, it didn’t worry me at all. I processed my new reality as Marjorie caressed me, always with her confident, loving eyes fixed on mine.

“Where does that leave you and me, Mom?”

“That’s up to you, honey. You’re eighteen with the entire world at your feet.”

“I want to be with you.”

“What about Karl?”

“I want him too, but I want more.”

“It sounds like you and he need to talk, Claire. Don’t string your boyfriend along, especially if you intend fucking other men.”

“Is that what we will do?”

“Honey… we can choose carefully because few men will refuse a mother-daughter night of passion.”

“Karl won’t like that, Mom.”

“Maybe he can fill up a few sluts in my beauty parlor. I have more lady clients needing service by a good bull than Daddy can manage.”

“He might enjoy that.”

“Let’s ask your boyfriend after we fuck him.”


Chapter Four

An Ancient Oak Tree

◆◆◆

I slept comfortably in my stepmother’s arms, although we both woke three times and made love. Due to overuse, my pussy ached when Marjorie tried teaching me the scissors, and it felt awkward, but I still enjoyed it. She comforted me afterward, saying we could practice often.

She left me around 6 am, explaining that my father would wake and need his morning wood taken care of. Mom said she always sucked his cock in the morning, draining his semen so it wouldn’t bother him at work. It took her ten minutes to deal with Dad; then she returned. I knew my father must know by now that his wife and daughter were lovers, but given their marriage style, I guessed he consented, so it didn’t worry me.

Back in my bedroom, I noticed Mom brought some of her clothes and cosmetics. When she pointed to the shower, my heart leaped for joy.

“Shall we bathe together?”

“I’d love that, Mom.”

I wasn’t quite ready for what my mother had planned, but I loved it. While we talked, she used exfoliating gloves to gently scrub away my dead skin cells, leaving me feeling invigorated. A thick, creamy lavender, easy-lather soap smelled uplifting as the shower cubicle steamed, and the entire experience felt luxurious. Marjorie had me place my palms against the glass, feet wide apart, leaning slightly forward.

She cleaned me everywhere, gently fingering inside my pussy hole so any residue semen from Karl fucking me could drain now rather than soak into my panty gusset later. When she fingered my anus, rubbing the ridges around my tiny sphincter, I loved it, but the soap stung mildly when her finger slipped inside my back passage up to her first knuckle. Mom eased off that pain when she spread my cheeks wide apart with clawing fingers and playfully rimmed me with her tongue tip.

When she was done scrubbing me, Mom washed and conditioned my hair twice. While we waited to rinse that out, I bathed her, and we talked.

“Are you sure about fucking Karl, Mom?”

“I think we must, honey. Leaving your boyfriend out of what we’re doing will lead you to relationship problems.”

“Shall I bring him home after college?”

“I have a three pm booking for a waxing, after which Daddy is entertaining my client on the massage bed, so I am perfect to have Karl and you any time after four.”

“I’ll bring him then, and we can hang out in my bedroom until you are ready.”

“We’ll all shower, then fuck to the last man or woman standing.”

“Okay. It sounds so weird hearing you talk like this, Mom.”

“We can be honest with one another now, honey.”

“Yes, we can.”

I had been fucked more in the last twenty-four hours than in any week of my life. Also, Mom had bikini waxed me, bleached my anus, and fucked me before I even saw Karl last night. Even having been royally loved by Mom and my boyfriend, and with aching pussy lips, I still felt horny when I arrived at college.

I attended lectures as usual, completed a few assigned tasks when I had spare time, and joined my boyfriend for lunch under a massive, old oak tree beside a nearby river in a park that nobody went to besides dog walkers and a few joggers.

Karl seemed pensive, so I snuggled close, gently rubbing his cock. He snorted and tried to move my hand away, but I persisted, undoing his fly, reaching in, and retrieving his long, thick, stiff cock that was already semi-hard.

“People will see what you are doing, Claire.”

“I don’t care. I want to relieve my boyfriend with a nice, gentle wank. There is nobody about, and I figure you’ve been nursing an erection all day.”

“I didn’t have time for a wank this morning.”

“So I’ll do it for you now.”

I leaned down and sucked his precum-coated cock head, enjoying the searing, spicy tang. Gripping Karl’s cock firmly in a tight fist, I soaked as much of his shaft I could cram down my throat with saliva, then leaned across his knees, one elbow planted on the grass, covering him as best I could.

I wrapped my spare hand around Karl’s cock and began wanking him slowly while he sighed, his expression softened, clasped his hands behind his head, and stared up into the oak tree canopy where birds chirped, and the sun’s rays broke through, warming us.

As I stroked the entire length of my boyfriend’s solid cock from tip to ball sack, he groaned. I smiled lovingly at him, raising one eyebrow into a question mark.

“Is that nice, Karl?”

“You give amazing head, Claire, but I don’t know what’s come over you. Everything changed yesterday.”

“I told you what happened when Mom gave me a bikini wax.”

“You used your Hall Pass.”

“Yes, and then we made love.”

“And I gave you another Hall Pass for last night. Did you use that too?”

“Mom ate your cum out of my pussy honey. We fucked all night, and then she bathed me so wonderfully this morning you won’t believe it.”

“And now you are wanking me off?”

“Yeah - enjoy and stop asking so many questions.”

Karl’s cock was more solid than usual, and I wanted to straddle his lap and fuck it hard, but my pussy ached, and I wasn’t keen to sit in class with my panties full of his cum and my hole leaking more. I smiled, wanking my boyfriend’s gnarly, blue-veined cock gently while he sighed, purred, growled when I sped up, and moaned when I slowed.

I spat on his cock head, cupped my palm over the top, and massaged the ruddy, smooth helmet with a rolling, kneading motion. Karl went wild, his outstretched legs reaching further, muscles tensed like iron, and his toes curling.

“Are you wanking me off so I give you another Hall Pass, Claire?”

“No. I want you in good shape for later when you fuck my Mom.”

“Oh wow!”

My boyfriend’s pleasured expression instantly transformed, and he became last night’s passionate guy who fucked the hair-free pussy my mother had licked. Mom was right, guys loved the idea of fucking a mother and her daughter simultaneously, and Karl was no exception to that rule. I continued slowly wanking his vein-strewn shaft, keeping a weary eye on an older lady about a hundred meters away who was walking her dog.

