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Chapter One

A Bottle Of Rioja and Lunch

◆◆◆

I casually strolled around the mall with my mother, who was now more or less officially my girlfriend. Karl was still my boyfriend, and since I was trying not to label myself as one thing or another, I avoided the word polyamory, although I reflected heavily on its meaning.

Being in a romantic relationship with Mom felt odd because she wasn’t old enough to be my biological mother, but she was too old for us to hold hands, kiss, and flirt with without people noticing a significant gap in our ages. Nevertheless, hold hands we did, and damn the onlookers.

Mom smiled at an elderly couple who rubbernecked as we passed them. When out of sight and earshot, she leaned close and whispered.

“The wife wants to fuck us, and her husband wants to watch.”

“I doubt that, Marjorie.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised. Men love watching girls make love; joining in is the icing on the cake.”

“I’d love to shock a couple like those two, fuck her and have him watch but not touch.”

“Your hormones are raging today, Claire.”

“The last few days have been an awakening.”

“There is a big cuckolding community out there, some out of the closet, most not, many protesting so loudly it’s obvious they would love to try. A girl can be used as the third in a cuckolding scenario, but purist male cucks prefer watching another male bull plow their woman before they clean up.”

“It seems less acceptable for men to be cucked than women, I guess.”

“I notice you like being cuckqueaned, Claire. Emma fucked Karl, then I did, and I saw how you loved it.”

My cheeks flushed bright red, and my paranoia about enjoying being cuckquean and what that revealed about me returned. The psychology of all the sexual experiences I had accrued in the past few days culminated in a confusing nexus of love and sex.

Today, I’d held off from visiting Emma and taking her up on the offer of being double-teamed by her sons and then enjoying a night of lesbian love with her daughter, but I was building up to it. After Karl fucked my back passage, I was in no state for a sequel quite yet.

Before I could remonstrate or acquiesce about Mom pointing out my penchant for being a cuckquean, Mom pointed toward a small Spanish tapas bar upstairs at the very end of the uppermost concourse. We took the escalator and strolled inside the half-full bar restaurant that buzzed merrily at lunchtime, met by a cool, satisfying breeze that took the edge off my simmering hormones.

When he recognized Marjorie, the owner smiled and waved, pointing us to a discrete, small booth in the furthest corner from the front door.

“Your usual place, Marjorie.”

“Thank you, Carlos.”

In the twenty meters we had walked from the front door of the tapas bar to our booth, you would never believe we were still inside a modern shopping mall. Gone were the glass-encased elevators, marble floors, stainless steel banisters, and windowed shopfronts. The hustle, bustle, and noise of a thousand people talking about sales, fashion, and the latest iPhone was a distant memory.

Our oasis felt like a tiny bar on a narrow street near a bullfighting ring in old Barcelona. I could almost hear the crowd roar as a matador danced in front of his prey. As I sat there, the wire-brushed red brick walls on two sides made me feel that this was an ancient, revered tavern. Our deep, plush, wine-colored leather sofa curled into the corner, and a solid oak table, with a million stories to tell of those who had dined there before us, drew me into a space so utterly different from the mall that my mood shifted.

My skin sizzled and seared like the bubbling, caramelizing pellicle, slowly wrapping a succulent rib-eye steak that danced on the barbecue to the tune of its grillmaster. Deep inside, my ovaries groaned, praying that someone would play my organ soon and send in the seed my egg craved.

Marjorie ordered a red Rioja wine she’d tasted before adding a few small tapas plates for us to share. Carlos, the jovial owner, a sweet man my father’s age who was born in Madrid, took our order attentively, doting on my mother. After he left, she leaned in and surprised me with a soft, warm, loving kiss that set me so at ease that I knew we were in for an extended stay.

Our shopping bags littered the floor around the booth, but I wasn’t interested in rummaging through them over lunch as I might with a friend. I was far too into my mother as my new crush.

After Carlos poured our wine, he left. Mom and I clinked glasses and drank a long, relaxing slug. I felt like we were a proper romantic couple, and I rested my hand on her knee, gently stroking along her inner thigh. The wine tannins overwhelmed my palate, so I sipped tap water and ate a few shards of bread torn from a mollete slice.

Mom spread her legs wider as my fingers reached further up her thigh, the tips warming when I approached her panty-clad pussy. She glanced sideways, then to the front, checking whether we were observed. When I slid a fingernail along my mother’s damp slit, passing over her clitoris at the top, she shivered, whimpered, and grinned in the most lewd way.

Then she raised her hand, and I was instantly terrified.

“Carlos… do you have a minute, please?”

“Of course.”

I whipped my hand away from between my mother’s legs so fast I rapped my knuckles on the wooden table edge. I stared reproachfully at her, feeling mildly wounded that she had rebuffed me, wondering if I’d done anything wrong, but she smiled lovingly and winked.

Carlos arrived at our table, grinning from ear to ear.

“How may I help madam today?”

“I want to pay now rather than later.”

“Fine. Will madam settle her bill in the usual way?”

“No. I want you to fuck my daughter instead of me.”

If someone had materialized through the table varnish and yelled, “fuck me, please,” I wouldn’t have been any more surprised. My face turned an embarrassed shade of beet after hitting a few Pantone hues ranging from skin tone to the red colors on the fan. I was mortified, staring at Carlos, who looked at me lustfully and keenly, clearly judging whether I was worth what we’d ordered. His wry smile suggested a deal was much desired; then he glanced around the room to see if anyone else had heard my mother’s bombshell and nodded.

They hadn’t seen.

“Your daughter is a rare beauty.”

“Claire feels horny Carlos. She tried to finger me under the table just now.”

“Your daughter also has fine taste.”

“Yes, she does.”

“Okay… I accept your offer. Give me five minutes and send her to our room.”

Carlos almost sprinted to the nearby door marked Management Only, leaving me aghast. Mom took my hand and guided it up her skirt, slipping her panties aside and encouraging my fingertip to slide inside her sticky hole. While she smiled and stared lovingly at me, I fingered my mother while her lips seared hotly when they brushed against mine, and her tongue quelled my youthful, fiery hormones that drove me to a new sexual high.

I was being offered as a prostitute by my mother to the first guy I would fuck who wasn’t my boyfriend. Our lunch was less than a hundred bucks, so I was a cheap fuck and loved how sleazy that made me feel. When her lips peeled softly from mine, Mom smiled lovingly and reassuringly.

“Go and fuck Carlos for us, honey.”

“Wow… what’s going on, Mom?”

“This is where our real adventure begins.”

“You’re selling my pussy for lunch?”

“It’s more like trading. Carlos keeps a lovely playroom out the back for girls who can’t or don’t want to pay.”

“We can pay, right?”

“Of course, honey - but I don’t want to, so you are helping us out.”

“Ahh, okay.”

I can pay.

But I don’t want to either.

“Carlos usually does one trade daily and always does me when I visit. It’s fun to let him fuck you enthusiastically. It’s so transactional Carlos makes you feel delightfully whoreish. He fucks me well, but something tells me he’ll have a better time with you.”

“Will he now?”

“You are barely legal pussy, honey. What guy old enough to be your Dad doesn’t want to fuck a girl your age?”

“I see.”

“Go and have fun, Claire, and use this opportunity to learn your craft. Carlos will serve our food once you drain his balls.”

“How do I do that?”

“Do you need me to draw you a picture, honey?”

“No! I mean, do I suck him off or let him fuck me?”

“Whichever you prefer. I love the aroma and comfort of a semen-filled gusset, so I would let him squirt inside me, but you do you, babe.”

“Should I insist on him wearing a condom?”

“You can if you wish. I brought some. This is your choice and your rules. I just traded.”

I stared at my mother, my pussy throbbing, leaking sticky, tawdry juices into my panties. Tremors in muscles and hairs rising on my arms testified that I was highly aroused, and I wondered whether it was always Mom’s plan that I would pay for lunch.

“Was this-”

“Always my plan, Claire? Yes, it was. You need a throwaway guy to fill your pussy with semen so you can shake out of monogamy properly. Fucking Emma and me is one thing; having another guy’s cock inside your body and him leaving behind a creampie is quite another.”

“Oh god. Am I cheating on Karl, Mom?”

“Nope. What did Karl say before we came out shopping?”

“He said I should sleep with anyone I please and that he was going to visit Emma to do precisely that today, returning tomorrow.”

“There you go, honey. Now, run along and fuck Carlos. It won’t take more than ten minutes for you both to cum hard.”

“Seriously?”

I balked at my mother, shocked that I could earn somewhere around eighty-five bucks for ten minutes of my pleasure. It worked out to eight bucks fifty a minute.

Plus tips?

“Just in case you are thinking along those lines, honey, Carlos will give you a huge tip, but not in cash.”

“I wasn’t…”

I nodded my head.

“I was thinking exactly that. Has Carlos got a big cock, Mom?”

“You’ll see.”

“I can’t do anal. It’s too soon after my first time with Karl.”

“Carlos loves pussy, honey.”

My mother almost elbowed me off the sofa, giggling. I took another slug of wine, stood, teetered on my short heels, paused, and balanced before staggering toward the door with a sign written in bold letters.

Management Only.

The door led onto a hallway with three more doors, one to each side of me. The other in front had another sign, ‘In Here.’ I was shocked that the sign was printed on a wipe board and that my name, Claire, was written underneath the two words using a red dry marker that could be erased. Judging by the ink smears on the board’s outer edges, many names had been before mine.

I gripped the door handle and paused, shuddering as goosebumps raised across my arms and legs like prairie fires. My heart thumped harder, and my temples ached as I considered my impending defilement.

I opened the door and was shocked to see an attractive, naked woman roughly Carlos’ age on the other side. She smiled, approached me, kissed me on both cheeks and then led me across a wooden plank floor, circumventing the bed to where Carlos lay flat.

I stared at the tubular steel, shin high queening stool straddling Carlos’s midriff with his average-length, incredibly, no, overly, thick cock pointing to the ceiling between two elastic panels forming a seat for a rider of this fuck bike, one on either side of my lover-to-be’s cock.

Bicycle-style handlebars snaked out of the steel base, causing my womb to groan with desire as I imagined gripping them, using the leverage to help bounce my ass cheeks on the elastic panels while I rode my lover’s enormously thick cock.

I eyed my lover appraisingly, suddenly hooked on the idea of being sent by my mother to pay for lunch with my pussy.

I can’t see him lasting ten minutes inside my tight hole with that massive cock.

What a lovely cock, though. I’ll be stretched wide, but he won’t reach my cervix.

“She likes you, husband. This girl will fuck you good.”

I stared at Carlos’s wife agog, my chest heaving, my heart racing, and my palms clammy. She eyeballed me, hers wild and fiery, matching the rest of her expression. In her expression, I saw a kindred spirit. She was a cuckquean, or maybe not entirely that; perhaps this serendipitous opportunity for her husband to fuck me was one of many kinky role-playing scenarios they got off on.

“Are you a cuckquean?”

“I am today, but not always. Carlos and I are free spirits.”

“Wow.”

“Occasionally, I like watching other women enjoy my husband’s cock. Do you see how thick it is?”

“It’s beautiful.”

We both stared at her husband’s cock as though standing in a car showroom admiring the newest model of Mercedes sportscar. I turned to her and nodded. She smiled and pointed back to his cock, wanting to make a point.

“My husband’s cock is hard to suck or take inside your back passage, so he loans me out as a free-use slut so I can enjoy those things because they are important. Today, Carlos enjoys some variety with a slut who doesn’t want to pay her bill and has offered her sweet daughter instead.”

“And what do you get?”

“I can watch from close by while you cum hard with my man’s cock stretching your tight young hole.”

“How close will you be?”

“When my husband squirts his baby-making seed deep inside you, I will stare into your eyes, and you will feel the warmth of my breath on your face.”

“Is there any foreplay in this game?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do I kiss Carlos… or you… or-”

“There is nothing for me unless you wish it, and Carlos only wants to squirt his seed inside you. He has no interest in your life story or what you think about global politics.”

“We’d better get started then. I don’t want to keep my Mom waiting.”

I undressed quickly, hanging my garments on a rail that seemed the place where all Carlos’s whores left theirs. My pussy lips swelled, soaking wet, dripping the occasional bead of sweet, honeyed nectar onto my sticky thighs.

I wasn’t in the least bit interested in Carlos’s handsome face and body - his wife made it clear that this was, as my mother previously cautioned me, purely transactional. Lunch must be paid for, and it seemed most enjoyable for me, but principally, I needed to drain my lover’s seed and get back to enjoying time with Mom.

I straddled the queening stool, facing the handlebars and away from Carlos. He sighed when I squatted slowly, my ass cheeks opening wide.

“Someone fucked this girl in the back passage recently. It’s badly torn. I know her father enjoys anal.”

“I’m sure it wasn’t her Dad.”

It wasn’t, but I don’t care if you enjoy guessing.

I squatted further down on my haunches, both quadriceps tensing and burning, taking my entire body weight. As I leaned forward and gripped the bars, the full glory of my glistening, sticky slit must have hove into Carlos’s view because he gasped and sighed.

When I glanced down, his already thick cock trembled excitedly, parting the elastic panels I would sit on.

