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Chapter One

Getting Back On Track

◆◆◆

Karl was spending a week with Sonia as her lover. After fucking my boyfriend, she took a liking to him and decided to introduce her closest friends at an annual retreat they enjoyed together. I laughingly called it a bitches reunion where my guy would be her trophy lover and I fleetingly felt jealous, but that passed quickly because I was preoccupied with my own sex life and the emotions that bubbled around it.

A set of photographs my boyfriend sent me on his first night at a five-star country and golf hotel suggested that his new favorite lover was enjoying herself. I saw at least three naked, beautiful middle-aged women in his and Sonia’s bed.

When I first paid for lunch using my pussy, I had thought Sonia was Carlos’s cuckquean, which she was that day, but slowly, I began to understand that people can be more than one sexual thing, and kinks were rarely absolute - sex was a gray area, love and romance less so.

Carly was also away for the week, collecting some belongings from her New York apartment and making remote working arrangements with the advertising agency she worked for.

My casual girlfriend was moving into a spare bedroom in our home.

It was just Mom and me at our home for a whole week. Well… Dad would be there too, but he was away for the weekend. When he was at home, we rarely saw him since his bull services were in high demand. As the days passed, I became used to seeing single beautiful women coming and going from Dad’s bedroom, also, hotwives with their cuckold husbands stayed overnight, and even a few lesbian couples visited him.

When a wrought iron cage the size you might use to secure a large dog arrived and was set up in his bedroom, Mom moved out and in with me permanently. It seemed amicable as far as splits go, but I wasn’t sure what it meant for me, or us, or anyone, for that matter.

I smiled at Dad’s friends who passed me in the hallway or when I saw new arrivals from the kitchen, but I left them, and my father’s private business well alone.

Mom and I agreed that I would start working part-time in her home-based spa and beauty therapy business. There were rules, mostly about how clients must make the first approach for sexual services, that there were no charges for a first time, but thereafter, customers must pay to fuck me.

I hadn’t taken my first customer yet because I was still learning to use bleaches and creams and how to treat people safely.

I joined Mom on a chirpy, sunny early summer morning. It was warm with immense birdsong and a fresh breeze wafting through the open kitchen door leading to our yard. Excitedly, I sat on a kitchen stool, watching my mother’s beautiful, semi-naked figure dance like a ballerina around the kitchen preparing our breakfast.

Mom glanced at me and smiled knowingly. I cringed and felt ashamed, both by my sleazy gaze and the fluttering in my stomach that tingled through my reproductive organs to my pussy lips. I oozed seduction into my panties and could smell its disdain for my restraint in tendrils of deviant encouragement.

“Are you checking me out, Claire?”

“Sorry.”

“I like it. Ogle me all you like.”

I shook my head but couldn’t rid myself of the lewd image locked into my brain. Mom wore a semi-transparent silk gown with a white thong underneath. When she bent over to check a tray in the oven, her underwear, a thin strip of modest cotton, barely covered the puffy, succulent mound I had dined on around midnight.

I knew my mother’s pussy must be wet. I shook my head again and changed the subject.

“Change is in the air, Mom.”

“Spring to summer is like that. One day it’s chilly, the next you have the air-conditioning on full.”

“No… I meant change here, in this house. Sexually, romantically… it feels like a lot has changed - is still changing.”

Marjorie set a mug of coffee down in front of me, then used silicone kitchen tongs to grip and serve a warm, buttery croissant gently. Layers of crispy heaven were peeling off the baked treat, tempting me.

She nodded at it.

“Eat.”

“It’s not the sort of food we should eat.”

“We’ll be using the gym later today. Carbs are fine if you work them off.”

“Are we training together?”

“Of course. Why do you ask?”

“You moved back into my bedroom. I’m just wondering if we are back full-on then, Mom?”

“We were never off, honey.”

“Well… you were in Dad’s bedroom most nights again. It felt like we became casual lovers. I thought…”

Mom paused, watching me to see if I would finish my sentence, but I struggled for the words. I was still awkward around concepts of love, finding sex a much simpler matter to deal with.

“What did you think, Claire? Tell Mommy… please.”

“I just thought things had been going in a particular direction and then they slowed down.”

They actually stopped.

“Only because Carly moved into your bedroom. Don’t get me wrong, I like her immensely, but sleeping with two others every night - it’s exhausting.”

“It is.”

“Also… I-.”

It was Mom’s turn to clam up. She looked awkward and indecisive, a rare condition for a woman with such confidence and clarity of mind.

“Don’t hold anything back, Mom.”

“Okay… I never wanted to stand between any love you might feel for Carly.”

“I don’t love her, and as far as I know, her infatuation with me has diminished. She wants a caring domme who will guide her. I think you and I between us are her safe place.”

“Then I guess we're back on.”

“Good.”

I pondered recent events for a moment. It had been a month since Carlos had fucked me and his wife first took Karl. Carly was our cleanup girl that day, and another fine mess was licked and sucked from inside every well fucked hole.

Carly was an excellent submissive girl to have in the highly sexualized home ours had become, but I didn’t love her as much as I had thought for reasons I couldn’t fully explain. Sex has a way of clouding or sparking the flames of love in a very skewed way. What feels like love at the moment of orgasm fades into a memory within minutes or hours.

As the tawdry days of a long month passed, I realized I was too young to manage so much romance that many people give and must receive by return. Karl, Mom, and Carly began burdening me, through no fault of theirs.

My young, submissive lover became the main problem because in every sex scenario I wanted to enjoy, I had to tailor a role for her. I had missed visiting Emma because of Carly and her bratty whining that her tongue should be plenty for me and I hadn’t fucked the two brothers that were still on my to-do list.

It all came to a head two days ago when Carly asked for her own bedroom in our home. Mom intervened, and we had a long discussion, deciding it would be best to do that and for me to dominate my girlfriend lovingly from a distance along the corridor.

Carly would also be available to spa and beauty therapy customers - mostly licking pussies as a means to give happy endings.

For two days before she left for New York, Carly joined Mom and me in my bed when it suited all parties, but she didn’t sleep with us - a happy settlement for all. She also asked for permission to fuck my father on occasion and that was also agreed. Something was going on between them, but I stayed out of it - Dad was the line I wouldn’t cross.

For two days, life was heavenly, and now, with Carly and Karl away visiting, it was even better. Mom stared at me across the granite breakfast bar with sultry, sizzling eyes as she scraped the last teaspoon of mango and apricot yoghurt from a small glass pot.

When she set the glass and teaspoon down, Mom raised an eyebrow into a question mark and smiled lasciviously.

“You said change is in the air, Claire. I’m guessing you don’t just mean Carly’s move into a spare bedroom and Karl’s week away with his new lover.”

“I thought Carly was a lesbian. Now she wants to fuck my Dad… your husband.”

“There was a time when you considered yourself one hundred percent straight.”

“That’s true.”

“Some people are sexually hard-wired, others not so much, and changes are based on chemicals and hormones nobody truly understands the nature of.”

“Carly wants Dad to fuck her. That’s a big change, and he agreed.”

“Dad is a very alluring man. He is cool under fire, handsome, fit as a fiddle, and an incredible lover. Carly’s female brain has locked on, and she wants him. I don’t see a problem.”

“Where does that leave you and my father?”

Mom pondered the question, stood up, fetched the coffee pot, and squeezed out another mug for each of us. While I added creamer and stevia sweetener, she sat down again, sighed, stared at the ceiling, and then looked at me.

“If you don’t show one another affection, love eventually dwindles. It’s a natural occurrence when the chemistry that brought you together wanes.”

“Are you saying you and Dad aren’t in love?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes. Dad is more focused on his active sex life, whereas I have… well, it doesn’t matter.”

“Yes, it does matter… to me - finish that sentence, please, Mom.”

My mother stared at me with eyes that blazed and sparkled passionately. Her chest heaved, nostrils flared, and her cheeks speckled bright crimson despite the light skin foundation cream she wore. My heart pounded like monsoon rainfall slamming against a corrugated steel roof, and my body tingled everywhere.

My panties were soaked through, and both thighs felt sticky. Sex pervaded the kitchen, overpowering the scent of baked croissants and fresh Kenyan roast coffee beans.

“I’m in love with you, Claire.”

“Oh my.”

“I’m sorry… I know we have said this before, and it seemed like an infatuation… but I am totally, head over heels in love with you.”

“Like soulmate love?”

“Yes.”

I never imagined my Mom’s loving feelings were so sincere or significant. She loved me. I knew that because she had told me so soon after arriving in my life as a stepmother. We’d had a few difficult months at the outset, but her charm, maturity, and kindness drew me close to the first real mother I’d had. Since we had started making love, I felt different about Marjorie, but I never imagined her desiring me as a soulmate.

Mom’s wide eyes were soft and loving, and her expression was gentle. She looked vulnerable and cute as hell. She smiled and looked away, but not before I saw her gorgeous dimples indent deeply, a sign that her emotions overflowed.

“Say something, Claire… please?”

I slipped off my kitchen stool, my entire body throbbing with arousal. My panties had yielded to the force of nature flooding them moments ago, and I was a hot, sticky mess. I rounded the kitchen counter and took my mother’s hands when she turned half sideways to face me. She smiled lovingly, her eyes yearning hopefully, as I scanned her face, seeing a beautiful woman, fifteen years my senior, who was deeply in love with me.

“I love you, too, Mom. Please kiss me.”

“My pleasure, sweetheart.”

Marjorie never averted her gaze from mine when she leaned in, her eyes ablaze, lips and cheeks trembling wildly. When we touched, it felt like a first kiss, which in many ways it was, because everything changed in that sizzling, heart-stopping moment. We were drawn closer together, transforming from girlfriends and lovers, even transcending our mother-daughter relationship to become soulmates.

Her tongue sparked a new layer of love between us, and a loving, sexual intensity surged through my veins, changing me entirely by the time our kiss ended. My mother stared at me with utter contentment as though she had won an immense prize.

“I love you with all my heart, Mom.”

“As your mother?”

“Yes, always, but not only that way… I love you as my soulmate.”

“And what about Carly? Karl, too.”

“There is room for them in a polyamorous network that we have discussed, but I want you first and foremost.”

“Good. Claire, we can have many lovers, but we should take them together.”

“I’d like that.”

“This house cannot be the free-use home we thought it might be. If we are a couple, we can’t allow ourselves to stray. Karl is your lover, Dad is mine, Carly we share, and everything else must be discussed.”

“What about the brothers?”

“I’ll be there to help when Emma’s boys double penetrate you.”

“I’d like that, Mom.”

The thought of having emotional stability warmed me. I had missed the solidity of knowing that Karl was mine and I was his. He was still mine, but he belonged to others now, too. Emma wanted to date my boyfriend, and Sonia also desired him. None of that, or them, or him and them, crossed a red line for me because I was polyamorous, or at least some version of that I was still discovering.

I had opened up Karl and my relationship with good reason because I wanted to explore my sexual nature and enjoy the many forbidden fruits on offer.

Marjorie was my perfect soulmate. Having helped me through puberty as a decent, caring Mom, she now enjoyed those young fruits as I entered womanhood.

Mom kissed me again, this time wrapping an arm around my waist, caressing her fingers lower while her tongue sought mine until they cupped my ass cheeks where she squeezed her nails into my soft skin. Without releasing her lips from mine, I reached inside my T-shirt, lifted each leg, and peeled down my sodden panties, stepping out and tossing them aside.

Moments later, Mom’s hand was between my legs, her trembling fingers sliding gently between my sticky, pouting pussy lips. I was on fire, my heart thumping like a Cheetah on the hunt, my head throbbing from sexual tension that squeezed through my temples, unlocking my kinks.

“Finger me, Mom.”

“I will start playing with my fingers, but I want a taste of your honey.”

“My pussy is yours to eat as much as you want.”

I was on fire, enjoying our kiss almost as much as my mother’s fingers that played a beautifully soft tune on my cream-coated clitoris. She squashed its squishy nub until I gasped and detached my lips from hers, staring with utter devotion into a face of absolute unconditional love. I buried my face between Marjorie’s shoulder and neck, planting soft, passionate, wet kisses in a line to her ear, which I licked and whispered into.

“I need to be fucked hard today, Mom.”

“My brother will take care of your tight pussy.”

“F-f-fucking what?”

I leaned back to stare into my mother’s face in disbelief. Still, I didn’t step away, such was my enjoyment of her fingers that dragged my fully engorged, trembling clitoris in a counter-clockwise circle as my orgasm rose the mountain to a ledge where a chasm of joy awaited me. I panted, captivated, entirely at my mother’s mercy, immensely enjoying being gently finger-fucked but utterly confused by what she’d said.

“Your fucking brother?”

“Yes… he has a big cock and fucks well. I haven’t had the pleasure, but I did watch him a few times.”

“Are we talking about the same man? Uncle Leon?”

“Yes, of course, Leon. I only have one brother.”

“And he wants to fuck me?”

“Of course he does.”

“Jesus… what will you be doing while he fucks me?”

“You’ll be licking my pussy on your hands and knees. I’ll be in front of you, Uncle Leon behind.”

“Oh my… isn’t that-”

Mom grinned from between my legs, waving her hands to reassure me.

“I won’t be touching my brother, nor will he play with me. We’ll just be taking care of you together. It will be a first for us too.”

“Siblings fucking me?”

“That’s what Emma’s sons will be doing, right?”

“I guess so.”