I was sure the dog-walking lady had spotted us because she paused on her route and stared in our direction. She was the only other person in the park, and because she was so far away, I felt like she would intrude into our personal space if she complained.

Karl puffed out his cheeks as though he might explode, and I giggled.

“Do you seriously want me to fuck your mother, Claire?”

“I want you to fuck us both together.”

“Wow… wow… wow!”

“Is that a yes?”

“Fuck yeah.”

“After you fuck my Mom, I want you to talk with my Dad.”

“Whoa, what?”

“My Dad… I need you to talk with him.”

Karl looked shocked, and his cock softened slightly at the mention of my father. I leaned in and sucked his cock, wanking the base of his shaft with short, jerky strokes, adding a slight rotation with my tightly clenched fist. When his cock stiffened again, I rose from sucking and kissed him.

At first, Karl’s kiss was mildly reluctant, but when he tasted himself on my lips and realized there was nothing to fear, his tongue searched and cleaned my mouth eagerly. When his sticky lips detached from mine, I smiled.

“What’s going on, Claire?”

“I discovered yesterday that my parents have an open marriage, honey. My Dad is what many men and women call a bull. He fucks other women, often while their husbands watch.”

“That’s cuckolding.”

“Yes, but he also fucks lonely and single women. He’s servicing one of Mom’s clients today while we…”

“While we what, Claire?”

“While Mom and I fuck you.”

“Wow. But why do you want me to talk with your Dad?”

I pulled a little harder on my boyfriend’s cock, leaned in, and applied a fresh coat of saliva to his bulging helmet. He sighed, ran his fingers through my hair, and cupped the back of my head. When I deep-throated Karl, I gagged, drooling more saliva through the dimple in my chin onto his thighs.

When I came up for air, I wanked him solidly again, preparing to get back onto my main topic of discussion.

“Mom has more needy clients than she has bulls, Karl.”

“Oh.”

It took a moment for the penny to drop, but when it did, my boyfriend stared at me in utter disbelief, blinking, his cock throbbing so hard in my fist I could measure his pulse through the pumping, bloated veins.

He stuttered, his jaw slackened, and he looked afraid to speak.

“Are you… are you…”

“I want you to become a bull like my Daddy, honey.”

“Holy fuck.”

“Mom will pair you off with suitable women to fuck, either on her massage table, in our home, or at the client’s home. They won’t all be young girls - some will be older women.”

“I like older women.”

“Then you’ll love working for my mother as her bull.”

“Wow… what about you, Claire?”

“I get the same sexual freedom you do, sweetie.”

“You get to fuck other guys?”

“And girls. I’d like us to have the same openness in our relationship as my parents have in their marriage.”

Karl considered his options. I knew he would have misgivings about allowing me to fuck other men, but the quid-pro-quo was that he got to enjoy plenty of new, fresh, or desperate pussy in need of fucking. My boyfriend smiled, his cock remained stiff, and I continued masturbating him, watching the dog-walking lady approach us.

I nodded at her.

“We have company, Karl.”

“Fuck! Quick, put my cock away.”

“She’s intruding on us, honey. That lady has an entire park to roam in, and she’s chosen to go out of her way and come here.”

The woman came within five meters of us, her dog running and jumping wildly in the park. She was aged somewhere in her late fifties and wore a knee-length plaid skirt, a brilliant white blouse, and a sleeveless fleece. Her blonde hair was tied up in a tight bun. She was tall, slim, and attractive in a schoolmistress you’d love to fuck kind of way, with high cheekbones and a kind face, but I suspected her demeanor could turn in an instant.

She nodded at my boyfriend’s cock.

“Should you be doing that in this park?”

“No… but you had an entire park to enjoy, yet you came here. You knew I was wanking my boyfriend off.”

She blushed brightly, her cheeks puffed out and speckled scarlet, looking wild when she snorted, her nostrils flaring alarmingly. I knew she came over to watch because she’d seen an opportunity rise. I pointed at my boyfriend’s cock.

“Karl’s cock is somewhat dry, and I haven’t finished him yet. Would you please soak it for me? You’d be doing us a great favor.”

“Are you suggesting I suck your boyfriend’s cock, young lady?”

“No. I want you to slip your panties off or aside and slide his cock inside your pussy and lubricate it so I can watch you and him fucking.”

“Jesus Christ.”

“You came here to watch me wanking him off anyway. Why not join in and walk away with a smile and your pussy fully loaded with my guy’s cum?”

“Are you being serious?”

“Never more so. I would fuck Karl myself, but then, I’d have to sit in class smelling like sex, leaking his seed into my panties all afternoon. Why don’t we help each other? You probably haven’t fucked a young stallion like my boyfriend in a while. He has a great cock, as you can see, and you won’t regret it.”

She stared at me as much in disbelief as Karl did, but I knew the woman wanted to fuck my guy when a twinge of excitement she couldn’t hide flared in her expression. I didn’t feel jealous or humiliated, but I was fascinated and thrilled to watch another woman fuck my boyfriend, especially one who was older than my mother.

She was conflicted; her furrowed brow, trembling lips, hands that balled into fists, then opened, and shifting weight from one foot to the other made me smile as my sexual tension rose with hers. I wanted the dog-walker to slide her experienced, undoubtedly moist pussy up and down my boyfriend’s cock while I watched.

Wordlessly, the woman reached up inside her skirt, pulling down beautiful lacy panties while wriggling her hips from side to side. With nowhere to stash them, she handed me the slightly soiled fabric treasure. I rolled off my boyfriend, accepted her gift, scrunched the fine lacy underwear, and held them to my nose. The lemon zest of her laundry combined exquisitely with the sweet perfume of her leaky pussy.

I beckoned to her, kneeling beside my boyfriend, who sat up higher, his back supported by the old oak tree. When I gripped Karl’s solid cock, she gathered up her skirt and stepped over his lap, straddling him. With one last longing glance at me, she stared deep into the fiery eyes of the young man about to fill her pussy with a long, thick cock and become her lover.

“I’m Emma.”

“Please fuck my boyfriend, Emma.”

When Emma squatted down, her skirt rose entirely. Her thick blonde bush looked good enough to eat, and I wanted to dine so badly, but this moment was for Karl and for me to enjoy sharing with him what sexual freedom benefits might become part of our relationship.