“I love this girl, Sonia. She is a rare beauty.”

“I feel her intensity as well. You deserve a pussy as perfect as hers.”

“I do.”

I held a position with my pussy hovering a couple of inches above Carlos’s cock, my puffy, wet lips ready to envelop his precum-soaked cock head like a curtain hem swallowing a helmet. His wife held her breath as I stared at her, deliberately eying in such a way that she was assured I was taking her husband’s cock inside me regardless of what she thought, said, or did.

“Oh my… you are a wild one.”

“Grip your husband’s cock and feed it inside me.”

“Umm, wow… okay.”

“Once he’s balls deep inside me, move away.”

“I want to-”

“Please do as I tell you.”

“Okay. It seems you are a quick study.”

She licked her lips while I frowned, mildly apprehensive about taking Carlos’s considerable cock girth and also because this was my first time fucking any guy who wasn’t Karl. I was about to allow a stranger to fill my body with his DNA, knowing that remnants of his semen would roam inside me for days. My ovaries trembled in utter agreement with my choices, and I knew Carlos and I would be connected, which meant something to a young girl with few men who had done inside me what he was about to.

I stared at Carlos’s wife with indifference. I was there to pay for lunch, using my pussy as coin, and I could not have been more delighted, feeling utterly debased. She held his cock tightly around as much of its thick base as she could grip, reaching less than half its meaty circumference. As my pussy lips parted to receive her husband’s cock, she slid down onto her knees, head bowed, carefully eyeing the hole that her beloved man was about to fill.

When his cock slid deep inside my throbbing hole, I gasped, wheezed, my face contorted in disbelief, and I twisted the handlebar grips on my queening stool until the pliable rubber grips were fused into my skin. Carlos’s immensely thick cock filled and reshaped my pussy, stretching the soft tissues so far that I was convinced that inside me would never feel the same to Karl again.

When I bottomed out on his cock, my lover’s wife sighed, and a profound, beautiful serenity paused long enough in her expression for me to tell she was delighted. She smiled lovingly and gratefully at me as though I had given her immense service.

“You can let go of your husband’s cock, now. I’ve got this.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Thank you for sharing your man.”

At that moment, I knew I was a cuckquean as well as the reverse, but also, I was a lesbian, a whore to sell for a glass of wine, a girl who liked to be fucked in her back passage and wanted two brothers to ream her all night. As my pussy clenched tightly around a cock that utterly filled me, I was all things sexual; every kink and none ultimately defined me. My dominant and submissive personalities were indistinguishable, and I might even be both simultaneously, but above all, I was a complex sexual being, like all others, and not to be pigeon-holed.

I bounced gently on the elastic panels, using my quads and a tight grip on the handlebars to steady and power my cunt up and down Carlos’s thick cock. His shaft reached two-thirds the depth inside me that my boyfriends did, effortlessly gliding on a carpet of thick hormonal cream my pussy whipped up. As I fucked him with increasing pace, behind me, my lover grunted and groaned, enjoying payment for a bottle of Rioja and a few plates of patatas bravas, grilled spicy sausage, and a dish of small, mild peppers, roasted and sprinkled with sea salt.

I nodded at Carlos’s wife.

“Get ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“Lie down with your head at your husband’s feet.”

“Why?”

“Just do it.”

I powered my legs, got into a perfect bouncing rhythm, and rode my lover’s cock hard, taking his wide, pussy reshaping tool from the tiny eye on his bulbous cock head to his public bone. I fucked him long and hard, watching his wife get into position. He was a fantastic lover, and I could tell Carlos must be in high demand because the wine was great, the food looked better, and girls who came here for respite would find it by working their pelvic floor, milking the thickest cock any of them had fucked.

Carlos let out a strained, extended scream when his seed pumped inside me, and in that moment, I was his. His giant cock jerked repeatedly and vigorously, plunging its steely helmet rim into my soft tissue walls every time another rope of hot seed spat deep inside me.

He came hard, as did I, but I held my bladder and restrained my orgasm enough that I didn’t squirt.

When Carlos was finished inside me, I stood carefully and quickly moved the queening stool until it was over his wife’s face, then I sat down, perfectly presenting my creamy, well fucked hole to the cuckquean.

“Eat me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her head raised quickly, and I forced my ass cheeks lower, feeding my creamy cunt through the gap between elastic panels. I felt joyously relieved when her tongue pressed past my sticky lips as she inserted it deep inside my cum filled hole.

“Feed me everything, Claire.”

“My orgasm is messy.”

“I want it.”

I relaxed my bladder and instantly rejoined the orgasmic journey Carlos had begun inside me. My urethra burned as pee cascaded along its aching tube. Semen dribbled from my pussy hole first, then my pee hole exploded, soaking my cuckquean lover’s face. The intensity of my flow caused an orgasmic reaction deep inside me, and I moaned, then stared up at the ceiling, closed my eyes, and growled while I squirted all over my lover’s wife.

My lover’s wife licked, sucked, swallowed, and groaned in utter disgrace and joy while I rode her face, soaking it as I did.

When my orgasm subsided, I stood, strolled casually over to my clothes, and used a packet of moist wipes left there to clean away splashes of pee that inevitably soaked me. I dressed, paying no attention to the couple who had got precisely what they wanted from me, and I returned to my mother, who raised a glass to toast me.

“I heard you from here, Claire.”

“Oh dear, sorry.”

“I think you excelled. Did you learn anything?”

“Fair exchange is no robbery, Mom.”

“Good girl. Anything else?”

“Yes. I need more practice.”


Chapter Two

Hi Karl!

◆◆◆

It was Saturday, and I woke just before 7 am with a vague memory of Mom eating out my pussy while I sat on her face, grinding my clitoris into her nose. It was well after midnight by the time I’d fallen asleep, and we’d made love from the early evening, pausing only to dash downstairs into the kitchen and prepare a light snack of avocado on toast, which tasted amazing.

I lifted onto my elbows, shook out the cobwebs, and glanced around my bedroom, blinking until my vision cleared. Mom slept naked on her front; her hair had spilled into a perfect puddle around her head, decorating the pillow. Her flawless back was beautifully arched, each vertebra forming a perfectly aligned string of islands from her nape to her tight-as-steel ass. Below that were cellulose-free legs, long, slender, and enticing.

The shopping bags we’d abandoned on entering my bedroom were stacked neatly beside the door. I heard a woman’s voice murmuring incoherently from the hallway, and then Dad’s bassy tone joined hers when he answered. It was safe to assume my father had been entertaining all night, although I had heard nothing of their sexual adventure. When another guy’s voice joined their conversation, I was shocked, then remembered Mom mentioned something about bulls being in high demand for cuckolding couples.

“Go back to sleep, Claire.”

“I thought you were sleeping.”

“You stirred, and I woke up. It’s common among lovers who are as well connected as we are. Why did you wake up?”

Are we lovers?

I hope so.

Or am I a fad?

“I need to study and sort out the clothes we bought yesterday.”

“Half an hour more sleep, honey, and then you can study; I’ll fix everyone’s breakfast, sort out the clothes, and we can shower together. How about that?”

“Okay, that sounds nice. I think Daddy had guests.”

“Yes, he had a couple in his bed all night.”

His bed?

“Was he cuckolding?”

“He was the bull; the wife was a hotwife, her husband the cuckold.”

“I know how it works, Mom. I never knew it happened in our house.”

“We brought no sexual partners into our home until now. We kept that part of our lives away from you.”

When Mom turned sideways and smiled warmly, beckoning me closer, I nestled into her, soaking in her warmth. I felt romantic, as if in love, but without being in love. My emotions made sense because I loved Marjorie as my Mom, even though she wasn’t my Mom. I felt mildly conflicted, but when I stared into my mother’s eyes, her warmth, and confidence salved all fears.

With Mom’s arms wrapped around my waist, her palms gently cupping my ass cheeks, and her lips brushing softly against mine, I fell into another deep sleep.

When I woke again, Mom was gone, and bright sunlight pierced through a gap in my curtains. I glanced at my phone and saw it was almost 11 am. I’d slept on for nearly four more hours and panicked, rolling hurriedly out of bed naked and running for the toilet. My pussy felt fine despite Carlos’s girth and the power with which I rode his cock. As I relieved myself, I rubbed my tummy, smiling because I had two men’s semen inside me, and I liked the feeling.

“I am a slut.”

“What did you say, Claire?”

Fuck! Did I say that out loud?

Is that Karl?

“Is that you, Karl?”

“Yeah. Your Mom told me to come up.”

I leaned forward from the toilet seat and scanned my room through the slightly ajar door, but it was impossible to see my boyfriend. When I finished and strolled into my bedroom, Karl lay on my bed, naked, his rock-solid cock pointing up to the ceiling.

I pointed at my boyfriend’s cock, and he grinned.

“Your Mom said we should reclaim each other. She’ll be along in a minute.”

“I take it you fucked Emma until this morning?”

“It was the other way around. She dominates all aspects of our lovemaking… in a nice, loving immersion, but she’s in charge.”

Lovemaking? Loving? Carlos lasted about seven minutes, his wife, another three.

“That must have been nice.”

“Not always, Claire, but mostly.”

“You said lovemaking?”

“Yes.”

“Is there love happening between you and Emma?”

I wasn’t as worried about my boyfriend’s answer as I might have been a few days ago, although my heart rate quickened. Ambivalence over his feelings for Emma concerned me because until now, our love had run like an arrow, straight and true. I wondered if we were drifting apart, dragged by separate eddies destined to spin away until reemerging at different destinations in the vast ocean of life. We were caught in an emotional web of our making - a spate of lewd behavior.

“Why do you ask me if I love Emma, Claire?”

“I have developed feelings for my mother. It could be amplified echoes of familial love because she’s been my stepmother for a while, and I may have grown accustomed to her, even though we didn’t get along as well as we do now.”

“I see.”

He looked unconcerned, which, when added to my conflicted feelings, didn’t help me find balance. I felt eager to reassure Karl or perhaps myself.

“I don’t think this is the end for us, Karl.”

“Neither do I.”

Karl moved down the bed until his legs reached the end, and he could sit. I straddled his cock, which quickly slipped inside my pussy, and he grinned, his eyes glazing, moaning blissfully as though he’d returned home after a hard day’s work and sat on a favorite sofa. I wriggled and watched his eyes on fire as I took all of his shaft inside me, milking it, vigorously powering my pelvic floor until my boyfriend’s pubic bush rasped against my delicate skin.

He stared into my eyes, and for a moment, Emma, Carlos, and even my mother were pleasant, faded memories.

“My cock is like a guided missile when it comes to getting inside you, Claire. ”

“Does my pussy feel the same?”

Karl looked curious, with one eyebrow raised almost into the shape of a question mark. His head tilted slightly, and he glanced down at where his cock was buried inside me. He shrugged and nodded.

“You fucked another guy, then?”

“I did.”

“It’s okay, Claire - we agreed to this lifestyle. That’s why reclaiming each other is important. I’ll assume your lover’s cock was bigger than mine?”

“Shorter but much thicker.”

“Was he nice?”

“I’m not going to lie, Karl. Fucking him was an amazing experience.”

Karl’s cock throbbed stiffly deep inside me - even more than usual. Our dirty talk aroused me, as did the thought of my boyfriend fucking Emma, but that wasn’t why he was so iron hard. I rocked back and forth in his lap gently, pressing his cock head against my cervix, a spot Carlos hadn’t reached. I pulled on my bottom lip and watched my boyfriend sizzle while a stirring deep inside my womb tickled, then burned.

Mom came into my bedroom and said nothing. I craned my neck, turned my head, and she smiled, then moved behind me, standing while I sat riding Karl’s cock. With gently puckered, moist lips, Marjorie planted soft kisses across my neck, each a tiny stone tossed onto calm waters, splashing joy that rippled everywhere. She licked a sliver of ecstasy down my spine, gently gripping the back of my head and bending me forward while dropping to her knees.

I heard a light slurping like a cat licking cream from a bowl but felt nothing.

Karl sighed heavily as though a deep pleasure consumed him. His eyes were unfocused, dazed, and bloated, as ridiculous as his broad, cartoonish smile. He gripped my waist on either side and gently lifted, then lowered me on and off his cock.

Being fucked again rippled through me in waves of joy as my body celebrated love with a tsunami of hormones that tingled like effervescent bubbles in sparkling water exploded on my tongue. I gasped and sighed lasciviously when Karl’s cock bottomed out deep inside my trembling hole, and I smiled, nodding backward.

“Is my mother licking your balls?”

“Oh god, yes she is… it feels fucking amazing, Claire.”

“I’m sure.”

“She’s sucking each ball into her mouth, licking and squeezing just enough to edge me. Oh god… your pussy is far tighter than Emma’s is.”

“But you loved fucking her, right?”

“Yes… and I am glad you had another guy fuck you too.”

“Wow!”

I paused momentarily from riding my boyfriend’s cock and bit my bottom lip, frowning deeply, releasing a long, loud moan that became a low growl. I sighed, feeling deeply satisfied as Karl’s cock stretched my soft tissue walls, and I stared at him studiously while grinding my pussy hard onto his pubic bone. His reaction to my having fucked another man was unexpected but pleasing.

