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SIX TIMES A DAY – Part 98

      Back Door Man

      Day 72: Tuesday, November 26

    


    
      
        CHAPTER 1


        Alan gradually woke up from an intensely erotic dream. As he slowly drifted into consciousness, it took him some moments to realize what was real and what had been the dream, because it dawned on him that the girl in his dream, Katherine, really was laying next to him. But as he opened his eyes, he discovered that the real Katherine was still asleep, though spooned up and sprawled all over him. In the dream, she'd been lazily rubbing herself all over his body, and it took some time for Alan to fully convince himself that she wasn't actually consciously moving.


        That fact established, he pulled back a bit so he could admire her sleeping body and especially her face. He was happy to see that although she was still deeply asleep, she was smiling with a deep contentment.


        He thought, Boy, she seems as happy as I've ever seen her. I suppose I can understand why. How many weeks now has she been dreaming of spending the night with me, all night, cuddling together with her brother? And me, while I've definitely been looking forward to this a lot, it can't nearly be as big a deal to me as it is to her. After all, I have Mom, Aunt Suzy, Aims, and the rest, too.


        He sighed. What a drag. I wish I could give her as much attention as she deserves to be given, instead of spreading myself thin... Well, at least I can do what I can, and I should start right now. After all the times I've been woken up with a "Good morning" blowjob or fucking, it's time for some payback.


        He could sense that his dick, though somewhat deflated, was in fact still partially lodged inside his sister's pussy. He wondered how it had gotten there, and how long it had been there. He looked down, and despite the darkness he could see glimmers of his cum and her pussy juice splattered all around their genitals.


        He thought some more, then remembered, Ah, yes! The 'midnight snatch'! We did have sex last night, after I woke up in the wee hours, and it was good! Dang! I swear, she tries to please my dick like her life depends on it. She keeps saying it's a sister's number one duty and that any good sister had to be a fuck toy for her brother. Damn, I love that kind of thinking, hee-hee! That was such an intense fuck that I must have passed out, and now here I am, hours later. All my dreams since then were filled with her and her only, and they seemed so real! So totally real! It's like I've been fucking her nonstop for hours!


        He looked down and realized that his flaccid penis was flaccid no more, thanks to the memories of his late night sex session and all his wet dreams (including the latest one that had woken him). The rapid rise of his erection surprised him a bit, though he shouldn't have been surprised at the ability of his dick to respond and recover by now. But what surprised him more was the fact that as soon as his dick hardened, it pushed deeper into his sister all by itself.


        Her pussy walls began to get wet and rhythmically squeeze his intruding organ in autonomic response.


        Holy crap! She IS still sleeping, I can tell! But it's like her desire to fuck me into oblivion even transcends consciousness! Wow. God, I really have to give her some payback, right now!


        He took some time to revel in the sensations of being unconsciously fucked so deliciously by his sleeping sister. But then, moving carefully so as not to wake her, he began systematically teasing all of her erogenous zones within reach in hopes of waking her up with a great orgasm.


        He figured it was a near miracle his erection in her pussy hadn't woken her up already, so he didn't do much with it except some very slow and shallow thrusts. His hands roamed over her rib cage and up to her armpits. With her arms draped over him, her armpits were exposed, and he knew it was one of her most sensitive regions. But he didn't tickle them, he caressed them. Between the work of his hands and his stiff cock, he soon had her moaning while she slept.


        His hands wandered further, all over her upper body. Meanwhile, he nibbled on one of her earlobes and increased the depth of his fucking. Dang, Sis has some fine hooters! It's a shame she compares herself to the women around the house instead of the girls at school. By school standards or most any other standards, she's incredibly stacked! And they feel soooo good in my hands.


        Her moans slowly turned into pants.


        He knew it wouldn't be long until she woke up, yet still he tried to make no overly jerky motion that would snap her into sudden consciousness.


        He wasn't sure which came first, her awakening or her climax, but either way, they arrived very close together. He watched gleefully as her eyes opened in great shock and then fluttered as she was overwhelmed by her waking orgasm. Her mouth opened as if to say something, perhaps to ask what was happening, but before she could do that, a great scream erupted from her mouth. Her eyes and mouth opened wider and wider as she realized the extent of pleasure flowing through her.
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        But he didn't give her any chance to recover. Even while her climax was still washing over her, he rolled her from lying on her side to lying flat on her back, turning with her so he could lie on top without ever pulling out. Then he used his knees to spread her legs widely, enabling himself to thrust deeply and grind his hips into her from above.