They both sighed loudly when Emma slid her pussy over the top of my boyfriend’s cock, and I got a small taste of what it was to be a cuckquean. I loved watching them wrapped up in each other, more so when Emma slid her cunt all the way down Karl’s veiny shaft until it was balls deep inside her. When she ground her clitoris into his pubic bone, the lucky dog-walking lady moaned like she was finally home, where she wanted to be.

Emma glanced at me with the sleaziest expression I ever saw from a woman her age, nodding hastily, biting hard on her bottom lip, and whimpering as her pussy stretched.

“Karl has a big cock, doesn’t he, Emma?”

“He has the biggest cock to fuck me yet.”

“I’m glad you came over here.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

She rocked back and forth on Karl’s lap, enjoying his cock buried deep inside her while his eyes glazed over lovingly. He glanced between us, then carefully opened Emma’s blouse, kneading her ample braless breasts before tweaking her tiny, stiff nipples. I wanted to join in, but part of me needed to stew in their pleasure as my pussy steamed between my legs, unable to source even scant satisfaction from either lover.

They were conjoined in utter rapture, Karl raising and lowering Emma up and down his cock using two cupped palms that gripped her ass cheeks while she powered her quadriceps and gripped his knees with her palms. My boyfriend fucked his new lover hard and adoringly as she danced on his cock, shuddering, trembling, and screaming out wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure.

My boyfriend’s cock was well lathered, and I wondered if that excess of cream might be because Emma wasn’t being fucked often. I stood behind her when the couple were in the throes of ecstasy and lifted her weight, gripping under her armpits to help.

She screamed a final tumultuous orgasm as I saw Karl tense everything up. His eyes rolled, and he grunted, squirting his hot load inside a new lover. At that moment, Emma was Karl’s woman, and he was her bull - I didn’t matter, but that didn’t matter - only getting my boyfriend on the same page as me counted for anything.

Emma sat in Karl’s lap for ages, lovingly kissing him as I would, had he just filled me with a creampie. When she was done using her bull, the dog-walker stood up, stretched out her hand for her panties, which I passed to her, and she left giggling with my boyfriend’s cum dribbling on the grass behind her.

I looked at Karl, who was still in utter ecstasy, about to put his cock away, so I held up my hand.

“What do you think you’re doing, Karl?”

“Aren’t we done?”

“Not until I clean your cock.”


Chapter Five

Two Became Three

◆◆◆

The combination of Emma’s pussy juices and my boyfriend’s semen tasted delicious, and I devoured them, almost sucking his cock back to full hardness. I didn’t want to admit how much I had enjoyed watching Karl fuck the older woman, but I wondered whether he secretly knew that I harbored a kink whereby watching him being taken by her was very arousing.

Am I a cuckquean?

Karl stood up and hurriedly slipped his semi-hard cock back inside his boxer briefs before helping me to my feet. When he was dressed correctly, I closed in and kissed him, rubbing his crotch gently while staring into his eyes, seeing wonder and love radiating back.

“No sneaky wanking in the toilets, honey. You need to fuck my Mom real hard.”

“Are you sure about doing this?”

Not entirely.

I saw insecurity and worry flicker in his expression. Lewd words unimaginable twenty-four hours ago seemed wholly appropriate now, but so much had changed since Mom bleached my anus and gave me a bikini wax. I needed my boyfriend to join my journey, making it ours. If I failed to convince Karl to embrace a different relationship style, we might be done, or worse, my hopes of a sexual adventure would be crushed, and we would continue as a couple until resentment and quarreling forced a breakup.

“I can’t predict what’s going to happen, Karl, but this sexual journey and the transformations we are going through feels essential.”

“What about us as a couple?”

“We’re here together, in love, kissing and cuddling. Moments ago, Emma rode your cock, and she took away the seed that would ordinarily be mine. I don’t feel in the slightest bit jealous.”

“Tell me how you do feel, please, Claire? I need to understand.”

“I feel… happy… and empowered. Making love to my mother has significantly changed me.”

“You never even called her Mom until today.”

“I know. Yesterday, I realized Marjorie has a tremendous capacity to love me, even though we aren’t biologically related. I feel more confident about her and me after we made love.”

“Do you think fucking her will change me?”

“Why don’t you tell me after you and she make love, Karl.”

“I hope I don’t disappoint.”

“If you care more about my mother’s orgasm than yours, it will go amazingly. I’ll be on hand to help, too. I’m sure we can get Mom off together.”

“Got it.”

“Don’t worry, Karl. You are an amazing lover. Look how happy Emma was when you filled her up.”

My boyfriend chuckled and nodded, still looking like he was in a state of bewilderment. I understood why - no girl I knew had ever fucked their mother, although many occasionally shared their guys with best friends or were shared by them. I wanted to fuck other guys with my mother, select prime bulls who were enticed by the mother-daughter dynamic - men with better bodies and longer, thicker cocks than Karl’s, but I didn’t want a relationship with any man except him.

During class, I reflected on what had passed yesterday, overnight, and in the park, then considered what might be around the corner. Like any girl, I’d romanticized my wedding day and imagined a prince who would be all mine, as I would belong to him, but in no dream or conjured image were there a string of different men and women in my bed before or after my big day.

What about during?

Oh my, stop it, Claire.

I worried about how to fit into a relationship with my stepmother while being a good girlfriend to Karl. Marjorie was married to Dad, so I wasn’t clear about how much of her time and affection I could expect. After last night, I wanted Mom to move into my room, but that might come between husband and wife. I didn’t want to become Marjorie’s occasional booty call, fitting Karl in around an unpredictable schedule, but equally, I wouldn’t wish Dad to lose his wife to me.

Fortunately, I recorded my afternoon lectures on my phone. The faculty uploaded their videos to a secure portal I could access later, but the site often went down due to heavy online traffic. I couldn’t remember much about the lectures, but I was a rapid study and would catch up.

When I reached home, my panties were severely soiled, so I headed to the laundry room, slipped them off, and tossed them inside the machine. Watching Emma fucking my boyfriend, asking him to fuck my mother later on, and thinking about her and me as partners in a lesbian romance was too much for any thin cotton panty, even one with an adequately lined gusset.

Start carrying spare underwear, Claire. You’re a slut now.

I strolled past Mom’s beauty salon door wistfully, wishing I could kiss and talk to her, maybe watch while she waxed her client, although I didn’t fancy seeing my Dad fuck the woman.