There was no point pressing the matter nor reason to quiz him over why he hadn’t answered my question about whether he loved Emma. I moved on, fucking him gently, rising up and down his solid shaft, making the sound of banana peeling while my mother licked his balls.

I found that for me, during sex, love was transient, nebulous, and a matter of necessity at a single moment, it being the kernel at the core of an orgasm. That fleeting yet timeless spark of love was shared between Carlos and me when he squirted his seed deep into my pussy. It happened again when I shared our love with his wife, and she licked my creamy hole while I dowsed her face with warm, sticky nectar.

I felt my mother’s tongue lapping gently around my hole, also licking my boyfriend’s cock. When Marjorie tongued my anus, I gasped and screamed in ecstasy, fucking Karl even harder, rolling my hips before jumping up and down in his lap, making sure his glans battered my cervix.

Mom rimmed my bleached anus beautifully, ending that session with a long, slender, saliva-coated finger inserted into my aching back passage up to her second knuckle. Her digit was far thinner and shorter than Karl’s cock, so I could take it relatively painlessly, but also, being impaled on my boyfriend’s cock helped distract me from any discomfort.

Mom reached around with her hand and cupped my breast, kneading and caressing. While I rode Karl’s cock, I stared pleadingly into his eyes until he attended to my other breast. My lovers rolled both solid, trembling nipples between index fingers and thumbs, lifting my soul and body, lighting up my skin so it shimmered, tingling as love’s gently, beguiling warmth baked it.

I rose so high an intoxication swept me away to a place where my mind blanked out. It didn’t matter who was fucking me or why my mother lovingly licked my puckered hole; just that they did and wouldn’t stop until I dribbled my orgasm into someone’s mouth or onto the floor.

Karl grunted like a stag in rutting season, his larynx strangling at the end of each outward breath. When he sucked in more air, his saucer-like eyes were ablaze, and a desperate, contorted expression was painted on his face. He was my beloved but not my only love because there was Mom, and now he knew that. My truth was laid bare, whereas his withered in the shade, casting shadows across his heart.

“Come into the light, Karl.”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you love Emma?”

He cringed, closed his eyes, and his lips moved, counting, until he opened them again and smiled.

“A bit… maybe, I don’t know, Claire.”

That’s good enough for now.

I fucked Karl so hard he couldn’t control himself and squirted hot semen deep inside me while my pussy gripped his cock so tightly amid my immense, shuddering orgasm it felt like I’d ground it into dust. Karl’s cum face was a mix of ecstasy and desperation in which every emotion he possessed was expended.

When he was done filling my hole with his seed, I knew precisely what was coming next. Mom slipped Karl’s cock out of my cunt and sucked it clean in seconds. She forced me into a roll, out of my boyfriend’s lap, until I lay on my back, my legs spread wide. My mother licked her lips while staring hungrily at the semen draining from my gaping wide hole, and she dove in, slurping a hefty helping of dessert on a flattened tongue.

After we finished making love, I lay in bed, a lover to either side. It was mid-afternoon, and I hadn’t studied or put away yesterday’s clothes shopping. It wasn’t likely that I could get much done at the rate we were going, so I dozed off with Karl and Mom sandwiching me, keeping me warm.

I slept until Dad’s voice woke me. I stared up, bleary-eyed.

“Dad?”

“Yes, honey. I need Karl.”

“What for?”

“His first bull outing has arrived in our spare bedroom.”

“Oh… I see.”

“Would you like to watch your boyfriend fucking the cucks wife?”

“Yeah… why not?”


Chapter Three

Jake's Visit

◆◆◆

“Jake will arrive midmorning, honey.”

“Okay, Mom.”

I stared at the ceiling while Mom rushed around our bedroom and then the entire house like a madwoman. She was house-proud at the best of times, and family visits were never the best of times. Cousin Jake was on my father’s side- a judgmental bunch- so if anything were out of place in our home, my father’s sister would be informed, and the family gossip network would start.

I would fix that problem for Mom because Cousin Jake was sweet on me and always had been. Now that I was sexually unleashed, he was fair game for me to bed, and if he enjoyed loving me, the gossip wouldn’t begin.

Mom rushed into our bedroom, crazy-eyed, making sure she’d cleaned everything of hers out of the closet, drawers, and nightstand. She saw a purple dildo lying beside an anal plug and tube of lube, shot me a highly accusatory look, and grabbed the offensive items, stuffing them in a towel she carried.

“I don’t know why you are so worried about Jake, Mom. He respects you deeply.”

“He calls me Mrs. Winchester.”

“What would you prefer?”

“Aunt Marjorie would be nice, even though I am not his biological relative.”

“I’m glad I am.”

“Why, Claire?”

“Because fucking him is a taboo, and I enjoy that.”

“We must approach him very carefully, honey.”

“Why?”

“You and I are very unorthodox lovers, sweetheart. If Jake has changed and doesn’t want you anymore or has decided he’s gay, I don’t want everyone in the family knowing you and I are…”

“What, Mom? Please finish that sentence.”

Mom stared at me wide-eyed, not knowing what to say or how to label us. Last night, we watched Daddy help a beautiful hotwife cuckold her husband. I wanted to fuck the guy watching my father cover his wife, but it was strictly forbidden.

My father rode the wife so well that while we stood at the door, captivated by the lewd scene, my mother reached around from behind and fingered me.

After I orgasmed, things got crazy back in our bedroom, which, now we were awake, no longer seemed to be ours. It was my room alone because Mom was moving back in with Dad. I felt annoyed rather than upset because I wanted to announce my open relationship with Karl, a new lesbian tendency, and the name of the woman I was fucking to the world.

“It’s only for a few days while Jake stays with us, Claire.”

“I understand, but I want you to finish the sentence about not wanting the family to know that you and I are… what, Mom? What are we?”

Mom gave me a challenging look. Her full-blown peevish expression made it abundantly clear that I was pushing the matter too far. It seemed to me that a label was needed because my boyfriend and I were deliberately drifting apart—a once-famous acting couple called it conscious uncoupling. As a result, I needed to know precisely where I stood with my mother.

She stared until Mom realized I was serious and needed affection and reassurance. She crawled up the bed, eying me like a tigress staring at a goat seconds before sinking its teeth into a jugular vein. I grinned, spread my legs wide, and opened my arms for a cuddle.

“We are romantic and sexual lovers, Claire.”

“That’s good enough for now. Thank you.”

“But look. Please stop mentioning the term conscious uncoupling because that is utter bullshit. At least it is in your case.”

“It feels like I am doing everything necessary to lose Karl.”

“Are you trying to stop loving Karl?”

“No, of course not.”

“And he still loves you, too?”

“Yes.”

“Then all you are doing is enjoying consensual non-monogamy, polyamory, or an open marriage. Choose any label you wish because they all fit, but don’t consider calling it falling out of love with Karl. You are giving one another sexual freedom to explore and find out where you want to be, honey.”

“You make excellent points, Mom.”

With one knee pressing hard against a swollen, damp pussy she’d licked for the last time around 2 am, Mom kissed me softly. Her lips sizzled against mine like water steaming on baking hot sauna stones. Every time her tongue electrified mine, I wanted to fuck, and I felt teased when her knee ground gently into my solid clitoris, sending tremors of pleasure through me. When I slipped my hand down the front of her panties to finger her - a prelude to us fucking again, Mom wriggled free, laughed, and wagged an accusatory finger in my face.

“Not until after we seduce Jake, honey.”

“You started it.”

“I am stimulating you for your cousin’s benefit. I want to see Jake’s cock balls deep inside you by noon, honey. Keep your eyes on the prize.”

“Jake won’t be a problem, Mom.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I will remind him about something that happened when we were too young for such things.”

My mother stared at me with an I’m not sure I want to hear about this look. She shook her head, gathered a few pieces of her laundry from the floor, then paused and stared at me again.

“Be careful, honey.”

“Okay, Mom. Are we doing Jake together?”

“I’ve wanted to fuck that boy for a long time, but I want you to get things started nice and gently, and let’s see how they develop.”

“How… and where?”

“Daddy’s prepared his garage for you. Get Jake inside there, and everything else will happen.”

“Daddy knows about all of this?”

“Of course he does.”

Is that weird?

I am my mother’s lover - what could be stranger than that?

Cousin Jake arrived when Mom predicted. I was dressed, the house was perfect, and we hugged our relative when he stepped out of his sportscar like all the neighbors did theirs on similar occasions. Mom and Dad slunk off quickly, leaving me alone with my cousin.

After a short, awkward silence where we checked each other out, Jake’s brand-new blue Corvette Stingray was a great talking point, so I encouraged him to entertain and educate me by pointing at the car.

“How long have you had this car, Jake?”

“Three months, honey.”

“Honey already?”

“Sorry, Claire. Maybe that’s taking liberties, but I have looked forward to seeing you so much that it aches.”

“Please don’t apologize. I want us to become reacquainted. We’ve known each other for a long time.”

“Well, we were…”

“Yes, we were, Jake. I am surprised you remembered.”

I picked up his sentence where he left it, flashing him an excited look and grinning broadly while flushing and gushing, mildly embarrassed. I remembered the day and minute Jake referred to and wondered if he recalled the full details I had.

“You were the first girl I saw naked, Claire.”

“And yours was the first stiff cock I ever saw.”

“Did you like it?”

“You had a beautiful ruddy helmet because you were circumcised. Your cock was long and thin. It was the most beautiful thing I saw.”

“And you had no pubic hair, Claire.”

“I have none today either, honey. My pussy is just like it was on the first day you saw it, only deeper, ready, willing, and able.”

My seduction worked. I smiled and stared at Jake affectionately until his cheeks blazed brightly. He eventually looked away and gulped hard, with a deeply furrowed brow and rapidly rising and lowering chest, suggesting he felt conflicted and excited.

I had planted the seed that I hoped would cause Jake to plant his seed - inside me.

I strolled around the car, twirling the long hair curl I’d deliberately let loose from an otherwise perfect ponytail, and watched Jake staring at me, my legs, tight ass, ample cleavage, and large breasts. The Corvette belonged to Jake’s Daddy, but I played along when he showed me around it in our front drive as though it were his.

Jake’s eyes followed me everywhere, and his attention was constant. After showering and shaving the stubble off my pussy, I wore light blue jean button-up hotpants with frayed edges on the legs - my ass cheeks tantalizingly visible from that torn fabric curtain. My white thong was high-waisted, easily seen even if I didn’t bend - so I bent a lot, and one time, I leaned so far over to check out his alloy wheels that my cousin was compelled to touch me, caressing softly across my back just above the thong elastic waistband.

“Wow.”

“What is it, Jake?”

“Sorry, Claire. I didn’t want you toppling over.”

I sidled close to him, my eyes sultry and on fire, my nostrils flaring, the result of deep passion and a quickening heart rate. I gripped his shirt lapels with my hands and pulled him closer. Jake was mesmerized, love and lust flowing like oil on water across his bloated eyes. He was in that place where he loved me for as long as his prostate was full of semen.

“The moment I drain your cum, the love passes, Jake.”

“Wow… holy fuck, you remembered what you said?”

“What I said to you the day we both got naked?

“Yes. I remember it perfectly. We were too young, Claire.”

“We aren’t too young today, Jake.”

“Do you remember what you said when you kneeled and had your no-touching, close-up look at my cock?”

“I promised that one day I would drain your seed even though I didn’t know how to do it that day.”

“Do you know how to do it today, Claire?”

“Oh yes. Follow me, please.”

My pussy throbbed for Jake’s cock, which was long overdue a visit deep inside me. He owed me a deposit, too, and I was about to start collecting. My thong was never the best underwear to hide messy arousal, and I already had a sticky, wet gusset clinging to my freshly shaven pussy lips.

Jake was in for a treat I’d promised long ago.

When we stepped into the coolness of the garage, I instantly saw a sex swing front and center, dangling tantalizingly from a wooden beam supporting the roof. A small black-painted engine oil drip tray was underneath, making me shiver with pure sleaze as I imagined draining Jake’s seed into it.

I turned to Jake and kissed him eagerly, our tongues doing a far better job of entertaining each other’s than the day we first tried. He was utterly committed; our kiss was proof of how passionately, but it wasn’t enough for me to seal his silence and make whatever happened over the next few days entirely private.

I dropped slowly to my knees, pulling and biting my trembling bottom lip, whimpering with excitement, running my hands down the outside of his tensed, iron-solid thighs.

“May I see your cock again, Jake?”

“Of course… but… but the swing? What’s the fucking swing for?”

“It’s there for you to fuck me in.”

“Oh wow… fucking, wow, Claire.”

I pressed the stud from Jake’s Corvette Stingray steel enamel-painted buckle and squeezed it through thick leather, then pulled the belt holding up his Levi 501 jeans and dropped it to the floor. I unhooked each fly button, panting energetically until I reached the last one. His pubic bush burst out of the gap, a vast wiry nest surrounding a thick cock shaft, the length of which was trapped down his left pant leg.

I stared at his cock, then up at Jake.

“You wore no underwear?”

“Just like the first day you saw it.”

“Did you know this would happen?”