I was heavily aroused, leaking sticky cream all over Mom’s fingers like I lubricated an engine. She nodded at the kitchen counter, so I hopped up, spreading my legs wide apart, while she sat back on her stool and palmed my knees even wider, stretching my groin to its maximum extent. When my mother’s tongue lapped my creamy slit, I lay back on the cold granite surface and closed my eyes, imagining Uncle Leon’s cock sinking balls deep inside my trembling, sticky hole.

I wanted to fuck my uncle and if licking my soulmate’s pussy was on the cards while he defiled me, that suited me perfectly fine too.

“Is Uncle Leon visiting us, Mom?”

“Nope. We are going there and staying overnight.”

“Okay… umm… will we sleep in the same bed?”

“Yep… but nothing will happen between me and him. Uncle Leon needs to shake his fantasy about you loose.”

“Oh my… how long has he been… You know?”

“Since you first met.”

I gasped, partly because now I knew that, in all those times I had played with Uncle Leon, he’d had impure thoughts about me but restrained himself. My Mother’s biological brother had always been decent, never inappropriately touching me or suggesting anything untoward, which is why I was so surprised about this tawdry revelation.

“Do you want to fuck Uncle Leon, Claire?”

“Damn fucking right I do.”

Mom peeled my sticky, swollen pussy lips aside with both thumbs and slurped my creamy pink nub, swallowing my sweetness while purring lovingly. She kissed my cleaned up clitoris with puckered lips, slowly sucking it out of a hidden puffy pouch, rolling its tiny, pearl-like tip from side to side with an expert tongue.

When her mouth was securely vacuum clamped onto my clitoris, Mom released my labia, tickling my midriff as her fingertips played a tune, rising to my breasts. She cupped and squeezed them, kneading much harder the more desperately I moaned.

I lifted my ass cheeks, arching into a crab, glancing rearwards, seeing my father at the kitchen door, watching us fucking. He smiled approvingly. I frowned. He winked and smiled again. I closed my eyes, and when I opened them, Dad was gone as though he had never been there.

Did I imagine that?

Was my Dad there?”

Nah… no way.

Mom rolled my nipples squeezing powerfully between index fingers and thumbs, sucking my creamy clitoris so thoroughly, I came hard, squirting energetically and without restraint. She backed off and used four fingers to wank me off, playing my creamy furrow like a guitar, oblivious to the fountain of squirted unicorn pee I shot out in powerful jets.

I made a complete mess of the worktop, Mom’s hands, face, gown and the floor below, unrestrained by any inhibitions, cumming hard.

When my orgasm diminished into a tingle, Mom stared at me lovingly, grabbing a roll of kitchen tissue to mop up my sleazy mess. I rolled off the counter, covered in my orgasmic mess.

Mom pointed at the door.

“Go… shower right away. I’ll join you after I clean this mess.”

“Thank you, Mom… oh, just one thing.”

“What is it?”

“Is Dad home?”

“No, honey. He’s away for the weekend.”

“That’s what I thought.”

“See you upstairs, Claire… go… now.”


Chapter Two

Visiting Leon

◆◆◆

We showered together, and I noticed Mom was a hot, sticky mess when I slid a handful of fingers between her legs. I spread her swollen lips wide and, while kissing her softly, I gently rubbed around the outside of her trembling hole. The water drained any of my mother’s sticky arousal with it, but her nipples were solid, like the studs under soccer boots.

I licked and sucked my mother’s nipples, clenching around the base, making them harder, dragging each one in a circle as I teased her pussy hole with two fingers fucking her gently. Mom leaned back against the shower room glass wall and amid a steam bath I finger fucked her, almost to the point she orgasmed.

Mom gently gripped my wrist and stopped me before I finished her off. She cited the time and hour as a reason, pointing out that we had an hour’s drive ahead. But I knew at that moment she’d enjoyed being edged, and that feeling of sexual urgency would remain with her for hours.

It was another thing I understood about my mother’s sexual needs.

Since mentioning Uncle Leon wanted to fuck me, Mom had become increasingly enthusiastic about reaching her childhood home. She owned half of the property, the siblings having inherited the massive beef ranch from their Mom and Dad. Her bedroom was as she had left it before going away to college, and I had stayed there many times since before I was a teenager.

I was excited about the prospect of wild, taboo sex, firmly in the mindset that I preferred older lovers to those my age or younger. They fucked me harder and with more intensity, with added emotions that fed positively into my kinks. I felt more grown-up when a few strands of gray meandered through the hair of the person with their tongue inside me.

I enjoyed forbidden, or at least, frowned upon sex on the edge of what others felt was permissible, especially the taboo of loving and sleeping with a woman considerably older than me, who raised me from a young age. Now, a man who was a surrogate father of sorts and roughly the same age as my Dad was going to fuck me.

I had no romantic or sexual designs on my father, but Uncle Leon was fair game and the perfect age to teach me how to love and fuck.

When Mom and I discussed Uncle Leon’s cock size while showering, it felt surreal. I got the lowdown in every tawdry detail, from what my Uncle liked best to what he did best - trust me, those aren’t always the same things with a lover.

“Leon loves to fuck all three of a girl’s holes in one session, Claire.”

“I want to save my back passage for the brothers. It feels like double penetration with them and then some time with Emma afterward is a good way to enjoy that first time.”

“I’ll explain that when we arrive. Leon will be fine with any red flags.”

I smiled awkwardly, holding Mom close to me, my palms cupping her butt, our pussies so close I felt the heat from hers while mine got increasingly engorged. Our nipples danced like flowers that touched on another; each time they did, mine were electrified, and I lit on fire.

“Mom, is your brother already expecting to fuck me?”

“He suspects that’s why I am bringing you, but I didn’t lay it out in plain terms. He won’t do anything unless you consent.”

“I do consent, but not to doing anal. I want Uncle Leon to cum inside me plenty though.”

“Just tell him your preferences, and he will behave perfectly. He will need to know that you swallow.”

“Fuck! Listen to us, Mom.”

“I know. We are finally getting on the road.”

I remembered Mom telling me that she and I would make a perfect daughter-mom combination to discerning lovers. I wasn’t entirely sure whether she planned that we become paid, do OnlyFans, or enjoy a varied and open sex life. I never pursued the matter, nor would I, because I was sure we didn’t need the money, so what would happen might not be for reasons of financial returns.

Uncle Leon lived an hour’s drive away from our home. We left after Mom finished diligently shaving my pussy right down to the polished pores she buffed with her tongue after quickly removing all stubble and fluff. She told me her brother loved a smooth pussy to munch on which suited me fine because I preferred when pesky pubes didn’t get in the way of a guy or girl dining at my Y shaped restaurant.

Mom couldn’t help but sample my alabaster smooth wares after cleaning off the shaving balm streaks left behind. While I sat on my bed and she kneeled in front, my legs spread wide apart, my stepmother licked my pussy enough to drive me to a quivering point of extreme sexual tension - much as I had done with her when fingering her sticky quim in the shower.

Once I stood up, feeling slightly sticky and very engorged in the pussy department, I knew I wouldn’t wait long after arriving at our destination to start fucking my step-uncle.

Mom pointed at my closet.

“Wear simple white cotton panties and your cheerleader uniform, honey.”

“Oh, I see.”

“It’s harmless fun. Make sure your Uncle sees damp patches in your panties and make a point of showing him. He loves a darling cute little slut.”

How the fuck do you know?

“Okay… how does it start with Uncle Leon? Do I kiss him… will he finger me, or does he just pile right into tearing down my soiled panties?”

“Leon will probably need a kiss from you as a firm sign of consent, but after that, your uncle will soon want you on your knees, so tie a tight ponytail right after he kisses you.”

“He loves having his cock sucked then, Mom?”

“Yes. Leon loves a girl who fellates carefully, slowly, especially if they choke. Deep throating might not be possible on his cock, but trying gets you full marks.”

I paused and stared at my mother, desperate to ask an already answered question. My face flushed as heat surged through my cheeks, feeling like my trembling, leaking pussy lips were directly attached. Confusion, excitement, and curiosity surged within me, creating a strange nexus that made me feel like I might explode if I held back my question much longer.

Mom noticed my discomfort and cupped my burning cheek in one palm.

“What’s wrong, Claire?”

“If you never fucked Leon, how do you know all this personal stuff about him?”

“Leon is a couple of years older than me, and he’s always been gorgeous. Most of my friends wanted to fuck him, so I arranged it. I watched them sometimes, learning, but mostly, my girlfriends were happy to tell me what happened between them and him.”

“You were some kind of a matchmaker, Mom.”

“I’ve always erred towards decadence. In return for bringing my brother plenty of tail, he identified the guys with the biggest cocks who could fuck hardest or for the longest time. He also told me who fingered a girl well or loved eating pussy. It meant whatever I needed on or after a night out, I wasn’t taking any chances by pursuing one man over another.”

“That’s very transactional, Mom.”

“Sex is either bound to love or it isn’t, honey. In the latter’s case, it’s a transaction. If you don’t intend on being with the person you are fucking long term, what else could it be?”

“And if sex is bound to love?”

Mom stared forward at the road, then glanced at me and smiled broadly.

“Then that sex is for life, Claire. Like you and me.”

There remained no doubt in my mind that I had stolen my father’s wife. The only ambiguity was whether he had a hand in moving Marjorie sideways into my life and out of his. I wondered momentarily if the pair had planned this as some evolution in their lives. I’d also lost a boyfriend, because Karl had become something else - what, I didn’t fully know yet, but I hoped he was happy.

I needed time to process every conversation with my mother, trying hard to steer a clear path between the emotional, loving sex we enjoyed and those moments when I fucked others and my hormones beguiled me into believing love was also the case with them.

I understood that it was slightly easier for men to differentiate love from lust soon after sex. They experienced a more heightened dopamine dump after orgasm and sobered back to reality more quickly than women. If their instinct was to run, it was lust; if they stayed to cuddle after filling a girl with baby-making seed, there was the potential for more.

Particularly when Carlos stretched my pussy wider than any other cock or toy ever had, my hormones were unleashed and while I danced on and milked his shaft, I saw myself spending the rest of my life with him.

An hour after my orgasm entirely diminished, when we returned to the restaurant table to enjoy the remainder of a bottle of wine, I was no more interested in Carlos than I was in knowing if my use of pussy as payment for lunch included a tip.

“Are we being heartless, Mom?”

“No. We are mating according to our true natures, honey.”

What the fuck does that mean?

File under, review later, Claire.

“I feel aroused by the idea of fucking Uncle Leon, but I don’t love him.”

“You’ll love being on your knees licking salty precum off my brother’s massive circumcized cock head. He’s definitely the right guy for a budding size queen like you, honey - your Uncle is going to stretch your tight little hole wider than Carlos did, and he’ll reach deeper inside you than your boyfriend does.”

I laughed and shook my head.

“You talk like such a fucking slut, Mom.”

“Guys love it!”

“I love it too.”

While farms with rolling hilly fields of golden rapeseed carpets passed by, I was lulled into a deeply meditative state, still awake, my eyes open but with such clear thoughts I could touch the past, make perfect connections between events and see things as they truly were, or at least as they might have been in my ideal version of them.

I felt new, fresh, excited, and deeply in love with Marjorie.

I pondered the recent weeks of my life for the remainder of our ride to Uncle Leon’s ranch, racking my brain to understand why, as a younger teenager, I had never seen my stepmother as a potential sexual mate. If I were tended toward lesbianism now, it must have been in my nature all along. In my adolescence, I had been fingered plenty and wanked off many cocks, even sucked a few while my knees ground into the dirt in woodland nearby our house, but I had never enjoyed the touch or flavor of another girl’s pussy.

I wished I had tried pussy much sooner than the day I licked my stepmom’s.

Mom was never suggestive or lewd toward or in front of me. She never dressed inappropriately, suggested I did, or in any other way groomed me. Marjorie had supported, encouraged, and advised without forcing or coercing me. The day my mother bleached my anus and removed my pubic bush was unplanned - I had asked for the beauty session at her home studio so I could surprise Karl. I even suggested a date and time.

“How did this happen, Mom? You and me becoming lovers, I mean?”

“How does anyone discover their soulmate, honey?”

“I guess.”

I wanted more substance on which to base my belief that Marjorie and I would be together forever. My love for her felt significant, as it had with Karl in our early dating days, when he, as she now was, the most perfect being in the history of humanity. I saw perfection in everything my mother did: the way she wore her hair tied tightly in a bun after showering, how an orange sandal flicked on the end of her toe while she sat on a kitchen stool, legs crossed, casually drinking coffee and reading Cosmo, and how she gripped the steering wheel now, gently but firmly.

This is what it meant to be hormonal, to be me, the oversexed and loved-up version. My sexual being embraced the evolutionary history of thousands of generations that led to me, each one passing down a nature that demanded I do what I was programmed to do and be who I am.

When Mom parked her truck outside Uncle Leon’s main house, I knew my pussy had leaked the dark stains into my panties she told me her brother liked. I stared at a three-story-high, white painted timber frame house with a steep roof for winter snow to fall off, and renewed my love with a home my step-grandparents had cherished.

Uncle Leon flung the passenger door of Mom’s truck wide open and grinned lovingly at me. He gently slid a hand under my thighs, and another up my skirt to clench a panty clad butt in a bucket-like palm with strong fingers spread wide open. I smiled and winked encouragingly, hoping my uncle’s fingers would roam and discover my sticky hole, but he was patient and settled for cradling me out of my seat.

I played my part in our seduction, wrapping my arms around his neck, staring passionately into his sparkling eyes.

“Hi Claire. It’s lovely to see you again.”

“Hello, Uncle Leon. I can’t wait to get our fun started.”

“Oh… I see.”