When I showered, the temptation to finger myself was overwhelming, but I stayed strong, focusing on the great sex ahead with my boyfriend and mother. It never occurred to me until I stared at the fogged glass that my boyfriend may not show, but I shook my head and quickly dismissed the notion as paranoid anxiety.

What guy doesn’t want to fuck their girlfriend and her beautiful mother?

I lay on my bed, flicking through my Cosmo magazine, waiting for Karl to arrive, and got a surprise phone call from a cousin on Dad’s side. He was a cool guy around my age, and we got along well growing up. I was surprised when Jake told me Mom had invited him to visit soon, and I half suspected why. Since cousin marriage was legal in our State, I assumed Mom was starting to line up discrete, choice bulls to fuck me, possibly her too.

When Karl arrived, I pointed a wagging finger straight to the shower. He grinned and stripped off, looking gorgeous, his cock half erect, slapping both thighs and sounding weighty. When the shower was on, he sang as sweetly as the world’s greatest-ever singer.

I heard footsteps outside my door, and Mom strolled in, another pile of clothes weighing her down. I leaped up, overjoyed, and kissed her after I took half the burden.

“Are you moving in with me, Mom?”

“Half and half honey.”

“What does that mean?”

“I still love your father, Claire, but from now on, I’ll arrange more variety in our bedroom for him. He’s a good-looking man with a stallion’s cock so there is no shortage of single ladies and cuckolding couples for him to entertain while we get better acquainted.”

“Where is Daddy now?”

“He’s fucking my client. I cleaned her up when she arrived in a bit of a mess. She’d fucked some guy in a dog-walking park while his girlfriend watched. She wouldn’t stop telling me how great a lover the young guy was.”

“Oh fuck!”

“I know, right? It might put him off your father’s game if she raves about her dog-walking park lover.”

“No… it’s not that, Mom.”

Mom stared at me, and if I could have found a shovel in my bedroom, I would have tunneled out of the house. I felt ashamed and couldn’t believe that the woman my father was about to fuck already had a pussy stuffed full of my boyfriend’s cream.

Mom frowned and looked at me with her eyebrow forming into a question mark.

“What’s wrong, Claire?”

“Is your client’s name Emma?”

“Yes. How did you - oh, my god!”

“I was in the park with Karl and decided to wank him off while we discussed him, me and you. Emma saw us and came over, so I invited her to fuck him.”

“Wow.”

Mom looked shocked momentarily; then she burst out laughing, surprising me. I felt very unsettled because a secret I desperately wanted to keep was out of the bag. I flushed bright red, my eyes filled with tears, and Marjorie noticed, cupping my chin with her palm.

“What’s the matter, Claire?”

“Am I a fucking cuckquean?”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, so what if you are a little bit. I watched your father fucking Emma for a few minutes before I left him to it. That doesn’t make me anyone’s label.”

“Yes, but…”

“Did you enjoy watching Emma fuck Karl?”

“More than I expected to.”

“Then good for you. Letting your boyfriend off the leash will help you gain the sexual freedom you need, too. What’s good for one partner is equally delicious for the other.”

“That’s what I thought, but when Emma fucked Karl, I was really into it. I wanted to help them and felt immersed in their feelings.”

“Did you want to join in, too, Claire?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. Say nothing to Karl or your father, especially your father, by the way. Men can get a little funny about discovering their passage inside a lover was lubricated by another guy, especially one so close to him as Karl is through you.”

“I hadn’t thought about that.”

“I don’t know if Daddy went down on Emma.”

“Oh, fuck!”

“Many men don’t like playing the same way as we do.”

We lay on the bed, kissing and caressing for a few minutes. My confidence returned when Mom undressed and cocked a leg across my head, mounting me and feeding my eager mouth her creamy, sweet pussy.

While I licked and sucked her, Karl walked in from the shower and gasped loudly. I couldn’t see my boyfriend because my face was buried in my mother’s soaking-wet hole, but knowing he was there made me work harder to please her and excite him.

With clawing fingers, I spread Mom’s ass cheeks wide apart and fastened my lips around her trembling, sticky clitoris, sucking the pink nub gently, enjoying her moaning while she spoke to Karl in a calm voice.

“Hi, Karl.”

“Hello, Mrs. Sykes.”

“Call me Marjorie, please.”

“Okay, Marjorie.”

“I’m just marking my territory, honey.”

“I can see.”

“Be a sweetheart and fuck me from behind, please, Karl.”

“Wh-wh-what?”

“A little cuckquean is hiding deep inside your girlfriend, honey, and I want to tease her out a little. Make sure when you fuck me, your balls drag across Claire’s forehead, but above all, she needs a superb view of you pleasing me.”

I was so excited I clawed open my mother’s anal sphincter wide open and dove right in, licking her most taboo hole with a flattened tongue, enjoying the spiral whorl ridges that descended inside her tiny pink hole. Tears from the last time Dad fucked Mom’s back passage must have stung because she winced several times, but once I’d slathered her anus with saliva, it salved her pain, and she settled, purring loudly and pleasurably while I rimmed her.

The mattress shook when Karl leaped onto my bed. I glimpsed him, towering above my mother, facing her. Moments later, the squelching sound of a cock being sucked by a woman who knew how to do it was unmistakable. Marjorie was tasting and warming up my boyfriend, ready to fuck her.

“You have a lovely cock, Karl.”

“Thank you, Mrs.… I mean Marjorie.”

“That’s it. You relax now, and we three will have a lovely night together.”

More squelching and mouth popping with a healthy measure of throat gagging followed as Mom sucked Karl’s cock vigorously. I stared at her damaged anus and thought about my Dad; then, with hormones furiously suppressing my inhibitions, I carefully forced my mother’s anus wider open and slid my tongue inside her.

My head buzzed, and I felt drunk with lust as I pressed my lips more tightly against Mom’s anus, forcing my tongue through the tiny crack. I was rimming the hole my father had fucked the day before. I loved that she was an older woman and wanted her affection and validation so much at that moment, a fact she must have guessed because Mom relaxed and let me lick inside her back passage.

It felt like a rite of passage. We were more than a stepdaughter with her father’s second wife. Rimming my mother’s anus felt spiritual.

“You’d better slip around behind Karl. Your girlfriend almost has me cumming, and I would rather do that with your cock stretching my pussy. It’s been a while since I was fucked in there, so please enjoy.”