        He grabbed her wrists and held them above her head, pinning her spread-eagled on the bed. Then he really began fucking in earnest, plowing much deeper now that he had a better angle of attack. He plunged into her so deeply it almost seemed as if her pussy would swallow up his balls as well. He made sure to set off her clit with every inward thrust.


        She was so surprised by this aggressive assault, much less the tremendous orgasm upon waking, that she didn't fully understand what was happening. Worse, she was nearly blinded because her eyes needed time to adjust to the morning light (even though her room was still semi-dark with mostly closed curtains). She reacted reflexively and instinctively. She screamed bloody murder and writhed and fought as if she were being attacked and overpowered by an unknown rapist.


        However, Katherine's resistance only turned Alan on even more. He responded by thrusting harder and faster into her, pounding and ramming hard as if he meant to hurt her through the sheer force of his fucking. He grunted for a minute or two, but then somehow managed to gasp, "My uppity fuck toy needs a lesson, I see!"


        All the while, she had never stopped screaming and trying to dislodge her unidentified assailant. Of course, after a few seconds she could tell it was Alan, but she tried her best to maintain the fiction in her own mind that it wasn't. However, she was so good at tricking herself that upon hearing her brother's voice above her, real fear actually drained out of her. Her cries transformed into the sound of pure pleasure as she stopped fighting against the hard fucking she was getting. Her volume also increased even more.


        When he heard her moans change from terror to lust, he flipped his sister over and sank back into her and just kept slamming his hips into her.


        [image: Katherine]

        The cries were so loud that they penetrated the supposedly sound-proof walls of her room, and made their way into Susan's room just down the hall. Susan was typically the first one to wake in the Plummer house. She'd already showered and was in the middle of lubing up her asshole in the hopes that her son would make use of that hole.


        She threw on a robe and walked down the hall until she stood outside her daughter's door. She listened for some minutes to the rhythmically bouncing bedsprings with conflicting emotions.


        On the one hand, she was jealous she wasn't the one getting so thoroughly nailed and screaming her head off. But on the other hand, she was content to know that the sexual needs of her children were being so resoundingly fulfilled. Aaaah! That warms my heart, knowing Tiger is balls-deep in Angel. Such wonderful children! It sounds like Angel has been a very good fuck toy all night long, and now she's getting her spermy reward. How I wish it were me, though!


        She was just about to walk on down the hall back to her room when she heard Katherine scream, "Brother, you just take what you want! Don't you! ... You just, you just, rolled me over and jammed your huge cock into my tiny cunt while I was sleeping! You meanie! UGH! Treating me like I'm some kind of fuck toy! GOD!"


        Susan would have been upset except that she could tell from Katherine's tone of voice that she was loving every second and goading Alan on to fuck her harder.


        Alan replied with a loud roar, "You ARE my fuck toy! Your pussy belongs to me, doesn't it?!"


        "Yes!" Katherine squealed with delight.


        Susan, now with her ear to the door, didn't consciously realize it, but she said "Yes!" as well.


        "Your whole body belongs to me, doesn't it?!"


        "Yes, brother, yes! Harder! Harder! Take me! Take it all! All the way inside me!"


        Susan let out a louder "Yes!" but otherwise kept listening closely. As she heard Katherine scream lewdly until the poor girl was beyond making any kind of coherent sense, she thought, This is torture. Pure torture! If only I could just... burst in there and demand that Tiger do ME! It is a Tuesday after all, and I'm one of his fuck toys too!


        I can just imagine what Angel is going through right now. She's crammed so full of cock that it almost hurts! Her pussy walls can feel the sliding, but even better is the feeling right at the pussy lips where he enters me! Where he takes his mommy and drives her delirious with spermy joy! That's when I lose it completely, when I feel his fuckmeat stretching my lips so wide that it feels like I'm gonna give birth!


        She'd been wearing a bathrobe loosely, so she hardly even noticed when her fingers wandered to her nipples and clit. That's it, Tiger, nail her! Impale my precious little Angel on your huge demon cock! It's so wrong but it's so right that you control us all!


        She looked down with surprise to see that one of her hands was on the doorknob and was slowly turning it. She was forced to bring her other hand over and hold that hand still, as if it wasn't fully under her conscious control. No! I can't! I can't go in! Angel would kill me. This is her time, their private time. I just have to BACK OFF!