“I hoped it might.”

When I peeled his pants down, eight inches of mighty, thick meat sprung vigorously to attention, making me gasp with surprise. Jake’s cock was double the length since the first day I saw it. I felt intoxicated and light-headed, glad my knees could grip the polished concrete floor of my father’s garage regardless of how much it ached the boney caps.

I circled my head, staring at my cousin’s beautiful cock from every angle, sniffing his pungent, tangy aroma.

“Your red helmet is so beautiful, Jake. This time, it’s shiny and smells delicious.”

“Oh, my.”

His legs trembled excitedly. I heard Jake panting raucously from somewhere deep in his throat, but I couldn’t look up to see his face because his cock entirely captivated me. I stroked it gently, passing his gnarly shaft through my gently clenched fist, enjoying tremors of his delight that vibrated against my fingertips.

“You can tell nobody of this, Jake.”

“I promise I won’t.”

“You can’t mention anything about what happens here for the next few days to any of our family.”

“I won’t.”

I gripped his steely cock tightly around its base, clenching on and off, marveling at how perfectly solid it was. Undoubtedly, the warm summer’s day in our youth that I whisked Jake back to had the desired effect on him as much as it did on me. I had been on my knees back then, about to break the no-touching rule, when my cousin bottled out, stepped back, turned, and ran.

I gripped his cock even more tightly and stared up.

“No running away this time, Jake.”

“I won’t.”

“We must do this.”

“I want to so much, Claire.”

I stared at Jake’s pubic bush as I wrapped my lips around his cock helmet - the one I had always wanted to suck. My lip seal was tight over his rim, which was more pronounced because his circumcision had removed everything, even the pillow of love some men have that butts up to the glans.

I sucked, created a seal, and let my tongue entertain my cousin while I based on his delicious flavor.

Jake’s cock was raw, and his precum burned my mouth lining more than Karl’s did. As I licked and sucked his creamy treat, I purred gently like a contented kitten, my throat relaxing, ready to take his shaft until I kissed his pubic bone. My tonsils tickled and itched, then burned as my lover’s sleazy lubrication seared through my mouth, entering my throat. My tongue tingled and watered like sherbet was dabbed onto it, and I was suddenly so lost in the act of giving my cousin magnificent head that I cared for nothing else.

When the garage door opened, I knew instantly who it was and never stopped sucking cock. I reached around Jake’s waist, gripping his ass cheeks and spreading them wide apart, using that leverage I needed to drive my lips fully down his shaft.

“Mrs. Winchester… Ma’am… I just. Oh god!”

“You just found yourself in this garage with your cock stuck halfway down my daughter’s throat?”

“Oh fuck!”

“You guys are cousins.”

Mom giggled. Jake tried to pull his cock out of my mouth, but I held on, gripping closer to his anus with claw-like fingers digging into his ass cheeks. I choked and gagged, reaching my lips halfway down his cock, but it was so thick and meaty that I couldn’t cram any more into my throat.

“Don’t move while her teeth are wrapped around your cock, Jake. Fucking dangerous move. Let the girl finish you.”

“Oh, my god!”

As she leaned into Jake from behind him, Mom’s naked legs pressed against my hands, then her arms wrapped around his body. She gripped the back of my head with both hands, all fingers spread wide, leaving me no wriggle room or escape route. When my mother helped us by pulling my head closer into Jake’s crotch, my lips made the rest of the journey down his bloated, vein-strewn shaft, and my cousin’s cock was suddenly balls deep down my throat.

“Would you like to enjoy fucking both of us, Jake?”

“Wh-what? Mother and daughter?”

“Yeah, honey. Three days of disgraceful behavior.”

“Oh yes, please, Mrs. Winchester… please.”

I bobbed my head up and down Jake’s shaft, keeping calm and relaxed so I could bottom my lips out into his pubes on every stroke. My submissive angel bathed in the glory of a fine tribute to a cousin I had wanted to fuck for many years. His bloated glans slid easily inside my throat, gliding on the lubrication of his precum and my saliva, well-oiled like a perfectly machined car engine piston pounding a cylinder.

When Mom kneeled behind my cousin, she pressed her palms against my fingers, forcing Jake’s ass cheeks wider apart. When she went in between them with her tongue and lips, I almost messed in my hotpants with a tiny orgasm that generated a dribble of shame filling my gusset.

There will be staining on my jeans in a few minutes.

While Mom rimmed Jake’s back passage with the vim and vigor of a woman satisfying her kink, I sucked his cock, now very accomplished at taking it from the precum-leaking tip on his glans to his wiry public bush. I held my cousin’s ass cheeks wide, fingering his sphincter open, making sure my mother could get her tongue inside him, which she did, and I knew it because her lips kissed my fingers.

Mom let go of my head, reached through Jake’s legs, and cupped his balls in one palm, reaching around his waist with the other, gripping his cock shaft. When she began wanking my cousin as I sucked him and she continued rimming his anus, his legs trembled vigorously. I had to hold him up, grinding my knees harder into the solid concrete.

I was amazed by Jake’s wailing and lascivious moans that echoed in the garage, and I immediately knew this mother-daughter position was our million-dollar pose. Men worldwide would pay dearly to be serviced by us in this way.

My throat expanded to fit Jake’s cock, and I face fucked him while Mom licked his anal whorl, probing his back passage deeply while he sang joyously. When Jake came, his hot ropes of semen squirted powerfully, draining into my mouth, courtesy of my mother’s hand job, a series of short, sharp jerks.

I swallowed Jake’s salty load, savoring the flavor and the moment that had been so long coming for two cousins in lust. He groaned loudly, like a beast unburdened by invisible chains that had bound him for so long.

Mom stood up first while I wanked Jake’s cock, licking his banjo string and looking up at his adoring face. The last few drops of his seed decanted on my tongue, and when I stood, my mother kissed me deeply while my cousin stared at us in utter disbelief.

“You two are?”

“Mom and I are lover’s, cousin Jake. As are you and I.”

“Oh, that’s fucking awesome.”

Jake’s phone rang; he bent down and fumbled it, panicking wildly. When he stared at the screen and saw the message, my cousin dropped his phone, panicked even more, and ran his fingers through his hair.

“Shit, oh shit… oh fuck!”

“What is it, Jake?”

“Listen… oh god, Claire… I promise I won’t say a word to anyone in the family, but I have a problem.”

“What is it?”

“I invited some friends for dinner. I planned on taking you out to a nice restaurant.”

“Oh my.”

I stepped away from Mom, feeling panicked, whereas she smiled and licked her lips, enjoying the residue of Jake’s orgasm that still burned the soft tissues in my mouth. She closed in on her step-nephew, kissing him deeply because my mother loved sharing, and it was time to break all remaining ice.

“How many friends did you invite, Jake?”

“Nine. Six are guys.”

“Do you think the guys would all like to fuck my daughter after you take her in the swing?”

“Are you fucking serious?”

I said nothing and tried to look sweet, schoolgirl-like, and innocent, but I felt like a slut, praying that the group of guys Jake invited to dinner were multi-racial. Emma’s sons could wait to plow my cunt; if I could have ebony and ivory filling me up for the rest of the day, it was a pleasure I would take.

Jake looked horrified as he stared at my mother, who seemed deadly serious.

“You are serious, Mrs. Winchester?”

“I am, and since I have had many gangbangs, Claire can have every guy first, then they can take a second shot inside me.”

“And what about the girls? There are three.”

“Are they of legal age?”

“Just about.”

“They can join my husband and Karl in their beds for the next three days if they wish.”

“They will fuck Uncle Mike?”

“Yes.”

“And Claire’s boyfriend?”

Mom nodded. Jake looked ever more excited rather than terrified, grinning, laughing nervously, his trembling voice filled with emotions and sexual tension.

“Jesus Christ. How do I sell this to my friends, Aunt Marjorie? They are minutes away.”

“That’s the first time you’ve called me Aunt, honey.”

“Things have changed. I’ve felt differently about you for a long time but didn’t know how to change how I spoke to you.”

“Things have changed now. I hear cars arriving outside. You start fucking Claire in the swing - I’ll talk with our new guests.”

“You want us to start now?”

“Yes, honey. I can only say that it’s a good job that Claire’s Dad slipped the drip tray under her new gift.

“Fuck! He did that?”

“Of course. He is a caring father.”


Chapter Four

Gangbang Time

◆◆◆

After my stepmother left the garage to negotiate my gangbang, Jake introduced me to the sex swing my father had set up for me. I couldn’t believe the intricacies of its design - steel cables from the beam above, attached to broad, well-machined webbing straps, comfortable, stretch fabric mesh panels, and stainless steel buckles.

There were foot loops to restrain me and stretch my legs wide and hand grips to steady myself. The contraption suggested such perversion that my pussy throbbed, and I felt desperate to be fucked.

I glanced at Jake, biting my bottom lip nervously.

“Did you say there were six guys, Jake?”

“Plus me.”

“I’m fucking seven men?”

“Even if they all fuck your Mom, they will want two shots inside you, honey.”

“Wow… I’ll be fucked fourteen times.”

“At least.”

“Will you go first, please, Jake?”

“Of course. Shall we start and let the others join as they come in here.”

“Yeah, please.”

Jake’s cock looked gorgeous, and I salivated from both pairs of lips, thinking about it plunging balls deep inside me. As he helped me get comfortable in the swing, my pussy dribbled sweet beads of tawdry juices that turned my upper thighs into a sticky mess.

My cousin kneeled and sniffed my pussy, looking hungrier than a mountain lion in winter. He licked my thighs, tickling me, until he plowed his tongue along the length of my creamy furrow, slurping and swallowing every drop.

Footsteps behind Jake drew my attention, and I glanced up, seeing three beautiful girls walk in with a couple of guys behind them. One girl pointed at me and smiled.

“Look, she’s already started, and Jake is preparing her.”

“That’s not fair. He gets to fuck her, we don’t.”

“Yeah, but when her father and boyfriend get home, we get to fuck them.”

“Not me… only you two will have them. I want her.”

“Go and see her, Carly. Kiss Claire and find out if she’s lesbian enough for you.”

Jake stood up and greeted his friends with a hug while I dangled comfortably in the swing, my legs stretched wide, both heels secured in foot straps. My pussy felt damp and sticky because what my lover had started with his tongue had aroused me so much that I leaked.

A girl broke free of the welcoming party and headed to me. She had strawberry blonde hair cut in a tidy bob, was around my height, very slender, and had almost no breasts. As she undressed, I saw a gorgeous red landing strip of short, trimmed pubic hair leading to a clitoris I desperately wanted to lick.

She introduced herself by planting a rough kiss on my lips, whimpering desperately, dipping her hand between my legs, and sliding two fingers inside my trembling hole. Her tongue felt soft despite her roughness, and her fingers were welcome because I was shuddering like a volcano almost erupting.

When she detached her lips from mine, I was breathless, my heart pounded like a frightened rabbit, but I still tried hard to impress, squeezing my pussy tightly around her fingers. She grinned at me, tapping her forehead onto mine as though deeply enamored with me.

“I’m Carly, and you have an excellent grip on my fingers. I’ll be your cleanup assistant today.”

“You said that like an air hostess might.”

“Which is precisely what I am, Claire. I’m also a lesbian, so I have no interest in your Dad or boyfriend, only you. I don’t do guys, but I will clean their mess if it’s inside a girl.”

“Wow.”

As Carly kneeled between my legs, she stared at my pussy, appraising the angle to which my thighs were spread, then she pulled a few straps tighter, making my hole even more accessible.

When she looked up and smiled, I grinned back.

“Is that more comfortable, Claire?”

“Yes.”

“My advice is that you take the guys while in a sitting position. That way, you can kiss them while they fuck you. I’ll get underneath to lick your anus and jiggle their balls to help speed things up.”

“Fucking seriously?”

“This is a gangbang, Claire. Everyone must know their place and play their part. Like I said, seated today, lying tomorrow so the guys can spitroast you.”

“There’s a tomorrow?”

“Yep.”

“Okay.”

“So… I’m going to lick you now, then clean every cum load out of your pussy after each guy fucks you. In return, I get tonight.”

“Tonight?”

“The whole night… you, me, making love the lesbian way.”

“Umm… oh… kay.”

When Carly licked my pussy, it was evident from her delicate and accurate touch that she loved girls. My six fuck buddies undressed, aided by the other girls and Mom, who formed a line behind Jake, kneeling and wanking, then sucking the cocks that would soon decant their seed deep inside me.

My head buzzed, and my body felt other-worldly, excited, warm, and fuzzy, like a snowy Christmas morning beside a log fire. Carly pushed away the drip tray and winked up at me.

“You won’t need that.”

“Oh really?”

“Trust me, Claire.”

“I do.”

Mom kneeled beside Jake, turning him sideways so I got a great view. When she sucked my cousin’s cock, he moaned loudly and passionately, glancing at me as though asking if it was okay. I smiled back reassuringly, pointing down at the top of Carly’s head, who gave me great tongue.

I was already well on my way to an immense orgasm when Jake stepped up to fuck me, grinning broadly, looking excited while gripping his solid cock in one hand. He leaned in, more eager to kiss me than slide his cock deep inside my trembling, well-prepared pussy.