“Doesn’t your husband make love to you?”

“Oh yes, honey, every day, but he prefers pumping the other hole.”

“Ahh, I see.”

When he kneeled behind my mother with a knee on either side of my head, Karl’s scorching eyes met mine, and I saw utter devotion and gratitude in his expression. It helped my confidence because I felt mildly ashamed of licking my mother’s back passage, although my boyfriend couldn’t know that. He leaned down and kissed my forehead while I licked Mom’s trembling, leaking hole, drawing the last few drops of her sweetness I would get until my boyfriend filled her with cum.

Mom leaned forward into a sixty-nine position, presenting Karl her slit, and gently clawed my knees back and outwards with her elbows, spreading my legs wide and opening my drenched pussy for her to eat. When she plowed along my creamy furrow, I jerked as though electrified and forced my tongue deeper inside her pussy.

Karl held his solid, thick, long cock in one tightly clenched fist, staring down at me with a look of shock and awe. He had no clue what to do, so I let go of my mother’s sweet, sticky pussy lips and smiled up.

“Please fuck my mother, Karl.”

“What about when I cum?”

“Squirt your seed inside her, slide your cock out, and I will clean you, then her.”

“Wow… I never knew this about you, Claire.”

“Well, now you do.”

Even though my father hadn’t fucked Mom’s pussy in ages, she was no stranger to being filled in that hole. Karl slid his cock balls deep inside my mother in a single stroke, sighing as he probed her. Mom moaned loudly, growling lasciviously when my boyfriend filled her, as though a deep itch was being scratched.

As he rocked gently, pressing his cock deep, stretching my mother’s pussy wide, my boyfriend’s hands rested on mine, pressing into the small of her back. I pulled Mom down so I could find and get my lips onto her clitoris. She responded by spreading her knees wider apart, arching her back, and burying her face in my crotch, slurping my leaky, quivering hole like it was ice cream.

Karl became much more sexually vigorous once his cock was familiar with being inside my mother.

“Fuck me deep and hard with every stroke, honey, and forget Claire is underneath me. I’ll take care of her.”

“This is fucking unbelievable, Marjorie.”

“Yep. You are a lucky boy. Few guys ever get to fuck a mother and her daughter.”

His hips slammed back and forth with perfect form, just as I taught him how to fuck me. It seemed Mom liked her cocks long, hard, and deep inside her, slammed there with consistent pace and weight, just as I did. Her washboard abdomen tensed against my breasts, and I assumed she was milking my boyfriend’s cock buried deep inside her throbbing hole while his balls slid back and forth across my forehead in the most disgraceful manner.

I didn’t feel humiliated by Mom fucking my boyfriend, but I did enjoy watching her taking his cock. My close-up view of her tight, delicate pink seal gripping Karl’s cock tightly when he withdrew was incredible, driving my orgasm when it came on the tip of my mother’s tongue.

Mom’s sticky hormones leaked everywhere as my boyfriend pounded her hard, and a slick sound like a banana being peeled was all I could hear. My nostrils filled with the heady perfume and sticky residue of their gorgeous sex, and my mouth burned with its sweetness.

Mom orgasmed next, and I felt proud that Karl gave her that, holding himself to a high standard of lovemaking. She shuddered energetically and screamed while my boyfriend gripped her waist, hauling her squelching cunt on and off his cock while she lifted higher, preparing to feed me.

Karl shot his creamy load deep inside Mom’s pussy with his balls resting on my forehead. I watched his urethra bulge, then pump her full of his seed. It was the most incredible sight ever. I sucked my mother’s clitoris hard, helping bring her to an immense, physically energetic, noisy climax.

As soon as my boyfriend slid his cock out of my mother’s creamy, gaping wide hole, she lifted, allowing me the space to open my mouth wide and suck the messy cock that dripped their sweet and salty cum.

When his cock was clean, my boyfriend rolled back on the bed, panting and chuckling joyously, but I wasn’t done. I licked my lips, sucked in my cheeks, and swallowed every drop of their shared love while pulling Mom’s richly creamed hole onto my face.

Marjorie rose like a queen onto her throne, straddling her knees even wider apart.

When I puckered my lips and sealed my mother’s gaping wide, well fucked, sticky hole, I was in heaven, with another kink solidly ticked off and enjoyed. Marjorie’s pussy tasted like nectar, a mix of her sweet slick hormones and my boyfriend’s tart globs of baby-making seed. I passed the creamy treat through my teeth, mixing both my lover’s cum until it was a flavorsome ambrosia, and I swallowed it in a moment of such extreme hedonism that shimmering euphoria swept me away.

When Mom dismounted my face, I licked my lips and grinned at her. She kissed me deeply, pulling Karl into a three-way embrace as we individually processed what had happened.

“Well done, Son. You fucked my wife well. You did great, too, Claire.”

My head almost rolled off my neck as it snapped through ninety degrees. My father leaned against the bedroom door frame. He was wrapped in a towel, smiling, holding a coffee, raising it as though toasting us.

“It seems you’ve come of age, Claire, and not a moment too soon. I was finding it hard to satisfy your mother and her clients.”

“I didn’t hear or see you there, Daddy.”

“You were busy, honey.”


Chapter Six

Come One, Come All

◆◆◆

I felt more than a little self-conscious when my father strolled into my bedroom, even though he was wrapped in a towel. While I discretely slipped under the duvet, covering my nakedness, he shook Karl’s hand. The two men had met many times, but this new chance encounter was very different because Dad’s wife’s pussy was crammed full of my boyfriend’s semen.

My father glanced from one to the other, smiling at each of us and reserving extra warmth for me. He nodded to Karl, then turned and strolled back to my bedroom door, waving with the back of his hand.

“I just wanted to say hi, son.”

“Hello, Mr. Sykes.”

“Come and see me in the morning so we can discuss how to divide our labor. We have many beautiful and exciting ladies to please.”

In that instant, any ice that might have remained in our house was resoundingly broken. I was stunned, not at all expecting such a casual response from my Dad to the knowledge that his daughter and her boyfriend had just fucked his wife. When he was gone, I giggled nervously and flopped back in bed. Mom slipped inside the duvet beside me while Karl sat on the edge of my bed, looking stunned.

I took his hand, rubbing its back with my thumb.

“Are you okay, Karl?”

“I’m not sure to be honest. I’ve had sex with three women today, which is more than ever before, and I’m not sure… sorry.”