        She backed away a few steps, which took her hand off the doorknob. Drawing on further reserves of resolve, she forced herself to walk away until she found herself walking back into her bedroom and largely free from the lusty moans and cries coming from Katherine's room.


        She pushed her jealous thoughts away by reminding herself, That's gonna be ME soon enough. Tonight'll be my turn. Tiger's gonna fuck me into the bedsprings all night long and tomorrow morning too, so there! Hee! Not to mention that today's a Tuesday. Oh boy! Merely thinking about it is making me salivate. I just know this is going to be a great, spermy, cocksucky morning. I can tell. Tiger's strong, energetic, and extra virile today!


        Whistling the "Alan Song," she smiled a maternal smile and walked into her bathroom to pretty herself up.


        Susan was right; Alan was feeling energetic. He continued to fuck his sister into a joy beyond all describable joys for both of them until he reached his own satisfaction, and she had yet another climax as well.


        He filled her pussy to the brim with his cum. She was utterly in thrall to his sexual onslaught, and merely hung on for dear life, as if she was lashed to a ship's mast while a great storm raged all around her. She was too overwhelmed even to fuck back with thrusting hips, which was saying quite a lot as that had become nearly second nature to her. But it didn't matter, since he fucked with more than enough energy for two.


        Finally, their deed was done.


        Katherine lay underneath her brother, devastated by the erotic assault. But she was nonetheless surprisingly energized. She quickly rebounded, thanks to her enthusiasm. She exclaimed as she panted, "Wow! That's what I call waking up with a bang! Or should I say, bang, bang, bang! BANG! Fuck! ... God! Brother? Master? It makes me cream so good when you don't ask but just TAKE what belongs to you. I simply am not worthy to be your fuck toy!"


        As if trying to make up for her unworthiness, she somehow managed to revive herself enough to slide down the bed until her mouth was level with his penis. She began ostentatiously cleaning it with her tongue.


        "Sis, don't even say that. You'll ruin the mood. If anything, I'm the one who's so unworthy. I feel guilty for not, you know, being with you more. And I was thinking about how great you made me feel last night..."


        "You noticed?" She paused in her licking of his now flaccid member. "I didn't know if you'd notice. I was so excited that I couldn't get much sleep last night, so I ended up doing all kinds of naughty things to you. Your penis doesn't feel sore, does it?"


        "No. Not especially. I've kind of gotten used to a certain numbness, but it helps me last longer. Why?"


        She giggled. "Oh, no reason. Let's just say it got quite a workout last night. We need to keep it in shape for the day time, Big Walking Stick Brother."
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        She giggled some more, then snuggled up against him, drawing a piece of the sheet over them both with a happy sigh. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the contentment of breathing into his manly chest and inhaling his unique smell.


        He said, "Hmmm. That explains a few things. Like why I had all those especially intense erotic dreams last night. And so many of them were about blowjobs and titfucks. I wonder why, Big Bazookas Sis."


        "Hmmm." she giggled some more. "I wonder why, too. You slept like a log. Like a thick, long, sister-cunt-stuffing log. Except for that one time you woke up, and that was the best. But what's this about you feeling guilty?"


        She tossed the sheet aside and went back to tonguing his penis. There wasn't much cum there to lick up, since most of it had flooded so deeply into her pussy or wound up dripping down her thighs in tiny rivulets, but she loved having even his flaccid penis in her mouth, and kept "cleaning" it anyway.


        Susan had behaved and stayed in her room - for all of about five minutes. But the thought of her son's erection sliding into her daughter's mouth or pussy was just too exciting for her to handle. She found herself thinking, Maybe I'll just check on them, see if they're alright. After all, that's what good mommies do - they make sure their children, and especially their sons, are safe, secure, and constantly blowing hot loads of sweet creamy seed down slutty throats! ... Hold on, I can't get too excited. Maybe I should just stay here... Or... What if I just walk by and make sure my Angel has Tiger well in hand, so to speak? Or mouth! Mmmm! Yum!


        She got up out of her bed and crept quietly down the hall. She put her ear to Alan's door just as he started to answer Katherine's question about why he was feeling guilty.


        Alan's voice became glummer. "Well, it's just that you're so awesome. I want to be with you every night like this, and every day, too, because you deserve nothing less. But then there are all these other women, and, well..."