After we kissed, Jake stared deep into my eyes with love shining brightly in his.

Oh dear. This isn’t good.

“Fuck me hard and fill me up so that the others have a sticky hole to enjoy, Jake.”

“I will.”

As Jake slid his cock balls deep inside me, his expression exploded joyously. I felt incredibly full of cock when he rammed the final inch inside, getting so close his breath warmed my cheeks. Wild broncos stampeded in his eyes as I clenched my pussy tightly around his long, thick, solid cock, and he whimpered softly, rising in volume to a slightly strangled sound coming from deep within him.

“Is being inside me nice, Jake?”

“Amazing.”

I knew he had caught feelings, but with six other men lined up behind him waiting to run through me and Carly licking my anal whorl, I couldn’t address the problem right away. While Jake fucked me, Mom stood behind him for reasons I didn’t understand until one of the other girls handed her a condom, which she peeled over an index finger, then whispered something to my cousin.

Jake fucked me harder when Mom inserted a finger inside his back passage. She would go on to milk all the guys’ prostates, ensuring I got a full load from each.

When Jake orgasmed, Mom was pounding her finger deep inside his rectum. She paused, wiggling, nodding a warning expression to say I was about to be filled. My cousin’s hot seed flooded my pussy as he strained every muscle, driving his hips forward and his cock deep inside me to the last millimeter. He cried out in ecstasy, his shaft jerking hard as he pumped me full of semen, his cum face so utterly beguiling that I, too, felt something more profound than the carnal moment we shared.

Gasping for breath and with a strained expression, my cousin stepped back, leaving my throbbing hole feeling empty. Carly dove in, quick as a flash, sucking the seed dribbling back out, swallowing every drop. I hadn’t orgasmed yet, possibly because Jake didn’t last long inside me - Mom saw to that.

The next guy up was a beautiful man with glistening chocolate-colored skin. His cock was roughly the same size as Jake’s, but the dark blue veins straining his shaft length seemed to bulge more, and the color contrast was so beautiful I couldn’t take my eyes off it when he stepped up to fuck me.

When he slid his circumcized glans up and down my sticky slit, bathing it in what remained of Jake’s semen leaking from inside me, he smiled.

“I’m David.”

“Hi, David. I’m Claire.”

“You look captivated by something.”

“I’ve never seen a black cock before.”

“Do you like it?”

“Oh my… I love it.”

“Do you want mine inside you?”

“Yes, please, David, but please kiss me while you fuck me.”

“Of course.”

Carly was already licking my anus again when David cupped my ass cheeks, spreading them wider for greater access. By the way he kissed me without a sign of affection, with only friendship in his expression, I knew I was safe from a replay of Jake.

David’s cock felt good inside me, and judging from his expression, Carly had done a great job cleaning me because my lover got enough friction to fuck me well. Mom came up from behind, a fresh condom wrapping her finger. While David fucked me, she kissed him, then whispered in his ear, to which he nodded and smiled.

My mother fingered David’s anus, and I saw rapture writ large on his face. The harder she fucked him, the harder he fucked me until he came deep inside my quivering cunt.

Again Carly was in quickly, cleaning my well fucked hole, her lips puckered, sucking out the sticky mess David had added to.

John, Frank, Simon, and Adrian all fucked me beautifully in quick succession - too quickly for my liking. I would have preferred to make love to each guy, but within half an hour, my pussy throbbed from enjoying multiple orgasms and the massive, constant pounding I’d had. I was exhausted but satisfied, far more than ever in my life - in sexual terms at least, but I missed the emotional connection I had enjoyed with other lovers.

I had noticed that each man who fucked me had a longer and, or thicker cock than the previous one who had just finished. Mom arranged the men in cock size order. Ethan was last, and as he stepped up, butterflies exploded from my stomach as I stared at the cock that would fill the gap they had left behind. His glans dripped precum like someone slathered thick cream over his ruddy, bulbous head. His shaft was enormous, unfeasibly long, at least ten inches, and as broad as a soda can. I was about to be railed and reshaped.

Ethan smiled affably enough but made no move to kiss me. I was mildly surprised, and he must have seen that expression before.

“I don’t kiss. My wife doesn’t allow it.”

“What does she allow?”

“Angela loves it when I show other women how it feels to be filled with so much cock they beg for more.”

“I don’t beg.”

“You will, Claire. Now, please smile for the camera. My cuckquean is watching us play.”

One of the other girls held up a phone, filming us. I smiled nervously, even managing a wave, wondering what possessed her to allow Ethan to go away on gangbang vacations but not kiss his lovers.

Surely she wants to watch this in person?

Carly licked the cum that proliferated around my creamy, sticky anus and had done so for such a long time in one session that I knew rimming was definitely for me. Also, I wanted to make love to her for the whole night per her request so I could lie in another girl’s arms and recover from my pounding.

We had agreed to break for lunch. Then, Mom would have a turn in the swing, after which I would enjoy a second shift if I wished, which, on staring at and assessing the enormity of Ethan’s cock, I might not.

Ethan’s cock spread my swollen pussy lips aside, and the bulbous head sat at the entrance to my pussy. He grinned at me, pressing back and forth an inch, opening my hole just enough so that I knew how wide I would stretch.

Just before Ethan slid his cock deep inside me, he turned to the camera and smiled, waving at his wife, blowing her a kiss. After that, I had his full attention, and he licked his lips, winked, and drove his hips forward, stretching my pussy so wide with his monstrous cock that I gasped, my head slumped in absolute submission, and a million volts lit up my entire body with a glowing aura that conveyed my enormous pleasure.

Ethan fucked me so hard that I couldn’t speak. My voice became a strangled chortling every time he drove his cock balls deep inside me. I squeezed back, a tear filling one eye because of the strain of being filled. Carly slid a finger deep inside my back passage, and I felt as though, between both my holes, I couldn’t get any fuller.

They fucked me in unison, and I knew then that double penetration was my next adventure, preferably with Emma’s sons.

Ethan fucked me to my utter satisfaction, and when I orgasmed, I screamed the rapture of a deeply gratified woman. He hit the spot - every spot and, as any girl knows, a man who can do that is worth an hour but rarely a lifetime. I gladly took the hour, glancing gratefully at the camera, hoping to convey my pleasure to the cuckquean who loaned me her husband.

When Ethan withdrew his cock, from my reshaped pussy, I glanced down, expecting a gush of seed from the seven men who fucked me. What I saw was Carly smiling up - my one-woman cum cleanup crew.

It was time for a break, and my lovers dressed, leaving me with my mother and Carly. Carly cleaned me up so gently and comfortingly that I could have hugged her forever. She saw me stare at the garage door when the last person walked out, and it slammed shut, leaving me feeling a little sad.

With my pussy clean, Carly stood, licked her lips and smiled.

“Cheer up, Claire.”

“Sorry.”

“Do you feel used?”

“A bit.”

“You were used, but in fairness, you did the same to those seven guys. A gangbang is the ultimate act of transactional sex. Nobody cares about anyone else.”

“Not even Jake?”

“Nope. I’ve watched him fall in love three times this month, and each time, after he cums inside the girl, he runs.”

Mom and Carly helped me out of the swing, and I rubbed my body where some straps had cut into my skin for too long. I dressed but needed to shower, even if I was having a second round. The garage felt a little lonely when I looked around me, and I shivered, hugging myself.

Mom cuddled close, comforting me.

“Are you okay, Claire?”

“Yes, but what happens next?”

“Do you want another go with the guys?”

“One at a time, spaced out and in my bed, please.”

“Okay. I’ll enjoy them in the swing after lunch - you can have them back later. Why don’t you and Carly go to your room and get properly acquainted?”

“I’d like that.”


Chapter Five

Just The Three Of Us

◆◆◆

“Were you always a lesbian, Carly?”

“Yes. I only ever fucked one guy, but he wasn’t my thing. Don’t get me wrong, Alfie was awesome, and we’d been friends for so long that him being my first was inevitable. He tried so hard to get off.”

“But it wasn’t enjoyable?”

“No. I felt nothing special. There was no excitement or tingling of my skin or inside me. My pussy barely got wet. I had little enjoyment from the sex and felt no special connection to Alfie beyond friendship.”

“What happened afterward?“

“He apologized, and I did too. Then, to my shock and horror, Alfie suggested I see his sister, who was two years older and a total lesbian.”

“Did you see her?”

“Yup.”

“And?”

“Amanda and I fucked for two wonderful years. That ended six months ago when she left to become a diving instructor at a dive center on Koh Lipe island, Thailand.”

“Do you miss her?”

“Amanda wasn’t into guys, so we couldn’t have lasted.”

Carly stared up from where she kneeled, smiling affectionately. Hot water cascaded over both of us from the rainfall shower head above. She bathed me, not just a simple bath of soap suds and sponging or a hurried caressing of my silky smooth skin. My girlfriend, such as I wished to call her, cleaned me properly, got her fingers between my toes, rubbed my anal whorl until it was as cleansed as the day my mother bleached it, and she diligently scrubbed every inch of me as though I mattered.

I mattered to Carly, but the guys who had fucked me in the swing and the girls who warmed them up with blowjobs had already moved on to fuck my Mom in the swing or my father in his bedroom.

I had barely orgasmed.

“Do you like girls, Claire?”

“My stepmom has become my girlfriend, and even though I have a boyfriend, that relationship is a bit chaotic, so I’m unsure of what might happen next. I feel an increasing love for my mother, but her marriage to Dad concerns me. I can’t come between them.”

“Embracing wildness and sexual variety is acceptable when all the parties agree. More people in our generation engage in polyamory than in previous ones. Before you ask, it’s not solely about being part of a group, such as a throuple or a quad. In polyamory, you can pursue any sexual, loving, or romantic relationship you desire.”

“As long as there is a core person to whom you anchor, right? I read blogs.”

“Not necessarily, but it helps to have a steady girlfriend or boyfriend. Think of your sex life as a spider’s web; your network might function better if you have a central point to which all strands are linked.”

“What works for you, Carly?”

“I am a cuckquean, babe. I love watching my girlfriend fucking others - men or women. When she fucks guys, I love it more because of how my kink manifests. It’s like I am being debased when I clean her… in this case, today it was you.”

“And I take it that Amanda wasn’t into guys?”

“She was the same as me, a full-blown lesbian. In the long term, I need a woman who loves fucking guys, too, so I can watch and masturbate, then clean my babe up afterward.”

Carly had spent almost two hours licking men’s sticky cum out of my well fucked pussy while I dangled in a sex swing. For her, being a lesbian meant she didn’t enjoy or desire sex with men, and yet, a fundamental, essential part of her kink involved them. I was younger than her by two years but far less wise to the world of fetish sex, kink, and alternate lifestyles.

Being a cuckquean had thrilled me, too. Watching Emma ride my boyfriend’s cock in the park had my pussy leaking like a broken faucet, but that kink didn’t define me. I enjoyed watching when Dad was a bull for a cuckolding couple, too, but that also did not entirely float my boat beyond being a live sex show.

When Carly stood, she slowly wrapped her arms around my neck, smiling like a lover. We had been deeply intimate, dispensing of all awkwardness - she had kneeled underneath me while I was being fucked in the swing, puckered her lips, slipped them inside my trembling pussy hole just after a guy’s cock withdrew, and she’d sucked his cum out from my creamy hole.

She had also rimmed me, something that seemed unlikely a week ago. I would never have thought another woman would do that for me. Now Carly, Mom, and Emma had all licked my spangle, and I loved it, not able to imagine going without that naughty kink, giving it or receiving.

“Are we lovers, Carly?”

“We can be if you want.”

“I would love it.”

“Did you enjoy the gangbang? Please be honest.”

“It was okay, but I wouldn’t rush back to that swing in a hurry. I enjoy kissing, caressing, and some conversation, not just a line of guys taking turns to fill me with cock and cum.”

“You must try an orgy, Claire. I go to one frequently. We all wear armbands, green for straight, white for gay or lesbian, and blue for bi-sexual. One vertical black stripe means we like one-on-one, two means a threesome, and three means anything goes.”

“So I would wear a blue band with two black stripes.”

“Unless you wanted to fuck more than two people.”

“I would rather not experience another day like today.”

“You can still enjoy a nice gangbang and have the guys make love to you one after the other. I’ve seen girls making love to six guys in a bed at once, and they all had a great time. When the guys are loving, kind, caring, and respectful, it’s a different experience from the one you had. Jake’s friends are not interested in you beyond treating you as a cum dump.”

“I know. It’s fucking disappointing because that session might have been great.”

Carly looked thoughtful, her lips sealed in a straight line, her frown deepening. I laughed.

“Just ask me your question, Carly.”

“Are you inviting Jake and his friends to your bedroom for a second shot?”

“No. I’m inviting you for the rest of the time they stay with us.”

Carly grinned and giggled, lifting her right eyebrow suggestively. I liked her immensely, especially her open and honest nature, which neither expected nor created expectations. When she kissed me, it felt like a brand new, proper girlfriend experience, her lips soft, yielding, warm, and sticky, her tongue electric and exciting. She groaned, almost ending with a growl, utterly authentic in her desire for me.