“What do you mean?”

“I love you, Claire, and… well, honestly, I am into your Mom, and Emma was fun and excellent too, but I’m not sure I am cut out to sleep with so many women. Three is plenty enough girls for me.”

“Oh, I see. You liked Emma that much?”

“I like older women, honey. Today has shown me how much. I’ve been wanking off to MILF’s since my cock first got hard, and I discovered how to circumvent the parental controls on our home internet hub.”

“Wow… umm, that’s awkward for me.”

He waved his hands in a bling panic, and I laughed at how comically he remonstrated.

“No… no… no… I don’t mean I like them more than I like you. I like older women rather than any younger ones besides you. Jesus… fuck! I’m not doing a great job of explaining this.”

Mom held up a hand, silencing us both. She smiled and dragged Karl into bed with us, him on one side and me on the other. I cuddled close in from behind as her big spoon, leaned on an elbow and peered over her shoulder at my boyfriend.

“You kids need to talk more openly about sex and relationships if you want to make this work. I think what Karl is saying is that he doesn’t just want to fuck anyone, and he likes Emma and me. Is that right, honey?”

“Exactly. I’d be happy to help out a few more Emma’s and other ladies like you, Marjorie, but I’m no man whore for sale to anyone who popped in for an eyebrow tint and decides they want a fuck buddy for an extra couple of hundred bucks.”

“Why don’t you tell me what you do want?”

“I love Claire, and I like you and Emma.”

“I see. Should I invite Emma into our bed now… here?”

My heart was in my mouth because Marjorie and I had agreed to keep Emma a secret, and here she was quizzing Karl about his dog-walking park lover, who was also fucked by my father. I held my breath until my lungs ached and my eyes bulged, whereupon I gasped, realized what I’d been doing just before passing out.

Anxiety crawled up my spine as I considered how much my boyfriend had enjoyed fucking Emma. She appeared demure when the lady was actually very dominant, a snake perhaps, or maybe just a mother, widow, and experienced in life. She was also beautiful for an older woman. I hadn’t asked her for any personal information, such as why she wanted to fuck my boyfriend. At that moment, for all three of us, we were - right time, right place.

Even though it seemed that my boyfriend had more than a passing interest in Emma, I was still thrilled by the prospect of watching them make love again, only this time, I would join in. I shivered vigorously because the danger of potential relationship harm by cause of infidelity seduced my dark side, which wanted to skate on thin ice more than anything. I held back and let Mom take the lead while I planted soft, damp kisses on her back, watching and listening to everything.

Karl’s eyes narrowed, and he pursed his lips as he stared at my mother, growing increasingly suspicious.

“Did Claire tell you about what happened in the park, Marjorie?”

“Yes… but that’s not how I know Emma.”

“How do you know her?”

“Emma Strong has been my client since her husband died. She came here to have a hair styling so she’d look nice at her husband’s funeral.”

“Wow. That’s sad.”

“They were soulmates, Karl. Now, she is alone.”

“No kids?”

“Three. All adults.”

“Did you make love to Emma, Marjorie?”

“We became friends, and then friendship became more, but I don’t kiss and tell, honey. Now, she’s downstairs in my spa enjoying the hot tub.”

“Fuck!”

“Yeah.”

“That’s a hell of a coincidence.”

“There’s more, honey. My husband has already fucked Emma after her beauty treatment.”

Karl leaped out of bed and ran for the door, still naked. He slammed his hands against both sides of the door frame, stopping dead; I figured something inside my bedroom held him captive - an opportunity, perhaps. Karl turned slowly and walked back, trepidation contorting his face, shame warming it.

Mom gently patted the bed beside her.

“Would you like Emma to become your regular lover, Karl?”

My boyfriend eyed me, cringing apprehensively while I smiled. If I were to have my sexual liberation from our current boyfriend-girlfriend arrangement, Karl must have it, too. He needed reassurance, so I gave it.

“We would still be boyfriend and girlfriend, Karl.”

“Would we, though?”

“As long as we don’t catch feelings for anyone else… yes, of course.”

“So, if I saw Emma - just me and her, that is, you’d be okay with it?”

“One hundred percent, although I would like to try her out at least once, baby.”

“How about now, Claire? She’s downstairs.”

Mom craned her neck to check out my response. I smiled, hiding the immense emotional storm raging inside me. This felt like the next step toward my dream of having a solid, substantial relationship with Mom and fucking other guys. She’d told me that unleashing Karl from the constraints of our relationship would free me also, and, by the sparkle in his eye that primarily seemed focused on Emma right now, we were heading toward some state of freedom.

“I’d love to fuck Emma right now, Karl.”

“Then please do it.”

“If she comes up here, you must be honest about how you want to move forward with her.”

“I don’t know what to say. It depends on Emma.”

“What’s your ideal solution?”

“I’d like to see her once, maybe twice a week, and sleepover, not just have a quickie.”

He glanced at my mother to see her reaction, but she said nothing. Instead, Mom got up and left our bed, holding up a hand with fingers and thumb outstretched to say she would be five minutes. I assumed she was going to see Emma. I eyed Karl, who looked terrified, but he made no move to stop Marjorie from leaving.

After Mom left, Karl shuffled closer to me, holding my hand, looking uncertain.

“I’ll be having an affair, Claire. It’s cheating.”

“You fucked Emma earlier this afternoon, honey.”

“You were there, encouraging me. It felt like I had permission.”

“We’ll be enjoying consensual non-monogamy, honey - we’re better off trying it out now than in a few years, when doing so might destroy our relationship.”

“What if it does destroy us?”

“Better now than in a few years.”

I’d dropped a bit of a bombshell if he read between the lines. Karl looked away, breathed deeply a few times, and then stared back at me. His eyes were deadly serious, and his brow furrowed with deep grooves between folds you could park a bike in. His cheeks puffed, and he sighed with a choking sound coming from the back of his throat, like rustling dry leaves blowing through the forest.

My heart thumped so loudly that I stared back at him as though he must have heard it. My chest tightened, and my mouth was parched because I knew what the next question must be.

“Is consensual non-monogamy part of your essential character, Claire?”

“Yes.”

“So if I don’t agree, it’s something that you will always gravitate to.”

“I’m sorry, Karl.”

“Please answer me.”

“Yes. I won’t be satisfied with just you.”