        Katherine stopped licking his flaccidness and laughed. "Brother! Big Tall Stack of CD's Brother, you don't have to explain anything to me. As if! I'm just a lowly fuck toy, a creature built purely for your pleasure who-"


        "Hey! Don't talk like that! You're my sister. I love you."


        She made a big production out of kissing the head of his penis lovingly. "I know you do. And that's why I can revel in my submissive fantasies, because I know that at heart you'll always treat me as your sister. I can have the best of both worlds. I can go totally off the deep end and yet still know you'll always respect me in the morning. Like, right now. I'm thinking about this great fantasy I had last night while you unknowingly titfucked me. In my dream, I was in a small dungeon with all the rest of your sex slaves, chains around my ankles and wrists. It was one endless sea of dozens of writhing, physically perfect women. Nothing but top grade asses, cunts, tits, and beautiful faces, all tied to the wall with long chains!"


        She swirled her tongue around his cockhead, over and over. Despite the recent climax, it was starting to engorge some, thanks to her oral talents and her verbal fantasy.


        "Dozens?" Alan asked, amused.


        "Naturally!" Katherine happily responded. "A stud like you needs dozens of the hottest, sexiest slave sluts to keep you satisfied. Remember, this is my dream world." She briefly lifted her head up and winked at him. "And just as naturally, we're all forced to constantly get lesbian on each other, given our nakedness and the tiny space, not to mention the perpetual shortage of Alan cock."


        "Naturally," Alan replied, even more amused, but also aroused.


        Susan was listening intently at the door and loving every single word she heard. She was already busy fingering her pussy. YES! Angel, I love you! That's the greatest dream in the world! My body's pretty great, or at least that's what Tiger tells me, and that's the only thing that matters.


        [image: Susan]

        Susan arched her back and proudly wiggled her big breasts, sliding them over the door. I could be one of those sex slaves in the dungeon, with chains locking my wrists together, a looser chain between my ankles, and another one from my collar to the wall! Then I'd be COMPLETELY HELPLESS to EVER resist my son's big fat cock! Not that I ever would, not in a million billion years, but this way I'd have no choice! I wouldn't even be able to hold his cock as he guides it into one of my holes!


        To be TOTALLY TAMED! Oh, the ecstasy! If only we had a dungeon for real!


        The horny mother squealed as she had a small climax.


        Alan and Katherine both heard that. They looked at each other with amused smirks, because they both knew exactly who that was and what had made her so excited.


        Alan decided to ignore Susan for now, since this was his special time with his sister. What he didn't know was that Susan walked downstairs after her climax anyway, because she knew her kids were likely to get hungry now that they were done fucking, and she had lots to prepare.


        Alan asked Katherine, "And is that all to your fantasies? Nothing about being, say, a cat?"


        Katherine froze and her eyes went wide. "Oh my God! There are all kinds of cool cat-related fantasies I haven't even BEGUN to think about yet!"


        He chuckled. "Such as?"


        "For starters, I need a pair of cat ears, and a tail. Cool! I'm loving it already. Why didn't I do this before? I'm such an idiot. I got so used to my nickname that it didn't even cross my mind until you reminded me. But just think if I get all dressed up as a cat, and Mom dresses up as a cow. Wouldn't that be great?"


        He chuckled some more. "Um, to be honest, I really prefer you as people. Call me weird that way. But hey, if you want to do the cat thing from time to time, I can roll with the punches."


        "Yes! Or, should I say: meow! In fact, from now on, 'meow' from me will mean 'yes', and 'rrrr' will mean 'no'. Now, let's get up and go downstairs."


        "Meow," he replied playfully. He got up and opened the drapes, letting the light in.


        She laughed, but she was also slightly miffed. "Hey! That's my line!" Then she asked, "What about Alan Junior here? He was starting to show some signs of life a minute or so ago."


        "I know. But I'm hungry for actual food. We can have plenty of fun downstairs too, right?"


        "Meow!" She nodded at the same time to make sure he understood.

      



      
        CHAPTER 2


        As Katherine and Alan walked down the stairs hand in hand, both naked and un-showered, Katherine pointed out, "Now, of course, in the future, you'll be leading me downstairs on a leash. But unfortunately we don't have a single leash in the entire house!" Her face went from mock-anguish to smirky. "I am SO going to have to fix that, first thing after school!"


        "Now, wait a minute, Sis. Who said anything about leashes? No way am I going to lead you around on a leash."