“Mom warmed me up with her tongue. She also shaved my sweet little pussy just for you. I think my panties are very messy. Would you like to take a look?”

“Fuck! Honey - Marjorie said you were a handful.”

“Mom said you have a giant cock, Uncle. Is it true?”

“It’s true and right now, it’s straining against my pants to escape.”

“Shall we get to it then?”

I’d wanted to make a great first impression and leave nothing to the ambiguity of chance. An older, fit, gorgeous, and well-hung man who I knew loved me was going to bang my brains out for the next twenty-four hours. I couldn’t be happier or more turned on.

Mom strolled away, stretched her legs, and waved as Uncle Leon carried me inside his home. She was heading off to reacquaint herself with her childhood. I kissed my lover deeply, enjoying the feeling of wearing such a suggestive outfit, knowing what it meant for him. It felt like we could have done this years ago, which would have been illegal, and impossible - fantasies can be like that - a simple matter to imagine, far more impossible than traveling to another planet when put to the test of reality.

But my Uncle’s palm cupping my ass cheeks was no fantasy, nor was the honeyed nectar oozing from the trembling, excited hair-free hole he was about to fuck hidden inside a pair of damp panties. When I gently pulled my lips from his, I stared fiery eyes at the man who was allegedly so big in the cock department that he was going to stretch me.

“I love big cocks, Uncle Leon.”

“Your boyfriend won’t feel a thing inside you tomorrow, honey.”

“I’m mostly with Mom these days.”

“Good for you… and her.”

“Just one thing, Uncle Leon.”

“What is it, honey?”

“I’m not doing anal yet.”

“That’s fine.”

“But I’ll swallow every drop of your semen when I suck your cock and I want you to cum inside me - lots.”

“I can arrange that, Claire.”

Uncle Leon looked excited and almost ran upstairs carrying me in his arms. He took me to Mom’s childhood bedroom, clearly something she had planned. It was a teenage girl’s dream room, with pinks, light oranges, and other pastels dominating. Large mirrors used for dressing would let me watch my Uncle fuck me doggy style, and many stuffed toys on the bed, windowsills, and furniture would witness my shame.

Uncle Leon placed my feet on the floor, and I stared deeply into his eyes.

“I’ve been naughty and stained my panties thinking about you, Uncle Leon.”

“Would you like to show me, Claire?”

“I would love to.”

My uncle kneeled slowly, staring at my naked midriff like it was a pirate’s treasure. He lifted my skirt and leaned closer, inhaling deeply, purring until that low moan became a strangled whimper and finally a passionate whisper. I slid my fingers into my panty waistband and, brought them to the front, then, with a slight shimmy of my hips, I slipped them down enough to peel the soaking wet gusset away from my sodden, swollen, sticky pussy lips.

When I pulled out the front of my cotton panties for Uncle Leon to get a great view of my disgrace, I glanced down and saw what he did - a dark, damp patch of sticky hormones that looked like the map of the world set against a brilliant white ocean.

Leon gasped, inhaled my shame, and mused aloud.

“Wow… my sister has perfectly shaved your pussy, honey.”

“Mom did it for you.”

“She knows how to present a girl to a guy.”

“She even made a living out of it.”

“And you’ve been leaking cream all the way here, young lady?”

“Ever since Mom licked my pussy after we showered together just over an hour ago.”

Uncle Leon glanced up, smiling with a mischievous look. When he winked, my uterus tingled and my womb sang joyously.

“My sister was teasing you, Claire.”

“I know… shall we get this party started, Uncle Leon?”

“Damn fucking right we shall.”


Chapter Three

Tawdry, Taboo and Sexy

◆◆◆

With my panties strung disgracefully around my knees and amid the heady aroma of my shameful arousal, Uncle Leon kissed me so softly, I knew a very diligent girl must have taught him. His fingers from one hand ran through my hair like gentle waves washing golden sands, shimmering through me until the same wet feeling leaked between my legs.

He cupped the back of my head enough to guide but not force me to enjoy and explore his electrifying tongue. I was amazed by how quickly my much older lover sparked me to life.

My heart quickened, blood flowed to every erogenous part of me, my nipples engorged, my cheeks flushed and my pussy trembled as I imagined the enormous cock Mom described, wielded by her brother.

Under my cheerleader skirt my step-uncle’s spare hand clenched my bare ass tightly with fingers spread so wide, a pinkie and thumb firmly gripped each cheek while his middle digit explored between them. Uncle Leon teasingly found and gently rubbed my anal whorl.

I stared deeply into my step-uncle’s loving eyes and saw the sparkle that was always there, whether he was spinning a skipping rope for me and my friends, we rode bikes together, or he taught me to catch with a baseball glove.

I pulled on my bottom lip, feeling my submissive side revealed in all her slutty, wide, sparkling eyed glory.

“I think I’ve always wanted this moment, Uncle Leon.”

“Now is the right time for us to start, Claire.”

“Start?”

“We can be lovers, honey. This doesn’t have to be a one-time thing. The choice is yours.”

“Oh my. That’s a lovely idea.”

I considered my uncle’s proposal for a moment. The essence of polyamory was for those indulging in its alluring lifestyle to enjoy multiple romantic, loving, and sexual relationships with the consent of all parties. I wanted to fuck Uncle Leon frequently, without love barring the way to a heavenly sexual relationship.

“Mom is joining us… You know that Uncle Leon, right?”

“Yes, honey. She wants to enjoy your tongue inside her while watching me stretch your tight, young pussy.”

“I can’t wait.”

I shivered excitedly while running my palms across Uncle Leon’s chest, enjoying his solid nipples grating against my soft skin. His nostrils twitched, his bottom lip trembled, and his cheeks burned bright crimson. I knew why, feeling mildly embarrassed, so I looked away.

“Your pussy smells amazing, Claire.”

“I knew you could smell me. I so fucking ashamed of myself.”

“I love your honey, honey.”

I felt instantly at ease. As though to make the point, my uncle stared deeply into my eyes while he reached down between my legs. He expertly found my trembling, soaking wet hole as easily as his sister did and slid two fingers inside me. I planted my forehead on my uncle’s chest, kissing and sucking a nipple while he fingered my hole.

I moaned loudly, and Uncle Leon stopped fingering me, retrieved his fingers, and sniffed them while I watched, entranced by how deeply captivated he was. His eyes were wide as saucers, burned like red-hot embers on a glowing fire, and he breathed deeply, almost panting out of control.

When my uncle licked the heavy coating of my sticky cream off his fingers, I frowned, feeling apprehensive and desperate for feedback.

He smiled and I gulped, feeling deeply relieved.

“You taste delicious, Claire.”

“Will you also lick me later, Uncle?”

“I’ll have to fight your mother to eat from this honey pot.”

“Am I worth fighting for?”

I shot Uncle Leon a cute smile, which he returned, amplified with heaps of sexual love. In minutes, we had taken a familial loving connection and made it something else. I knew there was no going back. He pulled me closer and I gasped, instinctively glancing down to where a solid, immense cock bulged from his boxer briefs into my pussy.

I reached down with both hands, pulled out the front of my Uncle’s boxer briefs and gripped his immense cock, barely able to get my tiny fingers halfway around his gnarly, solid shaft.

When I squeezed and pulled out my Uncle’s cock from its restraint, its immensity became very real to me as the full weight bore heavily across my palm. I let go, shrieked, and stepped back, gasping in disbelief, staring down to ensure I hadn’t been deceived.

My Uncle’s cock looked unfeasibly long and thick and I pointed at it with one hand, clasping the other over my mouth, stifling a small, terrified scream.

“Oh fuck!”

“What’s wrong, Claire?”

“That monster won’t fit inside me. It’s fucking enormous.”

Uncle Leon smiled proudly, his feet set wide apart, hands on hips, his cock pointing straight at me, solid as steel, bouncing slightly, wider than a soda can and much longer than Karl’s - my previous longest cock.

“Do you like my cock, Claire?”

“Yes… but… oh my god, Uncle Leon, it’s so fucking big.”

“We’ll take it nice and slow, stretching you, honey. Over the next twenty-four hours I will fuck you so much, so hard and deep it will feel like I have ground my DNA into yours.”

I giggled, feeling safe with Uncle Leon. I knew he wouldn’t force me into anything that might hurt, and I wanted him inside me so much my womb ached for his seed.

“There won’t be any of me left.”

“You’ll be delightfully full, honey.”

“How the fuck can you get that inside any girls back passage, Uncle Leon?”

“Lots of training. I’ll buy you a set of graduated butt plugs and give you instructions on how to train your anus. My sister will help you widen that lovely, tight hole every day. Then, if you stay here for a week sometime by the end of it, I’ll cum deep inside your rectum.”

I shivered again, imagining how hard my Uncle would fuck me over the next day. The idea of his cock pressing hard against my cervix made it tremble deep inside me. My pussy walls tingled and my swollen labia soaked as glands inside my trembling hole leaked in anticipation of easing a slick passage for my Uncle’s cock to reach deep inside me.

That cock has been hiding millimeters from your pussy every time you sat in his lap.

Time to enjoy it properly, Claire.

I dropped to my knees and shuffled forward, gripping my Uncle’s cock with both hands. I could swear a rhythmic throbbing pulse emitted into my trembling fingers, thumping along thick, bulging veins that would definitely leave grooves on the inner walls of my cunt. Leon’s thick, primal precum smelled like liquid pregnancy and I stared hungrily at the cock that was about to cram down my throat and coat my tonsils in a sticky mess.

“Do you want to suck my cock first, Claire?”

“Yes.”

“You won’t deep throat me… nobody can.”

“I’ll try and choke doing it.”

“You mentioned about swallowing honey… umm… do you?”

“Every time, every drop, Uncle Leon.”

“You’re such a good girl, honey. I always had a great feeling about you.”

I was lost to the sleazy, thrilling moment when I started licking my Uncle’s bulbous, deep dark ruddy cock head. A heavy coating of sticky cream burned my taste buds as it spread from one to the next, like a forest fire. A sherbet-like tingling effervescence seared across my tongue as I flattened it and licked Leon’s bulbous glans, like it was covered with soft scoop ice cream.

I was hooked on sucking Leon’s cock and all it had taken was the tiniest taste from the top two inches of his monster. His entire cock head filled my mouth as I wrapped my young lips around the sharp rim of the tastiest helmet I had ever sucked. The vacuum I created caused my Uncle to moan in rapture as I set about sucking him off, cramming the smooth glans past my tonsils, regardless of the vigorous gag activation that plagued me.

Mom’s footsteps behind me were unsurprising, but I didn’t acknowledge them, hoping she would join in our tawdry tryst without an invitation.

“How are you enjoying fucking your niece’s throat, brother?”

“Claire is fucking amazing. She’s a natural.”

“Isn’t she, though?”

“She sucks cock so well, sis.”

“This girl is very special to me, Leon. I love her dearly, so please go easy inside her.”

Mom kneeled behind me, her legs on either side of mine. The heat from her pussy warmed my calves and I drifted to a place where trysts, orgy’s and gangbangs were the norm, expected, given and taken freely and lovingly. While I enthusiastically sucked her brother’s cock, Mom planted soft kisses across the back of my neck, whispering in my ear.

“Uncle Leon loves it when you stroke his cock while sucking it honey and don’t forget to cup his balls when he cums down your throat, but only squeeze them gently.”

How the fuck do you know what Uncle Leon likes?

Mom’s fingers caressed my shoulders, then slid slowly, electrifyingly down my spine until they disappeared between my ass cheeks. She bypassed the taboo hole her brother had gently fingered and dipped into my sticky pussy hole.

I groaned and frowned as Leon’s cock squeezed deep into my throat, blocking off all air supply. I panicked but held fast, determined not to be so easily defeated no matter how vast his cock was. I choked and retched, my tonsils rubbing against the veiny monster that I desperately wanted to mount and ride.

Mom fingered my trembling, dripping wet hole like she was playing Rachmaninov in D Major as I leaked thick, slick, honeyed hormones on her digits. She scooped her fingers deep inside my throbbing pussy hole, harvesting, then sampling my sweetness while I choked on her brother’s cock, delightfully debasing myself.

After she enjoyed licking my cream, Mom fed Uncle Leon my tawdry juices, and I heard him slurp me like he was cleaning cake batter from a mixing bowl with his tongue. He groaned lasciviously, while gently holding both my cheeks in his palms, avoiding face fucking me, allowing my head to bob up and down freely as I eagerly sucked cock.

My throat slowly resized, Leon’s gnarls and veins squeezing hard into the soft tissues and powerful neck muscles that milked his cock, but I couldn’t deep throat him no matter how hard I drove my lips down his delicious cock.

Mom lay down and wriggled backward, spreading my knees wide apart. I rolled my hips gently, tilting my sweet cunny forward so she could eat me while I sucked off her brother.

I came up for air, gasping, gently wanking my Uncle’s cock with one hand, using my thick, copious saliva as a lubricant. His shaft twitched against my fingers, and I loved it dearly. When I stared up at Leon, he looked utterly captivated by me, smiling proudly at the girl he once bounced playfully on his knee.

Older men, like older women, cared more about lovemaking, and I knew Uncle Leon gained far more pleasure from seeing me enjoy myself than he did from the simple act of fellatio. I loved his maturity and felt safe because of our mutual trust. Leon had restrained himself from touching my honey pot until I was old enough and now, I was unleashed, servicing his cock.

“Please stretch my pussy now, then let me suck your cock again, Uncle Leon?”

“Are you sure?”

“I want Mom to lick my well fucked hole after you fuck me.”

“But I won’t cum inside you, right?”