“How do you know for sure?”

“Because I want to have a romantic, loving relationship with you and another with my Mom.”

“Wow, fuck!”

“Sorry.”

“No, no. Fair play to you for being honest.”

“It seems we both like older women, Karl. Isn’t there an opportunity here for you too?”

“Yes.”

“And I feel like you want the same thing with Emma that I do with Marjorie.”

“Maybe. I don’t know. It’s early days, but I wanted her after she left us today.”

“Did you want me as well?”

“With all my heart, honey. I only feel sexually drawn to Emma.”

“Then why do you look so terrified?”

“You look the same, Claire.”

That’s a very fair point.

I was probably as excited and apprehensive as my boyfriend was. We were young and had both fucked significantly older lovers in the past day - neither of us having had enough time to process that. I was reeling from what could only be described as a culture shock, to suddenly be in a loving, highly sexualized relationship with a woman I had previously shown little aside from indifference to.

When my bedroom door opened again, Mom strolled in, holding Emma’s hand. The older woman smiled and looked gorgeous in a motherly, yummy kind of way. She was wrapped in a towel, and her long blonde hair was tied in a high, sexy bun. She winked at me and slid out a couple of long, steel hairpins, allowing her beautiful locks to cascade over her shoulders and down her back.

“Wow.”

“Hi again, Claire. I had no idea Marjorie was your Mom.”

“Me neither… I mean, I had no idea-“

“I know what you mean, sweetheart. It’s lovely to see you again; I don’t know if I thanked you for letting me use your guy in the park.”

“You did.”

“Thank goodness. It was so kind of you.”

There was an intense, sexually explosive pause while Emma checked me out, and all eyes were on me. Mom hauled the duvet off the bed so I was more easily examined by the older woman with a discerning eye, and I felt deliciously violated, another first and very enjoyable kink.

The much older woman was attractive in a very disciplinarian way, and I could see why my boyfriend was drawn to her. Her eyes soaked up my body, so I spread my legs wide so she could get a good look. After a full appraisal of me, she grinned broadly and with the most sophisticated, sleazy expression I ever saw.

“Your mother says you kids have a proposal for me.”

“My boyfriend wants to have an affair with you.”

“What do you mean by an affair, Claire?”

“I mean, he wants to enjoy you as a lover, like a girlfriend, not as a stud loaned out or paid for by the hour. He probably wants dinner, maybe a walk through the park, then to spend the night. Is that about right, Karl?”

“Yes.”

I shrugged and grinned, amazed by the lewd and consenting nature of my words and the casual manner in which I’d spoken them. Things were changing quickly, but as much as I was thrilled, I was also anxious that sudden problems might rear their ugly head. Karl lay back groaning, covering his face with both hands. The pressure of our tryst was becoming too much, so I reached over to his side of the bed, gripped his cock, and began wanking him off gently and slowly.

“Calm down and think things through, Karl.”

Unpredictably, although it should have been otherwise, my mother leaned in and sucked the cock I masturbated in a tightly clenched fist, tossing her long hair over her shoulder to keep it out of the way and provide everyone with a superb view of her technique. As Mom slurped her way up and down my boyfriend’s shaft, Emma nodded approvingly, smiling and raising one eyebrow into what felt to my pussy like a very sleazy suggestion she and I enjoy some private fun.

“You have a good thing going on here, Claire. Why share your boyfriend with me?”

“There are many reasons, but primarily, I want to spend more time with my mother, and in doing so, it seems unfair that Karl misses out. If I am to enjoy sexual freedom, so should he, and my boyfriend is very into you.”

“It looks like your mother can entertain Karl and you.”

“I want more than just bedroom play with my mother.”

“Ahh, feelings?”

“Well, of course.”

“Anything else?”

“Mother-daughter fun with guys who seek that experience.”

“I see. Many men will come, Claire.”

Emma slipped off her towel and revealed an utterly gorgeous body. She had aged, and that showed in motherly curves that even the gym couldn’t flatten, but strong muscles tensed everywhere, and she was slender, with a tight ass and pert breasts with delicious-looking puffy nipples and wide areola that formed a raised mound.

“You are magnificent, Emma.”

“I have two sons and a daughter who ravaged my body, but I wouldn’t have it any other day. I love motherhood.”

“Are your children Karl’s age… sorry, that was rude of me.”

“Not at all. My youngest is a daughter, and she’s twenty-eight.”

“Ten years older than us.”

“Don’t get hung up on age, Claire. As long as a lover can fuck you well and unselfishly, as Karl did me today, they are worthy if they are legal. For me, younger guys are more vigorous and genuinely enthused to fuck me.”

“As am I.”

“I saw that sparkling in your eyes today. I wish you’d said something and I could have stayed longer. Did you clean me off your boyfriend’s cock?”

“Yes… for ages.”

“And did I taste nice?”

“I loved it.”

“Would you like to taste directly from my honey pot?”

“Yes, please.”

My voice was a whisper, my heart a flutter, my nipples achingly solid, and my body warm from a rush of hormones that consumed me. Emma would be my first female lover after Mom, and that excited me, especially considering both my boyfriend and Dad had fucked her.

As an older woman, she had the gentle experience of a lover who understood what to do, when and why; she approached me, leaned down where I sat, and kissed me so softly that I barely felt her first touch. As her lips pressed harder, mine melted, giving everything I had to her with a youthful, excited tongue that slipped perfectly inside Emma’s mouth, sizzling, searingly hot, and sending ripples of pleasure to every corner of my body.

Emma cupped my breasts, caressing them with her soft palms, rubbing harder against my solid nipples that engorged and rose like iron studs. She kneeled and eyed my breasts, then grinned at me and bowed, gently kissing, then softly licking, and finally firmly sucking my teat.

I gasped, holding her head in my hands, enjoying the delicate, moist touch of her tongue on my nipple while she gently suckled. I watched Mom sucking my boyfriend’s cock, driving her tightly clamped lips up and down his shaft, and saw from his expression that I’d won the day - Karl was firmly on the same page as me.

When Emma went down on me, it was the best tongue I ever had. Mom straddled Karl, mounting his cock while I lay watching, becoming the new sweetheart of an older woman sucking my solid, trembling clitoris. I wanted her never to stop and marveled at how her fingers gently probed my holes, opening parts of me that she wanted to lick and suck, devouring and worshiping me.