        She paused at the bottom of the stairs and gave him a withering glare. "Shut the fuck up. You will, and that's final!"


        He was taken aback by her firm defiance, but then he laughed, and the laughter was infectious. "My, my! That's pretty impetuous for a supposed house pet and fuck toy!"


        She laughed too. "Hey, I warned you when you bought me at the human pet store that I could get uppity! Do you want to take me back?"


        He grinned and quickly pinched her nipples, which surprised her into arching her back and thrusting her breasts into his hands. "Of course not. I'll just have to put up with my crazy cat-sister. In fact, the more uppity you are, the better. That's the Kat I know and love. No leashes though, okay?"


        She cooed, rubbing herself against him. "You know, there is one good way humans can show their cat pets their appreciation without involving bestiality..." She turned a bit and presented her long mane of brown hair to him.


        He grumbled as he started to stroke her hair. "I have a feeling I'm never going to hear the end of cat metaphors. But that's the first and last time you mention bestiality, okay? That's just gross."


        "Yes, Master." She brightened. "Actually, you already were my master when I was human, but now that I'm a sex cat, too, you're like double my master! Is that too cool, or what?!"


        "Or what," he replied, both amused and chagrined. But then he stopped walking, just outside the kitchen, and became more serious. Still caressing her hair, he leaned forward and whispered in her ear, "Sis, Kat, you know, this whole thing about calling me 'Master' and treating me that way, I don't-"


        She cut him off. "Hey, Bro. Hold on. Maybe I've never made myself clear on this. I just told you to 'shut the fuck up.' I'm not like some complete slave type, like say, Brenda. I'm proudly uppity. But this is my fantasy, so let me run with it, and play along with me, please? Just like having a harem is one of your fantasies, and we're all happy to feed it and play along with it 'cos we all get off on it so much. I am NOT going to change into someone else, so quit worrying about me. Okay?"


        He smiled widely. "Okay. I like that... Kat." He kissed her on the ear. He felt a whole lot better. He whispered because his mouth was still next to her ear, "So you don't REALLY think I'm your master, do you? This is all just a game for you. A role-play, just like pretending to be a cat. I was starting to believe all the hype!"


        "Rrrr! Now, I didn't say that, either." She winked, smiled, and grabbed his ass with one hand for a quick squeeze before resuming her walk towards the breakfast table. "Let's go see what Mom has cooked up."


        "Okay." He was confused again about his sister's attitude, but nonetheless he felt better about things than he had before. He walked into view of the kitchen, still stroking his sister's hair as he strode along.


        Alan's heart leapt into his throat as he took a good look at his mother standing in front of the kitchen sink. Rather unexpectedly, Susan was wearing a yellow long sleeved sweater that completely covered up her upper torso. But that was all she wore (except for high heels, naturally). The unusually thorough concealment of her top caused his eyes to focus on her stark naked butt even more so than usual.


        He felt his dick suddenly harden and even twitch with unexpectedly strong excitement at seeing his mother dressed like a typical housewife, but only from the waist up.


        As if that wasn't arousing enough, her ass was wiggling back and forth in time to "Venus" by Shocking Blue (he didn't realize it, but it was one of the songs on her "Sex Slave Mix" CD). He felt a powerful urge to simply walk over and fondle his mother's flawless, firm, and deliciously sexy buns before spreading them wide with his hands and taking her doggy style.
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        Susan turned around, exposing her luxuriously thick bush to him, which made him gasp a second time.


        No matter how many times he saw her naked, or even just partially naked, the thrill never wore off. WOW! Fuckin' A! I have the hottest mom in the world! He looked back to Katherine and smiled. And a pretty damn amazing sister too! However, his dick was still recovering from the activity upstairs, so it failed to become erect.


        Susan picked up the bowl of oatmeal she'd just made and walked to the dining room table, asking, "Now, what's all this talk about cats I just overheard?" She didn't react in any obvious way to the fact that both her children were stark naked, nor did she seem to notice her own partial nudity.


        Katherine struck a catty pose, with a "paw" out in front of her. "Mom, Kat. I'm a cat. A sex cat! Brother owns me. I'm his pet!"


        "Good grief," Susan said in a motherly chiding voice, though it was mostly an act. She walked into the dining room, carrying a tray of food. "As if I don't already have trouble getting my son's cock inside of me often enough as it is. Now it's just going to be that much tougher!" She mock-sighed.