“Not yet… just open me up, then let me suck your cock until you cum.”

Mom was on her feet in a flash. I saw her lips glistening from my sweet, sticky wetness. She smiled, leaped onto the bed, then lay down on her back, tapping her stomach, summoning me.

“Lie on me like they do in The Handmaid’s Tale. My brother can fuck you missionary style and I’ll talk to you while he stretches your insides.”

“Okay.”

I suddenly felt very nervous. Concepts of being split in half by his cock or not satisfying my Uncle by being unable to take all of it nagged at me. But I climbed onto Mom and lay down, my back against her chest, my legs wide open.

Leon kneeled on his bed, his cock aimed at my throbbing, sticky hole that begged to be filled. Mom whispered.

“I’ve always wanted to be underneath a girl while he fucks her.”

“Enjoy the moment, Mom.”

“You enjoy it, honey.”

I stared down in shock as I watched Leon shuffle his knees closer, his giant cock gripped firmly in one hand, its slick, sticky head aimed at my throbbing hole like a guided missile. Mom reached down, slipped her hands around the back of my knees, and spread me wide open, pulling back.

“Go ahead, Leon. It’s time to fill our little girl up.”

“My, my, my… what a day, sis.”

When Uncle Leon’s cock head pressed past my swollen pussy lips, I felt like a well-oiled ball joint being filled by its male part. He gently plowed the massive glans up and down my creamy slit, making sure to squash my trembling clitoris as he passed by it.

I moaned loudly, wriggled with anticipation, and reached out for him to lie on me. When Leon pressed the first few inches of his solid, immense shaft inside my quivering hole, I screamed out loudly. He stifled my cries with a beautiful kiss while Mom did the same from behind, licking my neck until she reached my ear.

“Take it all deep, honey… you’ll be so glad you did.”

“I fucking will, Mom!”

I relaxed my legs, stretching them wider apart, and I focused on not clenching so my pussy walls tightly against Uncle Leon’s cock. He grinned excitedly, both palms planted on the mattress, either side of my head pinning my shoulders down so I couldn’t slide off his cock.

Leon pressed deeper, filling me more than any man had. I trembled with joy and felt ecstasy with a deep sexual satisfaction that rippled through my entire body. My soft tissues stretched inside and my pussy was reshaped by a man who had fucked hundreds, maybe thousands of girls before me, all of whom wanted the same thing - to be filled.

Uncle Leon’s DNA ground into mine and my reproductive organs shifted around to make room for his giant cock. When he withdrew his cock, I knew on the next stroke I would get it all sunk balls deep inside me, so I stared daringly at him, smiling, already moaning and with my eyes sparkling.

“Go for it, please, Uncle Leon.”

“Good girl.”

“I will be once you fill me up.”

Leon’s cock crammed into every empty space inside me as it slid deep, embossing its shape, every bloated vein and gnarl into my soft tissue walls. When he was balls deep inside me, Uncle Leon cried for joy, enjoying the involuntary spasms of my pussy milking him.

He glanced at his sister and grinned.

“She’s so fucking tight, Marjorie.”

“Not for long. Fuck Claire hard so I can lick her gaping wide hole.”

“Not for the first time.”

“Not for the last, either.”

As Leon fucked me hard, I processed what Mom had said. It wasn’t an admission of incest guilt and probably only meant she had licked out a few girls Leon had fucked, but it sure got me thinking.

After a dozen strokes of his giant cock sunk balls deep inside me, Leon became my master. He fucked me so perfectly, I came over and over, creaming up his cock so much I felt hungry just thinking about it. With my hole well fucked and my Uncle almost ready to cum, he slid his giant cock out, rolling onto his back.

I pounced immediately, even while the void my Uncle left inside me was closing. I gripped his cream lathered cock and sucked its sweet, salty head that combined both our tawdry mess. Mom rolled and wriggled too, lying back down underneath me, kissing, licking, then sucking the throbbing hole her brother had just fucked.

As I wanked Uncle Leon’s giant, throbbing cock and sucked its creamy head, Mom licked, sucked and slurped through my orgasmic mess. I spread my knees wider apart, feeding her more cream as I cleaned a thick coating of mine off her brother’s cock.

When Uncle Leon shot his hot, sticky load in my mouth, it felt like my life was complete. My orgasm exploded into a tsunami of joy, and I squirted powerfully in my mother’s expert mouth. My lover’s hot ropes of thick, sticky cum coated my tonsils, gagging down my throat as I desperately swallowed every drop of his primal seed.

I pressed my solid, creamy clitoris hard against Mom’s nose as she puckered her lips and sucked my trembling hole, making sure my orgasm was fully harvested until I writhed and wriggled, unable to take any more. I did the same to her brother, wanking and sucking every drop of his seed until he begged me to stop.

When I stopped sucking Uncle Leon’s cock, I rolled off both my lovers, licking my lips and swallowing every drop of salty, sleazy, thick cum, sucking in my cheeks to make sure not a drop was wasted.

We lay on the bed, barely touching, staring at the ceiling. I panted, Mom giggled, and Leon grunted.

“That was the tightest pussy I have ever fucked, Claire.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, baby. You are a fucking treasure!”

“Umm… how long until…”

“Ten minutes, maybe fifteen, honey and I can fuck you again.”

“Okay… I’m going to lick Mom’s pussy until you’re ready. My ass will be pointing up. Please do as you wish.”

“You are such a good girl, Claire.”


Chapter Four

Expanding My Sexual Network

◆◆◆

My step-uncle lay on his bed close beside me and my stepmom. His breath felt warm on my thigh; his presence was reassuring, and his love seemed absolute, evident in the puppy smile and deeply affectionate gaze I caught when our eyes locked. He panted from the exertion of fucking my pussy and finishing inside my throat. The hot, salty semen of his ejaculation lingered, coating my tonsils, burning my soft tissues while searing my nostrils with tendrils of lust.

My Uncle had fucked me. We were connected in a new emotional way, replacing but not entirely abandoning our existing relationship. I felt attached to him more than ever.

My Uncle’s cock had molded its shape inside my pussy, the same dripping hole Mom now licked clean of sticky hormones. Leon’s seed was inside my stomach; no more significant a contribution to me could he make.

I had evolved from being Leon’s step-niece to becoming his lover, for now, the rest of today and throughout tonight, maybe for longer. I wanted much longer, but that might be humankind’s emotional beguilement by chemistry that induced mating. Whatever we had in the future, when my Uncle shot his hot, thick cream down my throat, my polyamorous network had grown by one new node, with its strand also connected to my mother.

We three had enjoyed a tawdry tryst, with the siblings cautious not to touch one another.

Wide-eyed and wearing a lewd, excited smile, Leon gently stroked his cock, watching his sister and me crawl into one of my favorite positions - the female form of a sixty-nine dinner for two. When enjoying oral sex, I preferred face sitting with other girls, giving, or receiving plump, sticky lips, enjoying the free flow of sweet, tongue-burning, orgasmic juices from between them.

With guys, I enjoyed being on my knees to give head, or face-sitting them if they licked my throbbing, sticky hole.

The submissive and dominant elements of queening in oral sex, including rocking back and forth, feeding or being fed, also thrilled me.

I started on top, but quickly rolled my stepmom over so I could spread her knees wide apart and take her entire sweet pussy in my mouth, sucking the cream from her tight bun. I glanced at Leon frequently and eyed his cock studiously, prepared to roll myself back on top of my lesbian lover, drop down between her legs and point up my slit high to be fucked hard as my uncle had promised to do.

Even flaccid my uncle’s cock looked immense and I couldn’t wait to feel it back inside me.

Mom’s pussy dribbled lava hot hormones in a sticky river of lust, undoubtedly deeply aroused by the taboo we were skating so close to. She groaned, licking my gaping wide hole, that sucked like a vacuum, desperate to be filled again by my uncle’s meat.

I pried my mother’s cheeks wide, sucked hard on her hole with puckered lips, slurping her lust-filled, effervescent juices while my nose rubbed against the whirly ridges around her anus. Mom was alive and deeply aroused - a girl can tell when another one is ovulating - it gets much more creamy than usual and with added delicious tang.

When my Uncle’s cock reared up to an immense size, I rolled Mom and carefully clawed my way around the bed spider-like until she lay in front of me and I could focus entirely on her cunnilingus needs. With her thighs spread wide apart, I kissed the sticky patches on both before sneaking my tongue between swollen, pouting lips, releasing the nectar of the gods.

Uncle Leon heaved himself onto his knees and shuffled around to my business end. His cock was solid, the head I sucked was heavily coated in glistening cream and the shaft attached to it looked dangerously thick and long. I wriggled until I was comfortable to dine on sweet pussy hole while being fucked, arching my back steeply, almost to a ninety-degree angle.

The smell of pussy, cum and cock in the room lit me up like a tawdry accelerant added to my furnace. My skin baked, I trembled energetically, leaked like a broken faucet, and goosebumps rose on my arms when Leon cranked up the AC.

After he tossed the remote control, my uncle slapped my ass cheeks, one after another, laying in hard each time with a flat palm.

Stroke - {Smack}

Stroke - {Smack}

Stroke - {Smack}

Stroke - {Smack}

Stroke - {Smack}

Stroke - {Smack}

The first few strokes hurt me immensely, but I held fast, taking the pain. As my cheeks warmed, I enjoyed the burn and the effect of being chastised.

“You know what this is for, Claire.”

“Deliberately breaking your living room window with a baseball when I was eight.”

“Yes, honey.”

“Thank you, Uncle Leon.”

I buried my face in Mom’s pussy while her brother smacked me six times more. The fact of being punished for a childhood crime fed into my kinks, and I loved every stroke given out of love and fun. When he rested, my cheeks seared delightfully until Uncle Leon placed his palms on both, and they stung so pleasantly, I wanted more. He moved into place behind me, his cock nestled between my pussy lips, easing them apart like he was carefully opening curtains.

His knees rested against the soles of my feet, an excellent place for me to wedge if needed.

My toes curled, and I gripped his kneecaps, enjoying the moment Uncle Leon placed his hands on the top of my ass where my hips could bear his weight. The whole preparing to fuck me process was a tawdry moment I could not easily describe. My pleasure was a noticeable thick, slick coating of love oozing out of a trembling hole - a sign that I wanted him to fuck and cum inside me.

“You will cum inside me right, Uncle Leon?”

“Oh god, yes… try stopping me.”

“I never will.”

As I thought about my uncle fucking me, my entire body shuddered excitedly and I plowed my tongue up Mom’s slick, creamy slit while she peeled her pussy lips aside. When I clenched my lips tightly around his sisters throbbing, solid clitoris and sucked, Uncle Leon leaned forward, his swollen, bloated cock head breaking the seal on the hole he had already fucked plenty.

I was a size queen and needed deep pussy penetration to satisfy me. The feeling that the soft tissues lining my pussy sheath were tearing, or at least stretching wide open satisfied a deep, slutty version of me I was just becoming acquainted with.

Mom tasted sweet and arousing, her feminine sex hormones activating mine. When her brother slid his cock balls deep inside me, Marjorie gently gripped my head, holding me in place. I slurped her cunt like a crazy labrador chasing a treat on a marble floor, awkwardly, my tongue lashing Mom’s anus and pussy like a painter rushing to finish for the day. I had a good excuse for my lack of good technique - my Uncle plowed me like a virgin sex toy he’d wanted to fuck for ages.

Leon gripped my ass cheeks and fucked me deeply. I groaned, moaned, then howled - my tiny cunt stretched wide, my muscular walls expanded, but powering back under the tension of a pelvic floor that wanted to milk my Uncle’s cock dry.

I was fucked hard, by a cock that would fill any girl. As my uncle dominated me and got into a rhythm, I relaxed and ate my mother out, enjoying how much she leaked - a result of watching her brother fucking me. Leon sped up, rising onto his haunches, powering his cock in and out using hips that swung like a pendulum. When I looked back between my legs momentarily, I saw my thick cream lathering his veiny shaft as it rhythmically fucked me.

My orgasm came in waves of scintillating pleasure that wreaked joy through every trembling fiber of my body while lifting my emotions. But nothing compared with the moment my uncle squirted his hot seed deep inside me, spraying my cervix with his sticky DNA.

When the peak of my orgasm erupted, I squirted hard, my stomach contracted, my bladder exploded and the sleazy juices of my shame squeezed from the tight seal between Uncle Leon’s cock and my body. I compressed my pelvic floor tightly, desperate to milk out more seed from his prostate because I desperately needed it deep inside me.

Mom came too but I couldn’t pay much attention, licking and sucking her cunt as best I could, enjoying the burning flavors of love that filled my mouth. Sticky residue coated my lips, chin, cheeks, and neck, and in my utter rapture, I buried my face in my mother’s orgasmic mess that soaked into the duvet while my Uncle plowed my hole relentlessly.

My lovers fell away from me as I collapsed in a writhing mess, leaving behind a cum filled, well fucked girl. I lay in the dampness of my mother’s orgasm, murmuring joyously that I’d enjoyed being fucked, almost incapable of coherent speech. Uncle Leon lifted me, and Mom stripped his bed. I somehow ended up in the shower, my head and hair dangling, my pussy in my Uncle’s mouth as he held me upside down, sucking his creamy mess from my well-fucked hole.

“That was fucking crazy, Uncle Leon.”

“We are just getting started, honey.”

When he set me down right side up, I stared into my Uncle’s face. Everything between us had changed, yet nothing had changed; he was still the loving relative who would do anything for me. I stepped under the hot, steaming water, enjoying its cathartic effect on my soul and the gentle pitter-patter massaging against my skin.