Emma clambered onto my childhood bed, twisting around and crawling backward, her knees planted on either side of me, her pussy mound freshly plucked and well fucked, her anus bleached. When she nestled her sticky lips in my mouth, I smelled her heady, intoxicating aroma and was hooked.

Amid the sounds of my Mom fucking my boyfriend, I made sweet love to Emma, licking the remnants of tangy semen that leaked from her sweet gaping hole. I tongued every inch of both her holes, most enjoying the pulsating pink one that my boyfriend and father had stretched.

When I orgasmed, she drank me like Greek gods enjoy wine from a cup, slurping her way up and down my sodden, creamy furrow. I heard Karl and my mother cumming together, so I clenched Emma’s tiny pink nub and dragged her solid clitoris from side to side as fast and hard as I could until she tensed, cried out joyously, and shuddered, squirting sweet nectar in my mouth, coating my tonsils as I desperately choked and swallowed.

After that orgasm, we cuddled and kissed so softly that it made me feel like nothing, and nobody could assail my good temperament. I felt euphoric, rolling around in the bed with three other lovers, taking turns to pleasure and be pleasured by each.

When it was my turn to be fucked by Karl, I lay on top of Emma, kissing her while she held open my ass cheeks, helping me point up my slit. Mom lubricated my anus and helped feed my boyfriend’s cock inside my back passage while my lesbian lover rolled my nipples between index fingers and thumbs, making me think of anything except the thick, long cock that tore open my virgin sphincter.

Once my seal was popped and Karl’s cock was deep inside me, the stinging pain became an extreme pleasure, and he fucked me slowly, gently, and with plenty of love. While my boyfriend fucked my back passage, I stared into Emma’s face, moaning lasciviously, my eyes bloated, my smile and pleasure undeniable.

“It’s good to give your boyfriend first time inside your back passage, Claire. You and he must always be the most important sexual partners you have and enjoy.”

“It feels so fucking good.”

“Just you wait until my sons get hold of you, and they each take a hole and fuck you senseless. They specialize in double penetrating girls like you.”

I came hard when Emma said that, constricting my anus tightly around my boyfriend’s cock while squeezing the walls of my rectum, milking his shaft. I gasped and spluttered my words incoherently and incredulously, but all I could think about was how nice it would be to have two brothers attend to me all night.

“Are they big?”

“Yes, honey.”

I slumped down, my face entangled in Emma’s hair. Karl was going for a big finale, pounding my back passage like naval guns on a battleship taking out a fortress on land. I forced my ass back, enjoying the filling he gave me while my mother fingered my clitoris hard, making sure I was on the same orgasmic journey as my boyfriend.

My mouth was right beside Emma’s ear as she held me snugly while my beloved reamed my newly bleached anus, so I whispered, praying my boyfriend couldn’t hear.

“Are their cocks bigger than Karl’s?”

“Oh, yes, honey. While your boyfriend fucks me, my sons are going to take great care of you, after which you’ll spend the night with my daughter.”

“Oh god… yes, please.”


Kate Granger

◆◆◆

Thank you for reading Seduced By My Stepmom: Book One. Please consider leaving a review. For more of work, see below.

-----------------------------

Amazon eBooks:




Please follow me on Amazon here. 




All available Kate Granger eBooks can be found on my landing page: https://mybook.to/j6urkd

----------------------------

Social Media

• X: @AuthorGranger

• Bluesky: @kategranger.bsky.social

• TikTok: @kate.granger0

--------------------------

For more reading options, you can also find my work on:

☛ Substack: https://kategranger.substack.com/

☛ Reamstories: https://reamstories.com/kategranger


Books By This Author

Be Careful What You Wish For

Many husbands and wives dream of achieving freedom by mutually agreeing to sleep with strangers, love interests at work, or a celebrity they meet by happenstance in a hotel bar or elevator.

How many actually make an open marriage work?

Emma is reluctant when her husband, Justin, proposes an open marriage. She is fully invested in him and their three daughters, but he has itchy feet and yearns to tuck them under the duvet of other women.

Diving into an open marriage before discussing boundaries, Justin won’t take no for an answer. Emma tried to warn him using an age-old proverb.

“Be careful what you wish for, honey.”

This story was developed using an excellent writer’s prompt on my Substack from a friend, reader, and fellow writer, John Elliot.

In Need Of Love

I leaned on the doorframe long enough to know this wasn’t their first time. A girl can sense a familiarity between lovers when watching them copulate.

It definitely wasn’t my husband’s first time inside Piper.

She wrapped her legs around his waist perfectly, spurring her heels precisely where she knew the crease between his cheeks and thighs to be.

He groaned like he was enjoying his favorite girl, something a husband can only do after the first time he cheated. Soundbites like, I missed you so much or Let’s not leave it so long until next time, are also dead giveaways that your husband has cheated before.

I tapped on the doorframe and smiled, not willing to allow their infidelity to provoke my emotions overtly.

“Hi, Ben. Hello, Piper.”

“Oh hell - Madison - I err, I!”

“You are inside my best friend, husband.”

Revenge is a dish best served cold. Read how Madison turns to her stepfather and adopted mother for help in the most unexpected way

Girls Who Love Girls

Romance is as powerful when women love women as any other couple, and this anthology describes it. The sizzle, pop, and ripples of pleasure that overwhelm Lesbian lovers when engaged in tawdry pleasure are deftly recounted in this collection of open-door bedroom short romance stories.

Come inside and read five short stories about how life and romance play out when women fall in love and lust.

A living room and a half-dressed Christmas tree become a cauldron of love and age-gap decadence when a young woman meets the girl she once babysat.

Fresh from disgrace at the hands of four stable boys at home, Olivia is sent to Granger Hall by her father for re-education. Find out when Catherine, older, wiser, and with a strong hand, helps the riding master orientate her latest pupil.

Jane Redpath, a beautiful, kind English teacher, meets her former star pupil, Kate Hamilton, while shopping. An invitation back home for coffee to Jane’s library presents Kate with the opportunity to make amends for a childhood misdeed.

A secret punisher at a publishing company takes names and hands out retribution, notifying the guilty parties by secret emails. Who is the punisher, why are they such a secret, and how do they chastise?

Secret affairs have always been a thing at parties, but what happens when the music stops and bodies lie sleeping everywhere in a living room, across couches, chairs, and on the floor?
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