We kissed for ages, our knees settling between one another’s legs, our breasts crushing each other’s, and our nipples rasping like solid nubs that tingled energetically when they touched. I was revived by hot water and hotter love from a wonderful, sexy, beautiful girl, and it was her character and vibrance that aroused me far more than the memory of my gangbang.

After the men had fucked me, I knew a little more about myself and my sexual preferences. I enjoyed big cocks fucking me deep, and I dearly loved having a girl rim me. The very best kink of my day was when Carly sucked men’s cum from my gaping wide hole, almost single-handedly getting me off. Making love was more important to me than a transactional fuck, and I loved having girls and boys in the same bed. I was a cuck of sorts, not in the way Carly was, but more than a casual voyeur, less than someone sexualizing humiliation.

Carly kissed me, expertly guiding my ass cheeks onto a marble seat ledge in my shower, then she kneeled, and as I stared down at her, I was firm in one belief.

“Labels are not useful to me.”

“No, they are not, Claire. The only way to get rid of temptation is to yield to it. Resist it, and your soul grows sick with longing for the things it has forbidden to itself.”

“Who said that?”

“Oscar Wilde.”

I glanced down and watched Carly inspecting my pussy. It ached, and the lips she sized up to lick felt raw. She knew it, but I wanted her so much that I didn’t wait for my girlfriend to ask me for permission to dine at the Y. I cupped the back of her head and guided her face between my legs.

“There must be more semen inside me, Carly. Would you take a look, please?”

“It’s my pleasure, honey.”

Carly reached between my legs with both hands, making sure they were soaked when she peeled my pussy lips apart with soft, gentle thumbs. A mild stinging sensation passed by when my girlfriend’s tongue licked each swollen petal, kissing the raw flesh with love.

When she plowed her tongue between my lips, they were engorged, and I was heavily aroused, leaking the cum my fuck team had decanted inside me from the hole they mercilessly fucked.

My bathroom door opened, and I saw Mom, who smiled, not looking in the least bit jealous that Carly and I played. Through the steam, I saw her thighs were covered in semen, so I tapped my girlfriend’s head gently and pointed at a creamy treat. She saw Mom’s leaking hole and crawled a meter like a desperate cum eating slut to lick her clean.

I soared as I watched my lover slurping and devouring cum out of my mother’s pussy.

For ten minutes, I watched Carly go down on my mother. I spread my legs wide, jamming my heels on the shelf into each corner end, and gently fingered myself, waiting my turn to be loved. Mom’s need for tongue was far greater than mine, and, not wishing to deny my girlfriend a fresher, stickier, and more voluminous creampie, freshly leaking from a beautiful bun, I was patient, panting softly from excitement and desire.

When she’d enjoyed enough attention, Mom turned Carly’s head to face me.

“Lick my daughter’s slutty hole while I service you.”

“Service me how?”

“I have a strap-on cock. Do you prefer six or eight inches?”

“I’ll take eight, please; Claire has me dripping like a waterfall, and I haven’t had a big dildo inside me in ages.”

I sighed when Carly began licking my pussy again, her palms spreading my thighs wide, steam hiding her head mysteriously below. Her flattened tongue basted me, sliding across my anal whorl, passing through and dipping into my pussy hole. There, she collected a scoop of honeyed sustenance, then finished on my clitoris with a long, curling flick before clenching her lips around the pink rubbery base, sucking and kissing that throbbing nub gently.

Mom was gone for two minutes, and when she returned, a pink strap-on cock pointed proudly from her crotch. It was immense, long, thick, and banana-shaped but not smooth. Her cock was gnarly as fuck, ribbed and ridged by sharp bloated veins and perfect imperfections that would press hard into the soft tissue walls of my girlfriend’s cunt.

The dildo strapped onto Mom’s leather harness seemed like a perfect latex-covered silicone cock for one girl to fuck another one with. When my mother kneeled behind Carly, she saw the knees of a woman about to fuck her, and she gasped, her eyes widening in anticipation for what was about to fill her. I turned off the shower, switching on the steam function to keep our chamber humid and sticky.

While sucking gently on my engorged clitoris, Carly spread her knees wide, whimpering like a submissive slut. I cradled her head in both my hands, gently forcing her lips and tongue up and down my slit while I slid my ass cheeks to the forward edge of the shelf and rocked gently back and forth. When she moaned lasciviously, I pressed my cunt more forcefully into Carly’s mouth and fed her a combination of my sweetness and the guy’s salty loads.

I was dominating Carly - another first for me, and I loved it.

“Fuck her slowly at first, Mom, then give it to her hard.”

“Oh, I intend to.”

Carly’s back was arched deeply, and her slit pointed high as a perfect target for Mom to fuck just as any girl would do when offering herself to a guy. I was face fucking my girlfriend, gradually ascending to a trembling orgasmic peak, with a quickening, pounding heart to prove it. Mom reached down between Carly’s legs and scooped a handful of sticky hormones that she inspected, palm wide open, then sniffed, and finally devoured, sucking each finger, then licking her hand.

When Mom’s silicone cock slid deep inside Carly’s pussy, my lover’s cunnilingus intensity rose in tune with the volume of her screams. She briefly bowed, stared at the floor, and then, guided by my hands, my girlfriend returned to the delight of eating me out.

My new lover was getting precisely what she needed from my mother, and I received joy as a result.

Mom gripped Carly around the waist, hauling her pussy on and off the artificial cock that plunged balls deep inside a squelching, dripping wet pussy. My mother was fucking a girl with her cock. I wished it were me, but my new girlfriend’s need to be reamed was significantly greater than mine since I’d already had a giant cock fill me. As I rode Carly’s face, watching Mom fucking her, I thought about the orgy with colored wristbands.

I just knew I would go for blue, with three vertical black stripes. After fucking David, I also knew I wanted to make love to a black man, not as a fuck buddy, but as a romantic partner. In my mind’s eye, I saw a piano keyboard playing a tune on me; the ebony and ivory contrast appealed, with my pussy squeezing between the two color keys.

Watching Carly orgasm was amazing. A pool of her squirted cum puddled around her knees, and I saw streaming juices running down her thighs. The squelching of Mom’s cock reaming our lover grew louder with every stroke, as did her screams until she collapsed in an orgasmic mess, writhing in ecstasy.

I turned the shower back on, joined her on the floor, and bathed my girlfriend, rolling her onto her back, enjoying her smile, and the desperation conveyed in her expression to kiss me. Mom joined us, and we took turns kissing, enjoying the steam and hot, cleansing water. It felt like we had become living art, three beautiful women glowing in the aftermath of love and lust.

We dried off and leaped into my bed with Carly in the middle. She leaned into Mom as I had, lying between her legs, back pressed against her breasts, while I cuddled in from the side.

Carly lovingly stroked my hair, purring occasionally in a manner that sounded deeply satisfied, gripping inside me, stirring me beyond lust. When Mom fell asleep, my new girlfriend rolled off her, cuddling into me, our noses touching gently, her wide, soft eyes gazing deeply into mine.

“What about Jake, Claire?”

“I’ve done him and his friends. Been there and don’t want to return. I like it here with you and my mother.”

“And what about Karl?”

“I love Karl.”

“But what about him?”

“He’s fucking your friends right now, then he is staying over at Emma’s tonight.”

“So it’s just the three of us?”

“Yes.”

“Shall I teach you how to do the scissors?”

“Oh fuck yes!”


Chapter Six

A Fun Rerun While Learning About Myself

◆◆◆

The atmosphere was tense, although I felt relaxed. There was dirty talk during sex, and there was dirty talk like when you read a Cosmo magazine article about sucking cock, then discuss it with a lover.

And then there was talking about a fledgling, primarily sexual relationship with your new lover. Carly and I did that for an hour from 6 am until the sun rose, splitting the tree canopy outside my bedroom, slithering through a gap in my curtain as a warm ray on my skin.

I was severely fucking turned on.

“You are a bit younger than me, Claire.”

“I know.”

“And you’re in a relationship with your Mom.”

“Also true.”

I smiled at Carly, working hard to allay her fears about dating me. She had been enthusiastic all night and still was, but we’d reached the moment when reality pursued and dampened the beguilement that swept us off our feet in a moment of lust.

At eighteen years old, I was too young to dominate her the way Carly wanted without help to understand her submissive, diverse emotional and sexual needs. Her kinks were complex, as were mine, like tight, twisted knots in a beautiful, highly polished wooden table. They add intricate, interesting context to an otherwise flawless facade. You had to look deep into the knot to understand its pattern and why it differed from every other knot.

Kinks were easy to define, but when applied to people, they manifested as a wonderous kaleidoscope of variety and diversity, with each person expressing themselves differently within the same broad meaning.

No cuckquean is the same.

As we lay beside each other in bed, kissing and cuddling, Mom slept behind me, her arm lazily wrapped around my waist, not quite a big spoon, but close enough to provide me warmth and comfort. The last I remember was her feeding me her sweet and tangy, sticky hole, well fucked by the same team who reamed me earlier in the day.

Going down on my mother after she was fucked so many times in the garage swing gave me an idea about what Carly enjoyed so much about cleaning me up after sex. Mom and I were re-engaging our love, tentative as that was from a romantic perspective. Reclaiming her from seven men who debased her as they had done me felt refreshing and rejuvenating. Her hole was crammed full of their cum which tasted terrific, but it was the tenderness inside her caused by being stretched wide that my tongue most enjoyed.

While Mom rocked back and forth on my face, feeding me, facing my feet, she held back my legs while Carly worked my pussy with a mighty hammer blow dildo on full power. She licked my anus while fucking me - collectively, these were sensations I could never have enjoyed with only one lover.

We had made love all night, Mom helping cradle support me when I was on top, squatting over Carly. We scissor fucked, crushing our sticky pussy lips and solid pink nubs together like a creamy joint fitting perfectly together as a single orgasmic mess. Once we learned the rhythm of rocking back and forth in opposing directions without overshooting and applying sufficient pressure on each other’s pussy, we both squirted hard, soaking my bed.

While Carly and I showered, Mom stripped the bed, and, with the good fortune that my dad was out servicing a widow in her seventies all night, we slipped into his and Mom’s bedroom and used their much bigger bed. Karl took Carly’s two female friends home to Emma’s for the night while the gangbang team, led by cousin Jake, now redundant, moved on to a bar downtown to shoot pool, drink beer and fuck any girl in range who wanted them.

I didn’t care to repeat my gangbang experience. Emma Strong and her sons were still on my mind as an event I wanted to indulge in, but I needed to slow down my pace of sexual exploration. My relationship with Karl was complicated by growing feelings for Mom and the inclusion of Carly on a let’s see where this goes basis.

I didn’t need any more sex or relationship complications in an already considerable medley of lewd trysts.

“Do you know how to manage a submissive partner, Claire?”

“I have no problem spanking a bratty girl, but I don’t want to inflict pain on you.”

“I need a thrashing every day. It keeps me calm, balanced and I feel happy, especially when my ass is sore for hours afterward. People in this lifestyle call it a maintenance spanking. I love going over my girlfriend’s knee.”

“When was your last time, Carly?”

“Yesterday. One of the girls your boyfriend is fucking now helped me out. We don’t have a thing going on, but she helped me out in the woods, over a felled tree, using a long, thin, whippy branch.”

“Wow… you make it sound fun.”

“It is, Claire.”

“Okay. We can try, and I can learn. When I fuck guys, you’ll watch, then clean up afterward, like yesterday. When I fuck girls, you can join in or not, as you wish.”

“I want you to decide when I can join in and who I’m allowed to fuck, Claire.”

“That might be difficult. I don’t like the idea of humiliating you. It’s just not me.”

“My cuckquean kink manifests itself more in the act of voyeurism. I don’t sexualize humiliation. I love to watch, but I can be banished and use my fertile imagination and a dildo in a spare room. I can’t do chastity, though.”

“But you also love having lots of sex with girls, too, right? And you enjoy cleaning up.”

“Yes.”

“So, if we went to a lesbian club, I could loan you to other women as a fuck buddy. As long as they were not cruel toward you, that is.”

“Yes, definitely. I would love that.”

“You know I have a boyfriend, right?”

“I do.”

“He might want to watch us making love or enjoy you joining in fucking as a threesome, but he won’t touch you unless you want it.”

“I won’t ever want a guy, Claire. I only want to see where this goes with you.”

“But you worry that I am very young.”

“Sorry, Claire, but yes. I really want to be your girlfriend, but I need a big commitment to learn and adapt on your part. Being a caring, loving dominant for a sub like me isn’t easy.”

“I know.”

“I will be alone a great deal because you have so many other lovers. I don’t mind sharing you, but… well… if you forget about me...”

“You won’t be alone if you move into my bedroom.”

Carly’s surprise made me smile and feel warm about myself and her. At eighteen years old, I had no clue what I wanted in life or from my relationships, aside from gaining further clarity about my kinks. I was definitively bisexual and happy with that fact, which meant I wouldn’t ever be satisfied exclusively with the Yin or the Yang.

I needed both, and not just sexually. I wanted to enjoy romance with both sexes.