Uncle Leon smiled, drew me closer, and kissed me so passionately that it was like he made me his woman. I panted when he parted his lips from mine, enjoying the warmth of his loving expression.

“I love you, Claire.”

“I love you, too, Uncle Leon.”

After showering, I helped Mom change the bed, which we aired for a few hours. Female ejaculation was a messy business, and even though Marjorie and I were not blood related, we shared that feature of our sexual natures.

Uncle Leon made lunch and served it on his front deck. A delicious mixed salad accompanied a bowl of blue cheese tagliatelle pasta and toasted, cheesy garlic bread. Pungent garlic and cheesy flavors wiped away the taste of our tawdry adventure, but, when Mom took the dishes inside, my Uncle kneeled before me, spread my legs wide, slid my thong gusset aside and fucked me hard again.

By the time Mom returned, Uncle Leon had gone to pull out his motorbike from the garage. He’d finished fucking me and filled my cream bun with more sweet treats. She wasn’t to know and thought I was horny because I fingered my well fucked hole, so Marjorie dropped to her knees, and before I could point out that I had only just been fucked by her brother, she had her tongue inside my hole.

What Mom didn’t know wouldn’t harm her.

By early evening, my cervix ached, my hole had been stretched to the point I believed it would always leak and feel sloppy to any new visitor. Cradled lovingly in Mom’s arms, we sat on a two-seater rattan sofa on the front deck watching the sunset. I felt profoundly happy, having never been fucked, licked and sucked so well or so much, at least outside of one gangbang I would prefer to forget.

Uncle Leon went into town on his Harley-Davidson Fatboy to fetch beer, wine, and chips for our evening, giving Mom and me time to talk. The fucking was great, but I needed clarity, not just about our relationship, but also where it was headed.

“You mentioned the mother-daughter gig, Mom.”

“I can’t wait to put us out there, honey.”

“How do we do that?”

“Through a very exclusive agency.”

“Are we hookers?”

“Putting it crudely… yes, but our clients won’t be leaving a few hundred dollars on the nightstand. Nor will they flee in the dark hours.”

“Who are our clients?”

“Wealthy men and women, power brokers, and royalty, honey. We will entertain the global elite. People who want to spend a night with us have so much money that they are bored, emotionless… seeking thrills.”

“The thrills being us?”

“Yes, but only if you want to do it. We say who, and they offer gifts we never asked for.”

“I want to do it, Mom, but not too often. I don’t want us to lose each other.”

“We won’t.”


Chapter Five

The Next Event

◆◆◆

By the time an earthy aroma of scrambled eggs drifted up the stairs from my step-uncle’s kitchen to his bedroom, he had fucked me eight times.

I badly needed the calories that Mom was stirring around a skillet, but I was enjoying my uncle’s cock so much I couldn’t stop playing with it - I wanted to keep fucking and be fucked. My pussy ached as did most muscles, especially those in my legs and stomach and I was exhausted, but feeling deeply fulfilled - literally.

Uncle Leon had fucked me while standing up with my dripping wet, throbbing pussy sliding up and down his cock. He did me against the windowsill, pounding my cunt so hard I thought the glass pain pressing against my back might crack. Leon fucked me in the shower, once on the floor as we writhed in soap suds and water like eels, and a second time bending me over, with my palms flat on the floor, my hair in a puddle on the marble.

He gripped my hips and reaming my throbbing, sloppy, sticky hole in what became a thigh trembler for both of us. When he was done fucking me, Uncle Leon fell backward, panting, going weak at the knees while his semen leaked from my well fucked hole.

My uncle’s cock was massive, long and thick, easily the biggest that had taken me. At one point as I licked and kissed the length of his bulging urethra just before he coated my tonsils in sticky cum, a thought struck me. I wasn’t sure whether I could go a whole week without the intense pleasure an older man’s cock radiated deep inside me.

Every time Uncle Leon planted his seed deep inside my pussy, our connection grew stronger, building on a relationship forged when I was a child.

I loved fucking older men and women.

Uncle Leon was all over me in the nicest possible way, using his much greater experience to give pleasure, taking only the payback I naturally gave for his great work. He demanded nothing and gave his emotions freely. When I lay face down on the bed, my uncle planted soft kisses like pools of rippling pleasure on my skin that made me shiver delightedly, eliciting goosebumps at his will.

He licked up and down my body from my neck to my heels with a silken touch so gentle that I trembled like sand around the base of a volcano. When he finally mounted me from behind, Uncle Leon slid his cock balls deep inside my trembling body, his palms were planted beside my ears, implying I was trapped. His hot breath on my neck and a growl coming from deep inside his throat felt like a wolf fucked me.

My uncle fucked me slow, hard and with immense, intense affection and the whole tawdry situation ensured I was already rolling on joyous orgasmic waves.

Mom disappeared around midnight, heading for the bedroom furthest away from my screaming. Leon and I carried on making love relentlessly. It got so bad, the room stank of sweat, so he opened a window, cranked up the AC and then fucked me doggy style, digging me out with every millimeter of his incredible, veiny, gnarly shaft.

As I rode my uncle’s cock, I compared him with Karl, then, as I bottomed out on my lover’s cock and squashed my throbbing clitoris against his pubic bush, I wondered whether my actual boyfriend preferred being balls deep inside Emma.

Every time I woke, I nudged my uncle politely demanding he fuck me, knowing that as every minute passed, we came closer to separation. Having Leon’s semen inside my pussy helped soothe my emotions and eventually, I compartmentalized different and conflicting elements of my life, vowing to reunite with my boyfriend soon.

When I slept, Uncle Leon palmed my thighs wide open and his expert tongue licked my shaven pussy, cleaning inside my hole until I woke.

When Mom shouted up the stairs for us to eat breakfast, Uncle Leon had just cum inside my cream stuffed pussy for the eighth time. He told me it was his new record for twenty-four hours, and we had only been going half that time. I felt proud when he collapsed on the bed, looking utterly depleted, staring at me as though I should feel sympathy for his exhaustion.

“I need to rest for a bit, Claire.”

“It’s all right for you. One wipe of your cock and everything is fine. I’ll leak your cum from the pussy you have reshaped for hours, maybe days. My panties will be a soiled, sticky mess, and I didn’t bring liners.”

“Why not?”

“I’m eighteen and shouldn’t need them, but your giant cock changes a few things, especially inside me.”

“You can shower and relax here all day, honey.”

“Can’t… sorry, Uncle, we have somewhere to be.”

“Where?”

I don’t know.

I grimaced and cursed myself silently for saying too much. Instead of simply stating we were going home, I left the door open for my uncle’s curiosity, and by the look on his face, he wouldn’t easily let go. Shortly before heading to the spare bedroom, Mom whispered that we had our first mother-daughter booking. She’d received a text message from the agency, then an email with a flight itinerary. I didn’t know where we were going, but I knew our visit involved an airport.

Lying never suited me, especially not to family. Still, I could hardly tell my uncle that his sister and I were high-class, specialist prostitutes pitching high-net-worth clients a mother-daughter sex experience.

“We’re going home.”

Fuck! I lied.

“You’re lying, Claire. When you lie, your lips straighten, and you raise your left eyebrow.”

“Yes, sorry… I lied. I can’t tell you where we are going, Uncle Leon, because I don’t know.”

That’s the truth.

“That’s no problem. You are a woman and entitled to privacy.”

Oh god, I love you.

Love as in… you know? Love my Uncle.

Who I fuck - a lot.

Leon rolled out of bed and headed for his bathroom, where he brushed his teeth. After a few minutes, he popped his head out the door and offered me his toothpaste, waving it pointedly between an index finger and thumb. My breath was a little ripe for obvious reasons, so I reached into my luggage, found my brush, and joined him.

As we stood side by side, staring at each other in the bathroom mirror, we brushed. He swung his hips, nudging me. I returned the playful body barge, giggling.

“Promise me you’ll brush after breakfast too, Claire.”

“Of course… I always brush after eating. You taught me that.”

I smiled cutely, lovingly even, but the love wasn’t what I felt for Mom. It was more like how I felt about Karl - an elevated sense of affection now, while we were together. I knew that love would diminish until it vanished when he was out of sight.

Uncle Leon shot me a comical look when he spat, rinsed, and sat on his bathroom sink counter. He wagged an accusing finger at me.

“You didn’t brush after you ate last night, Claire.”

“Wow… I sucked your cock what… twice?”

“You sucked and swallowed three times, including the first one just after you arrived.”

“Three times… that’s a…”

“A record?”

“Yeah, Uncle Leon. Last night was a record for me in every way. Can I ask you something, please?”

“Of course.”

“Am I good in bed?”

“No, honey… you are fucking incredible.”

“Thank you.”

I blushed and warmed, feeling content—no, elated—by his compliment. Being relatively inexperienced until recently, I had minimal context to know how good or poor a lover I was. Feedback was important.

Uncle Leon placed his hands on my shoulder and stared deeply into my wide, innocent eyes.

“Like I said, Claire. You’re welcome to visit and stay here anytime, for as long as you like, with my sister or alone. Consider this your home because one day it probably will be. I have no kids, don’t expect to have any, and I know Marjorie considers you her daughter.”

“Thank you.”

Leon had become a little more serious and philosophical than I liked, so I spat, rinsed, and spat again. Then I took his hand and led him into the bedroom, trying to change the subject and get him closer to his sister, taking the heat off me. I slipped on a bathrobe that must have been Mom’s at some point and handed my lover his, pulling him towards the door.

Uncle Leon resisted my move, smiling affectionately.

“Before we eat breakfast, please promise me something, Claire.”

“Anything.”

“Don’t ever say that to anyone, honey. They might take advantage of you.”

“Okay, but you are my uncle.”

“Please, just take my advice on this matter.”

“Okay… what do you want me to promise?”

“Promise me that when you embark on this sexual adventure with your Mom, you will keep your eyes and ears open for danger. Don’t ever get drunk, don’t do drugs, and don’t sleep with any man or woman you don’t want to, no matter how wealthy they are.”

He knows what we have planned.

Mom must have told him.

“How do you know I’m going on a sexual adventure?”

“Because that’s what I would do with you if I were Marjorie.”

“Okay… advice noted, now, can we please get some eggs. I’m starving.”

Marjorie was an incredible cook, and her bright yellow, buttery scrambled eggs on golden, caramelized, toasted rye bread, topped with smoked salmon, were a triumph. While they gossiped about family matters that fascinated siblings, I sat silently, enjoying my eggs and a milky, sweet, fresh drip medium roast coffee. I gazed out the kitchen’s panoramic windows at the enormous farm Leon and Mom owned.

The land was used to fatten beef and was farmed by three tenants who lived in small cottages a few miles away. Leon lived off the monthly rent payment from the farmers. Mom’s portion of that small fortune went into a long-term savings plan.

With a clean plate and empty mug, I poured a deliciously refreshing glass of Florida orange Juice, helping to recharge my electrolytes. I had no idea what our plan was—whether we would return home, pack, and fly right away, or spend a few hours here and then head to a hotel to rest before flying to God knows where.

Leon gathered up the dishes, refused my help, and began stacking them in the dishwasher, which looked like a ritual.

Mom came up from behind while I sat on a kitchen stool and wrapped her arms around me.

“How do you feel, baby girl?”

“Very happy and a little sore inside.”

“We’ll be in Marrakesh soon. You have a few days of rest ahead.”

“Marrakesh, Morocco?”

“Yep. We are staying in an immense, luxury mansion in the Atlas Mountains where we have five days to get clean and buffed.”

“Clean?”

“The guy who asked for us doesn’t want unclean hoes, honey. From this moment, we can’t fuck any guys until he is done with us… Also, he has an in-house spa with attendants where every inch of us will be scrubbed and polished for five days before he visits.”

Mom laughed, kissed my neck, and strolled away. It hadn’t occurred to me that a client ordering mother-daughter pussy from an exclusive, sleazy menu might have conditions. Mom paused at the kitchen door, turned, and smiled.

“We’ll be in someone’s harem for a week, maybe longer, Claire. I don’t know what to expect but its fucking exciting.”

She turned and walked away, leaving me staring at Uncle Leon, the cat now firmly out of the bag. His expression spoke of his earlier warning, and he raised an eyebrow to restate and underline it.

“Don’t worry, Uncle Leon, I will be careful.”

“You must always be vigilant. Add my number to your speed dial and don’t hesitate to call if you need help. I will get to you wherever you are, Claire.”

“Mom will take care of me.”

“Marjorie won’t always be around. You need more street smarts, Claire. Assume every man and woman you meet wants to exploit you - the more wealthy they are, the more exploitative they become.”

Mom and I showered together while Leon returned to his routine. I heard a cockerel crow and the chickens clucking, so it was safe to assume my uncle was tending to his small livestock. For as long as I could remember, he had kept chickens, telling me never to underestimate the value of fresh eggs for breakfast.

He had a huge sow named after his favorite singer, Mabel Alabama, but I doubted Neneh Cherry’s daughter would appreciate his gesture. Mabel’s mate, Harold, was mostly contained in a secure compound that even Leon feared to venture into. The hog’s irascible nature made it impossible to befriend the three-hundred-pound monster.

He came out of his pen at least twice yearly to inseminate Mabel, which seemed his only role. I felt sorry for the lonesome hog, but Uncle Leon had always warned me not to treat Harold as a pet because he was the type who would gladly eat me if I lay still for long enough.

Then there was Jeremy, who would never eat me and whom I loved dearly. After dressing and packing the few things I had used overnight, I visited my favorite farm friend. As I approached his pen, shouting his name, I heard him before I saw him. He recognized my voice, excitedly and loudly hee-hawing.

When the aging rescue donkey sprinted around a small copse and saw me, his bottom lip drooped, his ears relaxed, and were pinned to the side, all signs of his devotion to me.

When Jeremy reached me, his head bowed low and in line with his body. He wagged his tail like a dog and grunted contentedly while I petted him.

“I love you, Jeremy.”

Mom joined me, and Jeremy went nuts again. Possibly, the only person he loved more than Marjorie and me was Leon. As we stood together, petting Jeremy lovingly and getting that devoted payback only dogs, donkeys, and a few other beasts can give a human, life seemed perfect and simple.

I cuddled up to Mom when Jeremy strolled away for a drink of water. He kept a beady, mischievous eye on us so we didn’t leave him. I scanned the horizon, taking in the breathtaking beauty of the land my mother and her brother owned.

“My brother told you we bequeathed this place to you in a shared will, didn’t he?”

“Not in so many words.”

“I know this sounds weird, but Leon loves you in many ways.”

“I get it, Mom. I felt that last night.”

I wasn’t uncomfortable having a conversation about why, how well and how many times a man who helped raise me had fucked me. But I wasn’t sure how I felt, other than knowing I had to return for a do-over.

“Why did we never live here, Mom?”

“Your father loves the city. Also… his ladies and the couples he services wouldn’t come all this way, not even for his excellent talents.”

“Are you and Daddy happy?”

“We are now. Both of us have what we want.”

I craned my neck and stared deeply into my Mother’s eyes, knowing she was referring to me. I saw happiness, laced with a hint of sadness, in her expression. I didn’t know if her sadness was prompted by having to leave her idyllic childhood home when she married Dad, or if it was because things were drastically changing in her and my father’s lives.

“I must ask you a question, Mom, but feel free to tell me to stay out of your business.”

“Go ahead, honey. You can ask me anything.”

“Why did you and Daddy never have children?”

She sighed and raised her eyebrows, tears welling up in her eyes. I turned and hugged her tightly, regretting my probing and insensitive question. There were raw, painful issues, and I had plowed into her emotions like a farm tractor shifting a pile of manure.

“Sorry, Mom.”

“It’s okay, honey. It’s not through a lack of trying to get pregnant with your father. He is the first man I ever tried with, but it seems I cannot conceive. I only take birth control to avoid a chance pregnancy with another lover.”

“Sorry, Mom. I won’t mention it again.”

Fuck!

I’m sure Dad mentioned he had a vasectomy before he met Marjorie.

I felt terrified, searching my brain for a memory set deep in my childhood. Dad had gone to the hospital one day and came home later, barely able to walk. When I asked what happened to him, I remember the word vasectomy being mentioned. It meant little to me at the time. My father met Marjorie a year later, and like so many other childhood memories, I put that one to bed.

It horrified me that my father might have lied to Marjorie about his fertility. Her and my relationship was new and fresh, so there was no way I could raise my concerns like this, today, or here. I had to bury the matter for now.

Mom wiped her eyes with a tissue and pointed at the main house, smiling as best she could.

“We should probably say goodbye to Uncle Leon now. Our car was half an hour away when I came to fetch you.”

“We have a car?”

“And a private jet waiting at a regional business hub. Our lover-”

“He’s our lover now?”

“We should probably call him that rather than a client, honey. No price was sought or offered, so we are just going on a paid-for vacation.”

“Okay, lover, it is. The problem is, I’m not packed for Morocco, Mom.”

“Neither am I, honey, but our lover asked us to get in his car with nothing except the clothes we are wearing now. We have a shopping day fully expensed by him in Dubai, and then we fly to Marrakesh, Morocco.”

“Jesus, he’s spending a fortune just to fuck us.”

“The guy really wants to make love to a beautiful daughter and her Mom, honey. It’s a prime fantasy among many men, and this one can afford almost anything he wants. He probably has a playbook in mind, and we need to get firmly into character for when he visits us.”

“But he can’t buy our souls, Mom.”

“No, he cannot, honey, but he will try.”


Chapter Six

Companionship

◆◆◆

We were selling ourselves as mother-daughter hookers, even though our real relationship was very different. We were lovers, girlfriends, a couple - admittedly, with a significant age gap, which was still appropriate - but our facade, our sex act so to speak, was that of a mom and her daughter.

We were precisely like a couple sitting comfortably side by side in the VIP private jet lounge at a regional airport. I watched an empty room, lost in thought, and Mom flicked through a magazine while we waited for the private jet crew to complete their checks on a luxury Bombardier Global 8000 aircraft sent by our client to collect us.

It was hot and dusty outside the lounge’s tinted windows; the whole area was baked by an overbearing mid-afternoon sun. A distant haze shimmered above the runway, which seemed to slope away slightly after a mile, as if it were built on a slight hill.

The windsock was dead, nobody was outside except insects beating their wings or legs noisily, and the only people I saw from my leather sofa were lounge servers, running hither and thither for Mom and me.

The airport felt dead, almost entirely soulless and eerie, which was disconcerting. Aside from the delivery of great coffee from time to time, the lack of activity allowed me time to think, and I didn’t much like it.

I was prostituting myself, a transaction I would not have remotely considered a few weeks ago. Technically, I had already done it, paying for meals at a restaurant twice by fucking the owner and his wife. Mom was leading me by the hand through the gates of sin, but I was no unwilling participant - I was dancing joyously from one lover to the next, having a sexual ball.

Mom continuously reassured me that we wouldn’t be compelled to do the deed if we didn’t want to, but we were heading to a foreign land with very different customs from our own.

I nudged her gently in the ribs, and she set down this month’s copy of Harper’s Bazaar. Mom eyed me curiously.

“Are you okay, Claire?”

“I’m worried.”

“About Marrakesh?”

“Yes. Have you done this before, Mom?”

“Are you panicking?”

“A little bit.”

My mother glanced away and thought carefully for a moment. I knew her answer was yes, but she seemed to consider what context to offer that night to ease my panic. Marjorie was no common street girl, nor did she have the slutty/demure mixed demeanor of a high-class hooker selling an expensive experience.

She was the Mom next door, admittedly a stunning version of that idealized model of femininity, with the figure and beauty any high-class hooker would love, but none of the sleazy disposition. Marjorie nodded - I’d got my yes and felt relieved that we were re-embracing a life she’d already safely navigated.

“I have sold myself before… yes… but not in a traditional sense.”

“Can you explain it in more detail, please?”

Mom sighed, half turned and smiled lovingly. She had always been a patient woman, and now she seemed even more so.

“I want to make it clear that this all happened before I met your father.”

“You don’t need to convince me you’ve been faithful to Dad.”

“I’ve been faithful within the agreement he and I have.”

“I understand.”

“Okay… give me a minute.”

Marjorie carefully considered her words, and I could understand why. We were in morally vague territory. She had described a lifestyle that the law would deem prostitution, plain and simple. In public, puritans would label my stepmom a whore, while many would secretly seek her services privately. I well understood the ambiguity and hypocrisy of sex as it related to most activities outside traditional monogamy.

My mind raced with imagined scenarios, and I felt excited about the journey, although a tiny sliver of my inhibitions haunted me.

“I was a companion, Claire. Some might unkindly describe me a whore or hooker, but conceptually being someone’s companion is different. I was more than an escort, too. My stay with a client was considered quality time for both of us. Some never made love to me.”

“I’ve heard of those clients who just want to talk to a call-girl Mom.”

“It wasn’t like that. There are many lonely men and women out there, and some have the money to buy friendship, dating, and, of course, sex. I gave myself to each lover entirely, as though I were in love with them, which is why you must be sure about how you feel before we bed this client. If there is no emotional connection between us and him, he might as well pay for common hookers.”

“So you weren’t ever paid by the hour?”

“Fuck, no! I never asked for any payment, and each companionship lasted a minimum of one week. Gratuities were presented and gratefully accepted, but no haggling or installment plan was in place. Also, I got to live for weeks, often months at a time, with clients, on their luxury yachts, in palaces, or stately homes. I travelled with them, even accompanied a few to school.”

“School?”

“I had a few college boyfriends. My services were secured by wealthy parents whose over eighteen-year-old kids lacked confidence, so I became their girlfriend in class by day and a lover in their bed at night. You wouldn’t believe how confident an eighteen-year-old boy who only ever played online games feels when he has a twenty-seven-year-old, gorgeous, sexy girlfriend who fucks him all night for two weeks.”

“How were you able to convince them you were being sincere?”

“I was being sincere. I never took a companion I didn’t truly like. Have you heard of method acting?”

“Yes.”

“I use that acting technique and strive for authenticity by drawing on my experiences, emotions, and memories to create believable character performances. It’s not for everyone.”

“Were there age limits to the clients?”

"No minors, of course - what do you think I am?”

“I meant upper age limit?”

“I don’t have one.”

“Who was your oldest lover?”

“A guy, seventy-one years old. He was a Vietnam Veteran who lost his wife to cancer, and he was heartbroken. He had one leg. He was such great fun, loving, kind and he had a giant cock I loved to suck and have inside me. I stayed with him for six months.”

“What happened after that?”

“He became happy, and one day, he went to Bingo and came home with a lady his age. I joined them for a few days, then gradually peeled myself away. They married a year later, and I occasionally check in on their Instagram. Both are in their eighties now.”

“Do you miss him?”

“That’s the downside. Only selecting companions you like usually means it feels like a breakup when you leave. After a matter of weeks, it’s not so bad, but months into a job, it can bite hard.”

“Like when love dies?”

“Like love, yes… but it’s not real love.”

“I understand. Method acting?”

“That’s it.”

It was a lot of information to take in and process to understand the potential impacts on me. I hadn’t heard of the companion concept and imagined it was fringe. I wondered whether Mom and my father might have begun as companions who developed into something more. She arrived in my life when Dad was low in self-esteem, but soon, her vibrance and bubbly nature lifted him and me.

Without probing, I couldn’t ask anything more personal; it would be indecent curiosity to press too hard into my mother’s private life. She lifted the magazine, then thought better of it, tossing it back onto the glass table.

“Imagine it being like dating, Claire. Someone has set you up with a guy based on your profile and their needs. In this case, there are two of us and one of him, and if we all like each other after the first meeting, we go on a date and see what happens.”

“So we don’t just dive straight into bed?”

“I only did that once in Monaco because we had little time. The guy was a Formula One racing driver who fucked me like he drove his car. He left the next day for a race in Japan, and I received more than one hundred grand in gifts and cash from his manager, who let me stay in the apartment for a week.”

“Was he an asshole?”

“The driver was nice, but his manager was nicer.”

“Did you…?”

“Of course I did.”

Mom giggled, and I shook my head, mildly shocked. But I couldn’t stay serious for long. I smiled and then joined her in laughter. Marjorie placed a hand on mine and smiled lovingly, a twinkle in her eye.

“I only ever slept with very nice men, honey, and I strongly suggest you do the same. Sometimes I enjoyed a three-way with husbands and their wives. Often, I spent the nights with a couple and the days with just the wife. Then there were plenty of girls on their own. I once spent a month in a Greek island villa with a lesbian author, who wrote a steamy romance novel in between fucking me.”

“Oh, I would love that.”

“She needed to play out each scene before writing it. We fucked a lot.”

“Yes… That’s definitely for me, Mom.”

“You see… the agency does all the hard work for us and always finds perfect matches.”

“What is the agency called?”

“I’m not supposed to say. You are registered to them under my profile. They ordinarily would interview you before inviting you in.”

“I’m unlikely to tell anyone.”

“Dark Velvet. Keep it to yourself.”

“Nice.”

A beautiful cabin crew girl in a perfectly figure-hugging knee-length scarlet pencil skirt and a tailored white blouse walked steadily towards us on unfeasibly high heels. Despite her precarious height, she remained poised, looked majestic, and wore the cutest shaped pillbox stewardess hat.

Her knotted French braid and sparkling, suggestive eyes smiled at me, doing unbelievably naughty things to my trembling pussy. I stared at her and she caught my gaze, pulling gently on the right corner of her bottom lip, grinning like the slut I wanted her to be.

“Mom.”

“Yes, honey?”

“That rule about us being clean for our client.”

“Yes, dear.”

“Does it exclude us from enjoying other girls?”

“If you don’t, I will.”


Chapter Seven

Jet-Setting

◆◆◆

It was plain for anyone to see that Sasha, our gorgeous stewardess, was much more than someone taking care of the cabin area. While she briefed the pilots and her colleagues speaking French standing near our boarding gate, they hung on her every word, and that wasn’t because they wanted to fuck her.

Something else was going on. Sasha frequently glanced at my mother, but she wasn’t flirtatious like she was with me.

I couldn’t take my eyes off Sasha’s flawless French blonde braid, which had not a single hair strand out of place. It was a work of art that must have taken hours to create. She caught me staring again, and I winced from the shame of being outed as a pervert, but Sasha just smiled shyly and continued her work.

Mom saw me looking at the pretty blonde, too.

“Sasha is lovely.”

“Do you know her, Mom?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Something about the glances you and she exchange reveals more than her being our cabin crew. It’s as though you are friends. I don’t mean lovers, although it wouldn’t surprise me if you were. I wouldn’t blame you either.”

“Yes. Sasha and I are friends.”

“For how long?”

“You’ll find out soon enough, honey. All I will say is, prepare yourself for a surprise and take everything in your stride.”