Carly’s nose twitched. I noticed it frequently did when she was excited, so I brushed my thumb across her solid nipple, making her gasp, lightheartedly distracting her while she thought through my proposal to move in.

“Are you sure I could live here with you, Claire?”

“Yes, she is.”

Mom raised her head, leaning over my side, grinning effusively. I wasn’t sure how much of our conversation she’d heard, nor did I mind - having nothing to hide. She smiled confidently at Carly.

“If Claire needs help learning to dominate you - I’ll be here. I’ve taught many younger women a few lessons in my time.”

“What… I can stay in this bedroom?”

“Yes.”

“What about you?”

“I also have a husband to care for, but I want to be included in this relationship. You girls are too young to make permanent choices, so by all means, move in with us. When Claire fucks her boyfriend, she should send you to a spare room until you’re needed - maybe I’ll join you.”

“I’d enjoy that.”

“I know you would, Carly.”

Even though I loved Karl, I had to confess that my best sex with a guy came from Carlos, and I loved having his wife, too. I wanted him, again, mainly because his cock was so thick it really opened me in a way nobody else’s had, including my boyfriend.

Mom gave me the restaurant’s phone number, and I booked a table for Carly and me to lunch together. Carlos’ wife was delighted to take my reservation, to which I added a plus one when Karl called half an hour later, asking if we could meet.

My boyfriend’s presence at the restaurant might restrict how I chose to pay for lunch, but I wasn’t going to hide anything in my sex life from anyone involved in it.

Karl met us at the restaurant, looking calm, happy, and utterly gorgeous in blue Levi 501 jeans - my favorite pants on any guy or girl. My boyfriend hugged Carly, surprising both of us. He seemed to instinctively know that she was more than a one-night fling. When we sat down, Carlos’s wife took our order very professionally, giving no sign of what happened when I last dined at her restaurant with Mom.

Carly knew how I intended to pay but said nothing, preferring to sit quietly and not interfere. That didn’t suit Karl, who moved seats, so my new girlfriend was between us. She looked decidedly anxious until my boyfriend spoke.

“I know you are not interested in me, Carly, but if we are both dating and sleeping with Claire, can we at least be friends? Perhaps you could see me as a big brother.”

“Wow.”

Carly stared at my boyfriend amid a stunned silence at our table. I couldn’t believe what he’d said, processing what it meant to me and him, me and mom, in fact, us and everyone else. I was confused and knocked a little off-balance, my heart racing, my temples squeezing blood through constricting veins. Mom had emotionally pushed me sideways slightly, which was okay; we still had a thing, but now, my boyfriend was doing the same, and it felt discombobulating.

Karl stared into Carly’s stunned, stony, pale face.

“That’s how polyamory works, right, Carly? We must all be friends if not lovers.”

“I am sorry, but we will never be lovers. I can’t do guys.”

And yet you like eating their cum.

“I get it - but being friends is possible, right?”

“We can be good friends, Karl.”

“There you go. That was simple enough.”

I sighed, releasing the breath I’d held onto far too long, still unsure how Karl defined his version of polyamory - I knew he was winging it. If we were to have multiple loving relationships structured like a network, each person on a sliding scale of romantic and sexual intensity, it must all fit together harmoniously. From everything I had read on blogs and glossy magazines, polyamory was exciting and sexually uplifting, but I had a growing concern.

The single thing I found unappealing about the lifestyle was never having a soulmate—one to love, call my own, and commit myself to. I wasn’t sure the absence of that love was for me. Being bisexual and wanting one soulmate were deeply at odds.

Like many, perhaps most girls, I grew up imagining my prince wearing shining armor. I still had dolls from my youth, dressed for my wedding day, stored neatly in boxes in my closet. I’d played with them often, imagining a handsome man sweeping me off my feet, taking me as his wife, to love, forsaking all others. That dream and those parameters for my relationship seemed a distant memory, somewhat out of reach.

I had forced Karl out of monogamy, using my Hall Pass to make love to my mother on a spa bed during a moment of heated passion. Then, I’d encouraged him to indulge in infidelity several times, and he’d become comfortable with it. I wasn’t horrified by my boyfriend’s new thoughts and feelings about our relationship because I wanted Mom and Carly sexually and, therefore, must allow him the freedom he wished. However, a dilemma grew in my mind.

He reached across Carly and held my hand, clenching my fingers tightly.

“Are you okay, Claire?”

“I’m processing everything that’s happening, honey.”

“Polyamory is a lot to take in. We won’t make this work unless we are honest with each other. I have been talking to Emma a lot.”

“She likes you, Karl.”

“Yes… and I like her too. I feel comfortable making love to and sleeping with older women. I don’t care how old they are, to be honest. Their experience in life reassures me.”

“Are you in love with Emma?”

“No. I only love you, Claire.”

For now.

I was relieved that he declared his love but felt mildly ashamed that I didn’t fully reciprocate Karl’s exclusive statement. I didn’t want to upset Carly or lie because I already had growing feelings for my mother. My boyfriend must have detected my trepidation and chuckled.

“Don’t worry, Claire. I know the discovery of your lesbian side complicates your emotions.”

“I want girls and boys.”

“But not a line of guys, one after another, it seems. Your Dad told me last night that you didn’t enjoy Jake and the team.”

“I didn’t enjoy that much.”

We talked while eating, and Carly grew more comfortable with my boyfriend. When we finished, Carlos came to our table, smiling affably, still revealing no sign that he had fucked me or why.

“Would you like the bill, Claire?”

Oh god, yes, please.

I breathed in deeply, sighing. My panties, simple white cotton briefs, felt damp, and I had been trembling for some time, imagining the many romantic, sexual, and relationship options open to me. I would never need to swipe another dating app if my polyamorous network worked out, each member, a node with sexual partnerships available as offshoots from each.

I fuck Emma, and she introduces me to her sons.

I stared at Carlos, glanced down at his crotch, and saw the immense cock swelling against his fly that had breached me so wonderfully the last time I paid our bill. My nostrils flared. I glanced at Carly and Karl, the former acutely aware of what was happening while the latter was utterly blind to it.

“I would like to pay as I did last time, please, Carlos.”

“That would be nice.”

“I have a question about your wife.”

“She is also available the same as last time.”

“Do you allow her to play with other men?”

“I can ask her.”

“Please ask your wife if she would like my boyfriend to fuck her.”

“I’ll be right back.”


Chapter Seven

A Final Showdown

◆◆◆

Carlos was about to leave our table and talk to his wife, but something occurred to him, so he paused and turned, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. Without the slightest hint of shame, he looked at Karl, assessing him as a lover for his wife, and then he focused on me.

“Before I leave you, tell me what Sonia can expect from your boyfriend.”

I was surprised by Carlos’s question and instantly deferred it to Karl with a sideways glance. He shrugged in a don’t ask me kind of way. As teenagers, we were inexperienced lovers, although catching up quickly, enjoying so much practice of late. I wasn’t sure it was okay for me to speak on my boyfriend’s behalf, so I quickly thought on my feet and reversed my and Sonia’s roles, figuring out what I would want to know about a guy who might be about to fuck me.

I stared at Carlos, who exuded supreme confidence while waiting patiently for my answer. He was a much older man who had played this lewd seduction game many times. Noticing my awkward silence, he smiled, almost like he dared me to speak honestly, regardless of how crude that was.

My wilful spirit engaged, I raised an eyebrow and eyeballed my wide-cocked lover.

“Karl has a much longer cock than you do, but yours is far thicker.”

“Then your boyfriend will stretch my wife’s pussy differently?”

“Yes… he will, and Karl fucks very energetically too. As you do.”

“Sonia enjoys great energy from her lovers, especially when the guy fucking her is on top and bottoming out deep inside her. It is difficult for me because…”

“Oh, don’t worry. I know why you can’t reach so deep, and that’s good because I couldn’t take any more. I’m looking forward to riding your cock.”

He nodded and smiled, satisfied my boyfriend would give his wife as good as he gave me.

“Does Karl insist on condoms?”

I glanced at Karl, who shook his head, a half-smile forming on an otherwise exceptionally sexually tense expression. His eyes were on fire, glancing from Sonia to her husband. It was such a crucial, enjoyably sleazy moment when a girl confirmed a boy could cum inside her, and I shivered, goosebumps rising on my arms like wind sheer on a still lake.

When Carlos saw confirmation from my boyfriend that his wife would be filled with his cum, he was excited.

We were swinging, albeit in an extraordinary and lewd way. Carlos turned his attention to Carly, appraising her and liking what he saw judging from the sparkle in his eye.

“And your lady friend, Claire? Will she join us also?”

“Yes, but Carly only likes girls and cleaning up after boys who fill them up.”

“I see. That’s nice. Sonia loves doing this also.”

“I remember. Carly is submissive and, as my girlfriend, must be treated respectfully.”

“For sure, you have our promise.”

It was like time stood still at our table while Carlos walked to the bar, his wife eyeing Karl like a starving tigress watching a goat. I glanced at my boyfriend, checking in on his mood. My bottom lip trembled, and my right knee vibrated nervously against the underside of the table while his fingers drummed on its surface.

My boyfriend’s cheeks flushed, and his nostrils flared as extreme, thrilling sexual tension gripped him.

We all stared at each other, acutely aware that something incredibly lewd was happening in a room full of people who were entirely oblivious to us. A husband who was about to fuck me with his extremely wide cock stood at the bar, explaining to his wife what she could enjoy.

I knew the moment Carlos asked Sonia if she wanted to fuck my boyfriend’s very long cock because she stared straight at us.

He’s telling his wife that my boyfriend has a longer cock than he does.

Carly knew I might pay for our lunch by fucking the restaurant owner before we sat down to eat because I had warned her, but Karl had no idea beforehand, and now, he was the prime beef that the restaurant owner’s wife eyed salaciously.

Sonia nodded her confirmation and smiled demurely at Karl. From that moment, my boyfriend and I had swapped partners. She handed a key dangling around her neck on a chain to the barman working nearby; I knew her answer was yes and that she wanted to fuck my boyfriend while I enjoyed her husband.

I turned to Carly, who looked thrilled.

“Do I play with both girls, Claire?”

“Yes, honey, and you’ll clean us up afterward.”

“Oh wow… fucking awesome.”

She was thrilled, her cheeks reddened. I think many would consider her role in our orgy demeaning, but I understood so much more now than I did a week ago that the heart wants what the heart wants, and when it does, nobody should ridicule. I kissed her softly, hugging my girlfriend, who was only as excited as us.

I couldn’t understand why my submissive girlfriend didn’t want to be fucked, especially with such extraordinary lovers in the room, one with a long cock, the other wide. Our kinks meant we fit perfectly like a five-piece jigsaw of an orgy. Four people would fuck, while a fifth enjoyed licking holes, nipples, and caressing the bodies of two women being serviced by their opposing guys.

Who was I to analyze or judge anyone’s kinks after the ten-day journey I’d enjoyed?

Carlos returned to our table, followed closely by his wife. He took Carly’s hand as any gentleman would, allaying her nerves, and then he reached for mine while Sonia offered hers to Karl. As we strolled to the back room in which I had been fucked before, I craned my neck and glanced back to the dining room, sure I would see someone watching us, knowing what we were about to do.

Nobody cared. Diners kept on dining; drinkers kept on drinking, and the bar continued its journey by delivering culinary excellence and shoppers’ relaxation.

Sonia stared at Karl as any woman would appraise a man about to fuck her.

“My husband says you have a long cock, Karl.”

“Yes, I do.”

“And that you are eighteen years old.”

“Yes.”

“Do you like fucking older women?”

“I do.”

“You are a man of few words. Do you fuck older women hard and respectfully?”

“Oh yes, and you are a beautiful woman.”

“And you will fill me with your youthful seed?”

“As many times as you want it, Sonia.”

“Oh my, you are such a cute boy. You’ll fuck me on a bed while the submissive one feeds me her pussy. Is that okay?”

“Yes. Of course.”

Karl was lost to me, and Carly’s fingers slipped from Carlos’s hand as she gripped Sonia’s and was pulled away. My boyfriend and girlfriend were about to fuck a woman who had cleaned up my messy, gaping, wide pussy the last time I visited. I was being made a cuckquean even though my pussy would be fucked by the husband of the woman doing that to me.

I was thrilled. My fingers trembled wildly as I strolled along the hall, almost floating in the air. Carlos noticed my excitement, and as we entered his and Sonia’s debasing playroom, he spun me, immediately slamming me against the wall and kissing me passionately. His lips brushed mine before the other three had time to shut the door.

My lover’s tongue lit me up as he pressed hard against me, his cock nudging my pussy. Carlos reached around, clenching my ass cheeks tightly, pulling me closer, and spreading my pussy lips through the wet panties covering them. My entire body shivered with an exciting effervescence that sparkled pleasure in every fiber.

When Carlos kissed my neck, I moaned loudly, grabbing snapshots of the others kissing and fondling in a state of half undress. My lover’s lips and tongue touched my silken skin like satin. Each kiss felt like a pool of joy reverberating through me, interconnecting with other spheres of tingling contentment as my pussy throbbed, reminded of my lover’s excess girth, begging to be stretched wide again.