I shivered and felt the same intense anticipation as I had on my first day at college. Becoming a hooker shouldn’t feel like this. Yet, as I sat in our VIP lounge wearing increasingly damp panties, leaning heavily into my lesbian character, lusting after Sasha, I prayed there was a shower on board our aircraft.

Sasha had immense presence, dominating every person and conversation around her with beauty and poise, easily articulating her needs and wants as though they were requests, when I knew full well that they were not. She was a thrilling act to observe from a bystanders perspective, a perfection of womanhood, and just the sort of lady I could pass a whole afternoon licking her pussy while grinding my knees into raw, rough concrete.

It would hurt, but my dedication to serving her felt appropriate.

“I like her, Mom.”

“I know you do. I can tell. Sasha is a magnet.”

“Do you mind if I spend some time with her on the aircraft? Just talking, I mean.”

“No, honey. Sasha will insist you do.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because she is also drawn to you. More than I thought she would be.”

“I can feel it too, Mom.”

I gulped, then licked my dry lips and followed Sasha’s tight buttocks with my wandering, wide eyes when she walked away toward the boarding gate doors. She was in her mid-twenties, old enough to be considerably wiser than me and more practiced in love, while young enough to be interested in a barely legal teenage girl newly inducted into the art of enjoying cunnilingus.

“I would lick your pussy all day.”

“What was that, Claire?”

“Sorry. I was thinking aloud.”

Sasha opened the secure boarding gate doors using an electronic pass clipped to a deep purple lanyard hanging from her neck. She removed a black velvet rope barrier and then beckoned the pilots and another cabin crew member to move forward.

When they passed through security, checked by Sasha, she ensured the gate doors were closed, and then strolled straight towards me, her eyes firmly fixed on mine. She was breathtakingly beautiful, and I had just discovered why.

Sasha was utter perfection. She was groomed impeccably, dressed in the finest designer clothes, wore exquisite, expensive jewelry, and looked like a Hollywood makeup artist and hairstylist team had spent four hours preparing her. What had first seemed to be a uniform was actually the outfit a runway model might wear if she spent a day working as a flight attendant.

I gasped, and Sasha noticed my shock, reveling in it.

Men and women must fall at your feet.

I know I would.

She stopped before me, right on the edge of my personal space, neither intimidating nor seeming distant. I licked my lips and stared at her, breathlessly waiting for my instruction to do her bidding. My chest heaved, my nostrils flared, and the most feminine aroma teased my olfactory nerves with its blend of man-made perfume and natural hormones.

Her wide eyes stared into mine, and I was sure Sasha could see my soul.

“Are you ready to become a lady, Claire?”

“What do you mean?”

“I am your sponsor at Dark Velvet. My job is to dress you, teach you how to look your best, and train your sexual and other behaviors for the men and women who will endow you with their favors in exchange for your companionship.”

“What about my mother?”

“How do you think Marjorie learned to become a beauty therapist? Why do you think she brought you here if not to become like her?”

“My god. Are you being serious?”

“Of course, my dear. Your mother is our Dark Velvet Founder.”

“What?”

“I thought you knew, Claire?”

I was astonished and stared at Mom, my eyes wide, mouth agape, trembling from head to toe. Was it a fright? Perhaps not, but in a million years, I would never have guessed my mother had founded the agency she shrouded in mystery.

Mom shrugged her shoulders and looked sheepish.

“You have to discover life your way, honey.”

“Does Dad know you own Dark Velvet?”

“Daddy works for me, honey. That’s how we met and fell in love.”

“Fuck!”

“What you see happening at our home with ladies and couples is him playing and practicing. When your father goes away on business, he does so at my request, servicing patrons of Dark Velvet.”

“He never said a fucking word either.”

I had gripped the arms of my chair and raised a few inches, rearing backward, in shock. I glanced from Mom to Sasha and back, looking for a sign this was a joke, but it wasn’t.

“Why would he tell you?”

“I… I dunno.”

“Now close your mouth, dear, unless you intend to fellate a guy. I want you to listen to every word Sasha tells you, sweetheart. She is your mentor and will explain everything to you. You are not compelled to join Dark Velvet, or do anything you don’t wish to, but the door is open.”

“What about us. You and me, us? I mean, our relationship.”

I was suddenly terrified that an emotional rug was being pulled from underneath my feet. Everything that had drawn me away from Karl now felt ambiguous. My life was perfect until five minutes ago, and now I was cast adrift, my body a shivering, nervous wreck.

Mom leaned close, love burning brightly in her eyes.

“I love you as a daughter and my girlfriend, baby girl. Nothing has changed between us, but now you must choose if you want something more independent to fill your life with extraordinary joy and wealth.”

“So you and I are good?”

It seemed important to clarify that point, as if my mind had built a wall that needed to be knocked down before I could move on.

“I promise you we are, Claire.”

“Thank fuck.”

My mother turned away with a half-smile. She enjoyed the moment far more than I did, while Sasha crouched low to get my attention. My so-called mentor placed a perfect finger under my chin, turned my head to face her, and smiled.

“I will smooth off that potty mouth, Claire. Some patrons love a dirty mouth while they fuck you, but none enjoy a vulgar young lady when they introduce her to their family or billionaire friends at a favorite, members only yacht club.”

“Sorry, Sasha.”

“You are joining an elite club, and you will sell the companionship of a lady.”

Sasha’s intervention reminded me of the shock that wreaked havoc on my emotions when I learned my mother was a madam. I wanted to melt down and hide under a duvet, but her beauty mesmerized and rebalanced me.

I breathed deeply through my nose and then exhaled slowly through my mouth, never averting my eyes from hers. Somehow, my mentor’s simple, affectionate nod and confident smile conveyed her pleasure, and I continued breathing deeply until my blood pressure and the tingling in my temples subsided.

Mom settled back into reading her glossy magazine, as though we were at the dentist, and I was checking in at the reception. Concepts of love, lust, sex and payment as a whore rampaged through my mind like the Visigoths descending on Rome to sack the city in 410 AD.

Sasha smiled sympathetically and reached out to hold both my hands. To my shame, as she crouched on her haunches and slipped her knees wide, I stared along her thighs to the tiny white triangle covering her pussy. She saw me looking, pulled gently on her bottom lip, and grinned lasciviously.

“I don’t mind you looking if it calms you.”

“Quite the opposite, actually. I’m going wild with passion.”

“Are you okay, Claire?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have any questions at this time?”

“Just to be clear. You are saying my mother is the Founder of Dark Velvet?”

“Yes… she owns the agency one hundred percent. The same with the jet we are about to board.”

“Holy fuck. We live in a simple home.”

“Are you happy there?’

“Yes… very.”

“Then why move just because you have money?”

I couldn’t answer her question because it boggled my mind. Mom giggled riotously, then stood and winked at me before walking away to board the aircraft. I nodded after her, feeling mildly panicked.

“Is she leaving me, Sasha?’

“Don’t be silly. Your mother is giving you and me a minute to become acquainted before we join her on board.”

“Acquainted how?”

“In the same way, your mother and I were when she recruited me. Our Founder taught me how to become a companion, and now I have the privilege of teaching her daughter. Dark Velvet is your doorway to a life of luxury, excess, and riches beyond your dreams.”

“It’s not prostitution then?”

“Like most things in life, there are no absolutes, Claire. You are neither a possession to be owned, the seller, buyer, or procurer of sex, just a girl with an opportunity to be a companion. Ambiguity is our first principle; thus, we enjoy life’s greatest desires. Come, let’s begin our journey together.”

“Is my mother always staying close by?”

“Of course she is, but Marjorie has nothing more to learn, whereas you are at the beginning. You’ll spend days with me, nights too if you choose to, and then, when I deem you to be ready, you and your mother will be presented to a patron.”

“Morocco isn’t where the client is waiting, then?”

“No, dear. Morocco is where your mother owns a palace. We do not entertain patrons at Marjorie’s home.”

“So these men and women aren’t called clients anymore?”

“No, dear. Clients buy twenty-dollar whores in Pattaya, Thailand. At Dark Velvet, we don’t do ping-pong balls shot out of pussies. Your mother brought you to this point to live an extraordinary life. Please allow me to take you the rest of the journey.”

“Thank you, Sasha.”

She reached out a hand with the most exquisitely manicured fingernails I’ve ever seen, and I almost cried at their perfection. I stood, noticing I was slightly shorter than her, but only because Sasha’s heels were two inches taller than mine.

I was studied carefully from head to toe, and I knew she must find me wanting, but all I saw in Sasha’s friendly smile was deep desire and her utmost approval.

“You are a rare beauty, Claire.”

“So are you.”

“Would you like me to kiss you?”

“Would you like to?”

“Very much, please.”

I tasted her essence on my lips, tongue, and at the back of my throat before she touched me. When she did touch me, Sasha invaded my senses, overwhelming me as though she had control over my hormones, their strength, and flow. Her lips caressed mine with a silken, shimmering softness that sent me to heaven. Her tongue felt compelling, electric, and imbued with Aphrodite’s spell as she captured my heart and soul.

Her lips gently crushed harder against mine, moving like a vast series of waves in the depths of a deep ocean. I flushed warmly from head to toe, enjoying the searing goosebumps racing along my arms and legs like a bushfire igniting miles of dry savannah.

I whimpered, then moaned and would have kneeled right there to lick my mentor’s pussy had she wished it, but I didn’t and wouldn’t shame myself unless she asked me to. Sasha owned me, and yet again, my emotions shifted weight from one lover to another.

When she slowly, stickily detached her lips from mine, I noticed Sasha’s eyes were wide open, whereas mine were closed. I smiled, feeling bewildered.

“Were you watching me?”

“Of course, Claire. You kiss very well.”

“But? I know there is a but coming?”

“I will teach you how to own someone with a single kiss.”

“My my. What a skill to have. I would like that.”

“Come, my dear. I have a bedroom cabin already made up on board where I can feed you.”

“Feed me what?”

“What do you think, Claire?”

I wanted to sprint on board and tear down my sodden panties, but I held my nerve and strolled with Sasha, enjoying the moment she slipped her hand in mine as though we were girlfriends. She was my mentor, so there must be boundaries, but I would learn them quickly as taught to ensure I always stayed on her good side.

For now, all I could think about was diving between my new girlfriend’s legs and finding out what she was serving for dinner.

The aircraft was shockingly opulent. I was amazed to see so much light brown and cream leather on the furniture, paneled walls, and cushioned ceilings. Mom sat on a two-seater sofa like a queen. A girl on her knees filed her toenails, a small basket of bright-color varnish beside her.

My mother, the only rock in my life to whom I clung, grinned at me. She was in her element, enjoying every moment of my shock and looking happier than I had ever seen her. Her eyebrow raised and formed a question mark as I floated on air, my toes scrunching into deep pile, ruby red carpet with a printed logo every meter.

Dark Velvet.

“Mani-pedi, sweetheart?”

“No thanks, Mom… Sasha wants to… umm…”

“Ahh, of course. Your first feeding with Sasha. Your mentor must assert her dominance, or you might forget yourself and misbehave during instruction.”

I almost came in my panties, which were badly soaked and felt sticky as it was. The thought that I was about to be dominated to establish a new mentor-pupil relationship was thrilling to the extent that I breathed in so heavily I almost passed out.

Mom reached out a reassuring hand, placing it on mine when I reached level with her sofa. She looked up and smiled lovingly.

“Have fun, Claire, but behave yourself. Our clients are not Epstein-esque. They want consent, love, immense passion, and mutual fun.”

“I get it, Mom.”

“Run along, then, honey.”

I almost took Mom at her word and ran, hurrying after Sasha until we reached a large cabin door stretching from the center of the aisle to the port side bulkhead. Inside was a luxury haven for two, with seats that Sasha pointed to and a queen-size bed, made up with the finest linen duvet, sheets, and pillows.

“Sit and buckle up until we reach cruising altitude.”

“Okay.”

“Let’s start as we mean to go on, honey. You should address me as Mistress Sasha when we are in public. In private, you may do that or call me Sasha.”

Here comes the rules.

“Okay, Mistress Sasha.”

“Good girl.”

I rather like that.

While the aircraft was preparing for takeoff, Sasha checked my seatbelt. I studied the map, remembering the route statistics displayed on a massive LED screen bolted to the partition wall. I couldn’t hide my excitement, squeaking like an excited child when the engines powered at full thrust, pinning me to the comfortable chair.

My pussy tingled and I wasn’t sure if it was the engine power, their vibration or the hand that reached across to mine, stroking me.

I was about to find out.


Chapter Eight

Dark Velvet

◆◆◆

As the nose of our Bombardier private jet lifted off the runway, I felt my life changing again—this was the most significant transformation I had experienced to date. When I gripped Sasha’s hand tightly, she half turned and smiled lovingly at me. My mentor barely knew me, so I had to assume her soft, kindhearted expression was contrived, but it didn’t matter as long as Mom was a few meters away with only a wall partition separating us.

I was glad that Sasha seemed to be on my side.

When we hit cruising altitude, a server arrived with champagne. I began seeing Dark Velvet branding everywhere—on her uniform, etched into my champagne flute, and even on the tiny padded doilies soaking up tiny droplets of moisture that dribbled down my glass.

When the door to our private cabin opened as our server exited, I saw the girl who had been on her knees, filing Mom’s nails. She was back on her knees, but her head was between my mother’s legs this time. She smiled at me while enjoying being pleasured.

Sasha giggled and pointed at the couple.

“That will be you in a few minutes, sweetheart.”

“Mom said you’re going to feed me.”

“It’s many of our female patrons’ favorite position. Older ladies love facesitting younger girls.”

“Right then.”

“Marjorie says you love eating pussy, Claire.”

“I do.”

“And you love rimming anus too?”

“Yes… umm, that, too.”

I flushed brightly, feeling ashamed that a stranger knew so much about me and my sexual preferences. Sasha was unfazed by talking about sex as casually as I might discuss the merits of one-color Hermès Birkin bag over another.

I glanced at the floor between her legs and noticed her Hermès Birkin 35 in Vermillion Red. It was a special addition made from crocodile hide with solid gold hardware. Sasha saw me looking, grinned, picked up the bag, and popped it into my lap.

“This is yours. A welcome gift from me.”

“What? Seriously? It’s a fifty-thousand-dollar special edition.”

“I bought it in Dubai before we left there. Your new phone, basic toiletries, perfume, foundation, and lipsticks are inside. There are condoms, tampons, liners to soak up your arousal or the aftermath of a gangbang.”

“Gangbang?”

“Yes. Please don’t worry, Claire. I know what happened on your first run out, but that situation was poorly managed. We have very special guys for all your training needs at your Mom’s Marrakesh paradise.”

“But… but…”

“Try not to stammer, dear - it’s not ladylike. Now, I want you to study luxury brands over the next few days, so we can get you properly outfitted. You’ll need a unique style. Our shopping trip to Dubai is short, but we can always take a day trip back there if we can’t get what you need in Casablanca or Rome.”

“Casablanca? Rome?”

“Yes, dear. We have a helicopter and a jet available at all times. We also visit Gibraltar regularly, although the shopping there isn’t as comprehensive as it is in Madrid.”

“My god.”

“Get used to it. You are among the jet-set now, Claire.”

“So it seems.”

“Once you activate your phone, please open the Clue app. Have you used it before?”

“No, but I have heard of it.”

“Period tracking is vital. Some patrons will want your companionship during specific moments in your menstrual cycle. The software is connected to Control, and I also have access.”

“Control?”

“Yes, honey. Your mother has a small team of girls and guys who manage Dark Velvet. It’s like a call center. They will contact you soon and discuss a few rules and options for them to support you.”

“Where is Control?”

“Only your Mom knows that. You’ll use an Apple Watch, which they can track. Control will monitor your location during a patron’s visit, and there is an SOS button for you to use if needed. Also, they will help manage your physical training regime and receive your biometric data.”

“Fuck! This is overwhelming.”

“They will ask if you’d like them to monitor diet and alcohol consumption.”

“Do you allow them to do that?”

“No. You’ll grow used to them. Control is friendly. You can have male or female handlers - it’s your choice, but I recommend you select someone you vibe with.”

“Okay.”

I peered inside my Hermès Birkin bag and saw a Huawei Mate XT trifold phone that unfolded into a small tablet, if needed. The red leather back was a perfect match for my bag. Also inside, I saw at least half a dozen of my favorite brands.

Sasha leaned over, peeped into my bag, then glanced at me and smiled.

“Your Mom told me a lot about you. She loves you very much.”

“I love her too.”

“Make yourself and her proud.”

“I will, Sasha. I promise.”

“You’re a very good girl, Claire.”

I shivered with excitement while sipping my chilled Bollinger Grand Cru. A flight attendant smiled at me as she entered our cabin. She carried two black equipment bags, one large and the other resembling a pouch. She withdrew a harness with straps and mesh panels from the smaller pouch, drawing my curiosity.

I had no idea what the contraption was until the girl used a chair to reach the aircraft ceiling bulkhead, where she flipped down a stainless-steel attachment loop. She clipped on the harness and unraveled a sex swing.

I gasped and gawped at it. When I pointed and stared at Sasha, she laughed.

“What the fuck is that for?”

“It’s my throne, Claire. I sit there and you lick my pussy.”

“Wow!”

“I thought we would start your instruction with an assessment before arriving in Dubai.”

“An assessment?”

“Yes, honey. Is that a problem?”

“No.”

I fucking hate tests.

The flight attendant wasn’t done yet. From the second, larger bag, she withdrew a tripod and set it up close to the sex swing. On it, she screwed a Sony digital SLR camera. The girl removed a lens cover and watched the camera's LED back screen while adjusting the unit to point it in the right direction.

She glanced at Sasha for approval, and when my mentor nodded, the girl turned on the wall-mounted TV screen and connected the camera to stream to it. Finally, she unrolled a sheet of what appeared to be brilliant white blotting paper and set it on the floor.

I looked dumbfounded, and the flight attendant laughed.

“The camera set up is for Sasha to see what you are doing between her legs at all times so she can advise you on cunnilingus technique.”

“And the paper?”

“To catch any drops of Sasha’s unicorn pee that escape your mouth when she cums. Consider it like a scorecard. In time, the paper will be completely dry, which means you are entirely in control of your lover’s orgasm. Each sheet of paper must be signed and dated by your lover so that you can match them to a video in your online library.”

“Are you keeping score of my performance now?”

“You want to be a good girl, surely, Claire?”

“Yes… Yes, I do.”

The flight attendant was being deadly serious. In a very sleazy way, it made sense that Dark Velvet had an induction program with gradings for the girls. Sasha gripped my hand and squeezed tightly, smiling broadly and reassuringly.

“Meeting the companionship needs of wealthy patrons will be a diverse challenge, Claire. You will be examined, buffed, polished, and instructed in all worldly pearls of wisdom as I have been.

“It’s daunting.”

“It starts in a few minutes with you on your knees praying at my altar.”

“Oh my.”

The young woman smiled graciously and left the cabin door open when she strolled out.

I gulped what remained of my champagne and unfastened my seat belt, then stood and went to the beautifully designed webbing strap sex swing. When I glanced at Sasha, she smiled and nodded through the open door. I followed her stare and saw my mother, both hands holding her attendants’ head firmly between her legs, cumming hard, screaming the aircraft down.

Sasha winked.

“Sex on this aircraft is very regular, Claire. The pilots are well-hung, muscular guys who are excellent lovers if you need relief during a long flight, but you won’t be sampling them on this journey.”

“This is like a sleazy dream.”

“Yes, dear. Dark Velvet delivers dreams.”

I circled the sex swing, inspecting it while staring at Sasha. My pussy throbbed and I wanted one of the pilots’ cocks inside it, just to ease my intense arousal. My skin sizzled as hormones flooded my body, tingling inside my womb, sparkling the soft tissue walls inside my pussy.

Sasha stood up, checked the camera alignment, then began undressing, slowly, seductively, not like a stripper, like the girl I loved most of all in the whole world. She slipped off her skirt and blouse, folding each, laying them on the bed, and finally, she stood in glorious semi-nakedness wearing a red Agent Provocateur Rozlyn brief and bra set.

“Your underwear matches my bag color.”

“Small details make an enormous difference, sweetheart. Will you kneel and remove my panties, please?”

“Of course, Mistress Sasha.”

“Good girl, Claire. You’re a quick study.”

My submissive slut had taken over and was all too happy to kneel and lean close to Sasha’s panties where I could suck in as much air through my nose as I could without seeming an utter pervert. I wondered how Sasha balanced her aroma between a designer perfume I couldn’t place, her natural pheromones, and the copious, sticky hormones leaking from her pussy, twitching my nostrils’ sensitive inner walls.

I slipped trembling fingers inside Sasha’s panties, admiring her flawless, bronze-tanned, silky-smooth skin. She was a model for all women; her muscles were taut, and her body fat was almost nothing. She was tall, stunningly beautiful, and unfathomably desirable. She slipped a finger under my chin and raised it until I stared into her eyes.

“You will surpass me, Claire.”

“How?”

“Train hard, my beauty.”

“I will.”

When I slid her panties down, Sasha’s sticky, drenched gusset hugged her shaven, swollen pussy lips. A release of her pussy aroma almost knocked me back as it commanded my soul to do her bidding. I wriggled the creamy gusset away from her alabaster-smooth lips, noting sticky tendrils that clung to her skin from the lined fabric.

“Wow!”

“Your mother said you enjoy licking a creamy hole, so I did nothing to prevent my arousal since we met.”

“Thank you.”

“You did this to me, honey.”

I held Sasha’s panties around her knees, staring at the prize that had leaked into them. I wanted to dive right in and devour my mentor’s pussy, but it felt crude, and I wanted to impress, so I waited for her instruction and permission.

She nodded and smiled, I thought, because I’d been obedient, but I wasn’t sure.

“You may have a taste now, Claire.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“You’re welcome.”

I leaned forward, my entire body shuddering as an orgasm rose gently inside me, simmering like a volcano that might blow soon. My arousal had started when I first met Sasha. As my tongue parted her tightly clenched swollen pussy lips and a familiar sweet burning sensation consumed my taste buds, something occurred to me.

Sasha had worn all the clothes I would choose for myself if my budget were unlimited, including the colors, jewelry, and even the scent I still couldn’t place. Mom had planned every move since the day she bleached my anus, ensuring I gained enough experience to know what I wanted so my mentor and I made an intimate connection.

Now, as I lapped the sticky, sweet hormones from Sasha’s tight, trembling pussy hole, my hard wiring to a new lover was almost complete. I slid her panties the rest of the way down and off her feet, setting them aside.

Sasha stepped back and, with her eternally confident smile, she moved to the sex swing, climbing in as gracefully as a ballerina dancing. In thirty seconds, my mentor was seated, her pussy rested at head height from where I kneeled. She hooked her ankles into hooped restraints and pulled the straps tightly, spreading her legs wide apart.

Sasha’s pussy looked glorious. I saw bare, beautiful skin pores where pubic hairs once nested, her lips were almost entirely closed except for where her cunny entrance was pink, throbbing and succulent like a half-eaten peach.

She stared at the camera and smiled.

“Miss Anais. First assessment. Cunnilingus. Testing officer Miss Sasha. July 8, 2024.”

Her use of such official language and a name I had never heard puzzled me, and Sasha caught my confusion.

“If you pass this assessment, your Dark Velvet name is Miss Anais, dear. Your mother chose it.”

“I love it.”

“Your name means merciful, gracious, and holy, with Hebrew, Latin, and Persian roots. I think it is a perfect name for a young lady embarking on a journey of self-discovery.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Now, Claire, please me and don’t worry about the camera. I may offer no tips at all on this first time.”

Desperate to impress, I cupped Sasha’s ass cheeks in my palms, prying them wide open, my fingers gripping close to her sphincter. When I leaned in, my flattened tongue rolled out and I licked across the ridges of her anal whorl, upwards along her perineum and through the sticky, honied hole that tasted sweet as dessert wine. I wanted to feast and suck her hormones dry, but I continued along her creamy furrow until I sucked her engorged, solid clitoris.

Sasha cried out and quivered energetically, partly in passion, but also in shock.

“Fuck! You were right, Marjorie. This one licks with vim and vigor.”

“Claire is the most perfect girl I’ve ever met, Sasha.”

Mom’s encouraging voice drove me on fervently. She stood close behind me at the cabin door, or just inside it, I couldn’t see. I puckered my lips softly, clenched them around the base of Sasha’s creamy clitoris and sucked gently, easing her sticky pink nub out of its protective hood.

I imagined her pulse throbbing into my tongue through the soft, sticky, pink tissues of my mentor’s clitoris. As I sucked and swallowed, I slid a finger inside her pussy, getting it saturated with sticky hormones. With a loaded index finger, I rubbed Sasha’s anus, never piercing her sphincter, just fingering the sensitive area around the tiny access hole some lucky guy got to fuck.

“Good girl, Claire.”

I didn’t speak with my mouth full, nor did I know whose fingers ran softly through my hair, Sasha’s or my mother’s. I focused entirely on my mentor’s pleasure while dripping hormones on the blotting paper below from a hole that desperately needed to be fucked hard.

I plowed my mentor’s pussy, slurping her sweet nectar as it spilled from a hole so tight, the inner walls gripped my tongue as though hugging it. When I felt her body trembling involuntarily, I puckered up my lips and thumbed Sasha’s clitoris from side to side while waiting for a creamy explosion.

Mom’s voice resonated comfortingly as I worked my lover’s pussy hard.

“Try to contain every drop in your mouth, but don’t beat yourself up if you can’t. Sasha squirts hard and indiscriminately.”

“Mmm.”

I was in heaven, swung completely to favor my lesbian tendency. If a man were kneeling behind me, I would spread my knees wider apart and point my slit high to be fucked, but there was no guy and this was an assessment of my ability to please another girl.

I wanted to become Anais.

I worked Sasha’s clitoris with four fingers, strumming her like a guitar, while sucking her pussy hole. When she clenched every muscle and her thighs spasmed vigorously, I sealed my lips around her pee hole, sucking hard, but the gush that squirted was too much and a rivulet of golden nectar burst past my lips, and ran through my chin’s dimple onto the blotting paper.

I felt dismayed, but pursued Sasha’s orgasm relentlessly, enjoying how she thrashed vigorously, out of control. She screamed, her passion unrestrained, her fingers gripping my skull through my hair, so tightly it felt like talons digging in.

When Sasha slumped in the sex swing, her body relaxed, her breathing labored, I stared up and saw joy writ large on her face.

“That was amazing, Claire.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“What for, honey?”

“I spilled so much of your orgasm.”

I glanced down at the blotting paper and saw a dark map of my shame from the pussy juices that leaked out of my throbbing hole, to the unicorn pee spatter I had not contained in my mouth. Sasha lifted my chin with one finger again, smiled lovingly, and blew me a kiss.

“You did better than any other girl I ever mentored.”

“Really?”

“Yes, honey. You were far better than I was, my first time with your mother.”

“Did I pass my assessment?”

“With flying colors, Anais.”
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