Carlos unzipped my dress and dropped it on the floor, a puddle of cotton that I stepped sideways out of. He followed, all fingers and thumbs behind me, and next, my bra fell off. He cupped my breasts softly and traced soft kisses from my neck, landing on and suckling a solid nipple, rolling the other between his index finger and thumb, pressing one knee into my panty-clad, moist, sticky pussy.

I was a dripping, shuddering, hormonal mess.

I cupped the back of my lover’s head, running my fingers deep through his thick black hair, moaning, my heart quickening and body quivering as he gently chewed on one nipple, tweaking the other firmly, enough to stimulate, but not so much that it hurt. I stared over my lover’s shoulder, transfixed, watching three lovers undress and begin their journey into a sleazy paradise.

Sonia stood beside the bed with my boyfriend, kissing him much the way her husband kissed me; my girlfriend licked her way down her new lover’s spine, eventually kneeling. Carly’s tongue lay a damp trail down one leg, then up the other until she stood again while Karl sucked the older woman’s nipples, gasping as she rubbed the outline of his long cock through a pair of black boxer briefs.

Sonia shuddered, enjoying the attention of two lovers. Karl was a fair trade for Carlos as far as I was concerned, but the older woman had purloined my girlfriend - mildly irritating me. Her seductive experience paid off—a lover’s lesson given to me for the future to acquire what I wanted and hold on to it the next time I enjoyed group sex.

I watched the other woman grip my boyfriend’s cock tightly when Carly helped slide his boxer briefs down, and I wondered why, given its manly magnificence, she didn’t want to suck Karl’s precum-coated glans. Sonia gasped, her eyes bloated wide as she stroked the length of meat about to bury itself deep inside her cunt.

With Carlos on his knees, sniffing deeply, staring hungrily between my legs, I knew he wanted to eat my pussy. I sighed and stared furtively down, enjoying his disgraceful expression; my thighs trembled as my body became overloaded with salacious excitement. By the time my lover slid down my panties, his wife had dropped to her knees, sucking Karl’s cock, with Carly wriggling on the floor to get underneath her widely spread knees.

Soon, my girlfriend would lick a very creamy hole. I had lost both my lovers, so I focused on mine.

“How often does your wife fuck other men?”

“She doesn’t like many of the guys who want her. The last man to fuck Sonia visited more than a month ago. My wife likes young guys with long cocks who fuck for a long time with enormous energy. She’ll love your boyfriend.”

“And do you think she will like my girlfriend?”

“Yes, undoubtedly. Sonia is deeply frustrated. I haven’t fucked her for a week.”

“Why not?”

“My wife finished her period last night, and we were too tired. Your boyfriend will be exhausted by the time he satisfies my wife.”

I figured period sex was out of the question as far as my lover was concerned; a shame, I thought, since half a minute of his cock inside any girl should solve her period cramping aches. It wasn’t my place to question Carlos, so I dropped the matter.

Carlos lifted each of my legs, nestling my thighs gently on his shoulders. With my back resting against the wall, I was seated comfortably with my knees spread sufficiently wide apart to offer excellent access to my pussy for my lover’s lips and tongue. He was as accomplished in the art of cunnilingus as he was effective at stretching a girl’s hole with his vast cock.

I smelled sex exuding from my pussy as it spread wide, which drove me wilder.

My lover peeled back the protective hood from my sticky clitoris, sucking the pink tip gently in a softly puckered kiss. He gently teased blood into my pink nub, engorging it while I watched Karl mounting his new, older, more experienced lover.

I had lost my boyfriend for a sleazy moment and felt a sliver of jealousy shuddering through me, knowing this streak of forbidden lust was my inner cuckquean. My boyfriend had also lost me, but in the older woman, he found the comfort that meant he didn’t need me.

Carlos gave me incredible tongue, almost as good as Carly. With a flattened tongue, he plowed my slit while thumbing my creamy clitoris from side to side as I watched the most amazing live porn show on earth. With her legs spread wide by Carly, who gripped her ankles while facesitting and feeding her, Sonia was being fucked hard and deep by my boyfriend.

I gripped Carlos’s head in my palms, lifted his face until our eyes met, stared down with deep frustration writ large in my expression, and turned his head to watch his wife being fucked.

“I need that, Carlos. Fuck me hard, honey… please.”

“What position?”

“Fuck me like a dog and make sure I get every millimeter of your cock.”

“Are you sure?”

“Fuck yeah!”

“Doggy style goes deep inside you, Claire. I’m not long, but you will stretch wide.”

“When I feed Carly your cum, I want my hole so gaping wide her whole mouth can’t cover it.”

“It’s your choice, baby girl.”

Fucking damn right it is.

I hurried to the bed, deciding it was big enough for five people to fuck because I didn’t want to kneel on the floor. I crawled alongside the woman fucking my lovers, frowning at the disgusting slurping happening between Carly’s legs and the pussy squelching from my boyfriend’s cock pounding it.

Three lovers moaned like beasts, driving me wild, writhing beside me in ecstasy while I shuffled back on all fours, arching my back, pointing my slit high while lining it with the end of the bed. I craned my neck and saw Carlos’s giant, wide cock pointing straight at my hole, and all jealousy evaporated as mild trepidation rippled through me for the immense sexual ordeal that would soon impale and reshape me.

If I had to choose between the men, Carlos would win every time as a lover because I preferred width over length, but I still loved Karl immensely.

Carly rocked expertly back and forth, her cream-soaked, swollen pussy lips splayed wide open as she pressed them hard against Sonia’s lips and tongue. She bit her bottom lip and grinned nervously at me, her forehead a ruffled pile of furrows. My girlfriend wasn’t sure how far she could go.

“Enjoy yourself, Carly.”

“What if I cum hard?”

“Sonia will love it. Trust me.”

“Okay. Thank you, honey.”

When Carlos gripped his cock and squashed its head against my clitoris, my body tingled, and I gasped, gripping the sheets with clawing fingers. Karl turned his head, glanced back, made the most disbelieving expression, and mumbled fuck me! Under his breath.

My boyfriend had seen the unfeasible girth of my lover’s cock.

Even Carlos’s cock head was immense, snugly fitting the tight entrance to my hole once he parted my engorged pussy lips. I felt like a ball joint being filled, shuddering when he slid his glans up and down my creamy furrow.

“Oh god, Carlos, please fuck me.”

“Beg me for my cock.”

“Please, honey… I am begging you to slide that fucking monster cock balls deep inside me.”

“Are you my whore?”

“Yes, I am.”

While Karl fucked Sonia like a jackhammer, and she screamed repeatedly, I glanced up, looking and feeling guilty. My boyfriend must have known that Carlos owned me at that moment, but he didn’t mind, smiling lovingly, winking without pausing to pound Sonia. Carlos picked the perfect moment to sink his entire cock deep inside, stretching me wide just as I desperately needed. My bloated eyes locked with Karl’s, and I saw acceptance and love in his face.

I gasped and shrieked, pulling the sheets off the bed on one side and pulling them tightly on the other because they were stuck underneath Sonia. As the soft, tight tissues inside my pussy stretched wide, absorbing immense, solid pressure, my whole body sighed in the early moments of utter rapture as Carlos’s cock invaded and owned me.

I glanced one more time at Karl, Sonia, and Carly before burying my face in a pillow my lover’s wife pushed my way. I bit hard on spiky goose feather tips, screaming, but I didn’t care as long as my lover fucked me hard.

When I glanced up, I saw Carly had enveloped Sonia’s face with a fleshy pillow of engorged, soaking-wet pussy. It was too much for me to process, and as Carlos filled me with cock on a fresh, widely stretching stroke, I buried my face back in the pillow.

Carlos’s cock was balls deep inside me, and he rested there, enjoying the involuntary clenching of my pussy walls on and off his enormous girth. I screamed into the pillow, enjoying being filled, slapping the mattress on both sides to expend excess sexual energy. When I pushed back on his thick cock, I was ready to be pounded.

I imagined my insides rearranging and my pussy reshaping, even though those were myths; I wanted to be branded Carlos’s woman, at least until he filled me with hot, sticky semen. When he slid his cock out of my wanton, throbbing hole, I felt empty inside, like a void was created that needed to be filled. My lover slid his cock back inside me, placing a firm hand on the small of my back.

I reached both my hands behind me, spreading my ass cheeks wider while arching my back more steeply, so he could squeeze more cock inside me, but Carlos misunderstood the move. He spat, and I felt a drool of his saliva slide between my ass cheeks, settling around the anal ridges of my tight, tiny hole. I screamed again when Carlos stretched my pussy wide, filling me with another head-exploding stroke, this time adding the bonus of a thumb pressing against, then breaking my anal seal, filling my back passage.

I squealed like a girl being chased by a boy for a kiss, part horrified, part desperate he would catch me.

Through the trembling tissue walls between them, Carlos’s thumb rubbed his cock from inside me, and I imagined Emma’s sons fucking both my holes, leaving me stretched wide, used and leaking their semen. My mind was driven to all manner of lewd thoughts as I clenched my ass cheeks tightly in talon-like fingers, cleaving them wide apart, taking my lover’s cock and thumb, both pounding me harder with every stroke.

Carlos began fucking me harder, and soon, my pussy was stretched from single-carriageway traffic to a freeway with eight lanes. My pussy squelched noisily and disgracefully while my rectum and sphincter squeezed my lover’s thumb as he fucked that hole hard too. I heard Carly’s orgasm, even through the pillow wrapped around my face, partially blocking my ears.

When a hand reached in, tweaking one of my nipples, I knew my girlfriend had squirted her honeyed joy down Sonia’s throat and was waiting for Karl to finish. While Carlos fucked me harder and faster, drilling me wider, I screamed every time I thought my cunt couldn’t stretch wider and reached for Carly’s free hand, gripping her fingers in sisterly solidarity.

She squeezed my fingers tightly, leaned close, moved the pillow, and whispered.

“I am so proud of you, Claire. His cock is massive.”

“You can…”

“Maybe one day… not today.”

“K.”

I couldn’t speak properly because her voice tipped me over the edge, and I came hard, my entire body in rapture, a shuddering orgasmic wreck. I pushed my body up and drove my hips onto my lover’s cock, arching my back, staring straight forward, a long drool dangling from my lips through my dimpled chin, heading for the bed. My heart pounded so fast that I was utterly exhilarated, imagining myself as a cheetah sprinting across the savannah.

When my orgasmic peak toppled all inhibitions, my body tensed, and Carlos sunk his cock balls deep inside me. It felt like a wedge opening my hole wide while he squirted his semen deep. I felt an ocean of warmth fill my belly, and I was overjoyed. I glanced at Karl and saw he was cumming, too, his love for me radiating above the lust he had for the woman he filled with cock.

I felt deeply emotionally and sexually satisfied and knew then that this was the relationship I wanted and needed. We three had no hang-ups, jealousy, wants, or needs that remained unfulfilled. We had joined a married couple and become five people fucking how we wanted to.

Exhausted, I collapsed on the bed, my pussy strangling Carlos’s cock, which ground a message of primal lust into its walls. Once every drop of his seed was decanted inside me, the men lifted and turned me over, laying me backside down onto Sonia’s front.

She reached around and cupped my breasts, gently kneading them, purring contentedly into my ear. I raised my head carefully, avoiding crushing my lover underneath. What I saw when I looked down at the bed’s end shocked and impressed me. Carly was on her knees, staring hungrily at two gaping, wide, well fucked, leaking pussies lined up as an extra creamy treat.

The guys watched us three girls in a strange tryst, fascinated when my submissive girlfriend licked from Sonia’s cream-filled hole, past her clitoris into my pussy. She sucked my hole deeply, swallowing Carlos’s cum before suckling gently on my throbbing clitoris.

Pass after pass of Carly’s tongue pleasured us until the men’s cocks were hard again, ready for round two.

I kept Carlos as my lover, wanting my hole to be sloppy and wide for Karl to enjoy later if he was into that. I needed to see if he would fuck sloppy seconds, another sub-kink that appealed to me. Being reclaimed seemed like it would be fun, but I wouldn’t force my boyfriend to do anything he didn’t enjoy.

Karl lay on my bed at home later, staring intensely into my eyes. Carly was behind me, cuddling, planting soft kisses along my neck and between my shoulder blades, electrifying me. My boyfriend’s expression was relaxed, but his lips moved in a half mumble, then stopped with an unasked question stuck on the tip of his tongue.

“What is it, Karl?”

“Sonia told me her husband won’t fuck her when she gets her period.”

“He told me that as well.”

“She asked if I could visit her a couple of times that week and maybe stay with her in the spare room.”

“You should do it, honey.”

“Will you come and watch me fucking her, Claire?”

“If you’d like, but I won’t stay over.”

“I do love you being there.”

“Do you mean as a cuckquean?”

He smiled, embarrassed, but I wasn’t, nor would I be, because I knew what I was and loved myself for it.

“Okay. I’d like that too.”

“And now, Claire…”

“And now, Karl?”

“Can we make love now, please?”

“My pussy is very sloppy and loose inside. You may not feel a thing.”

“I want to know what that’s like, please.”

“Of course, honey. You can always fuck me, period or not, whether my pussy is cum filled or not.”
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