        "Yep!" Katherine responded happily. "Or I should say: meow! And just wait until tonight, when I'll be wearing my collar and leash!" She turned to Alan as she sat down, and said with a firm stare, "Brother, you WILL use the leash and that's final. It means a lot to me."


        He found himself pleased that again she was issuing an ultimatum. It helped reinforce his belief that whatever Katherine's personal concept of subservience was, it was nothing like Brenda's. He considered that a good thing.


        Susan struck a sexy pose with a hand on her hip, drawing attention to her pussy. Trying to sound like a concerned mother, she said, "Tiger, if Angel really wants to be collared and leashed, you probably should help her with that. It obviously means a lot to her. And while it may seem strange for you to have your own sister as your naked and leashed sex pet, ready to serve and suck and fuck on your orders, maybe it wouldn't seem so strange if you collar and leash BOTH of us at the same time."


        He was amused by that too. Oh geez, Mom is into it too. I should have figured. "And you would agree to this as a favor to Sis. Not because you want it too."


        "Well, I might want it a little," she conceded, looking a bit abashed. "You know I don't ask for much... Oh, and on a completely different note, you know what this house is lacking? A dungeon! Don't you think? With lots of chains, and manacles."


        She turned around and bent way over, making sure her son got a great view of her bare ass cheeks. "Oh, and what do you call those special kind of seats where you can bend over your naked and bound body and stick your ass way up in the air so your son can spank you really hard?"


        "I don't know," Katherine replied, "but we should definitely have a couple of those in our dungeon!"


        Alan just rolled his eyes. He certainly didn't want a dungeon. He asked his mother, "And what would happen the next time one of your many relatives comes to visit? How would we explain the dungeon away?"


        "Hmmm. That could be a problem," Susan conceded.


        He said, "Just so there's no doubt, I'm putting my foot down. No leashes, and no dungeons! I love both of you too much to treat you like that."


        But Katherine wasn't dissuaded, and she excitedly added, "Hey Mom, guess what else? Big Trombone Brother raped me!"


        Alan nearly choked upon hearing that. But then, again with chagrin, he realized she was merely eager to tell Susan about her morning fucking and didn't mean anything negative by the word "rape." In fact, just the opposite.


        Standing back up, Susan beamed happily at her two children. "Tiger, you didn't! That's so sweet. Why, just yesterday Angel was telling me how much she was looking forward to a good raping."


        Alan reeled. He looked up at Susan, now towering over him with her breasts sloshing around and crashing into each other inside her sweater, and he reeled even more. In an attempt to bring things down to reality, he pointed out, "Mom, do you understand what that word means? You can't be raped unless it's against your will."


        She stood even closer until her pussy was nearly in his face, and said saucily, "Is that a threat or a promise?"


        "What?! Neither." While his mind boggled, his dick lurched with excitement and began to engorge rapidly.


        Susan and Katherine had a good laugh at the stunned look on his face.


        Then Katherine said, "Mom, I like your outfit." She made quote marks in the air as she said "outfit." "It kind of reminds me of that song 'I Want Candy.' You know the lyrics? 'Candy on the beach there's nothing better. But I like candy when it's wrapped in a sweater.'"


        Susan didn't know that song since she'd never been into rock and roll until her recent sexual awakening opened her mind to new things in general. But she played right along. "Oooh, I like that. Tiger, do you want to play with my... candy?" She pulled her arms behind her back, thrust her chest forward, and rolled her shoulders, causing her breasts to fly around in circles and crash into each other under her sweater.


        By this point Alan's dick was fully hard and throbbing. But it was still feeling a bit sore from his long workout with Katherine, so he kept it covered with his hands. As his eyes went round and round with the motions of her swirling tits, he said, "Mom, we need to expand your sexual lingo. Right now, what you're showing off is sometimes known as 'sweater meat.'"
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        Susan flashed a brilliant smile upon hearing that. "Sweater meat. I like! It's so demeaning. It really puts me in my place!" Without warning, she suddenly pulled her sweater up to her collar bone area, allowing her ripe and round breasts to bounce free.


        Katherine said, "Sheesh, Mom, you look so psyched to be baring your boobs that it practically looks like you're having an orgasm." She paused, then added with chagrin, "Wait. Don't tell me you just had an orgasm."


        "Well, not quite," Susan sheepishly admitted. Then she added excitedly, "But almost! If only my Tiger would touch my clit, I'd explode in hot lust like a volcano! ... I mean, how could I not? What's more important to a big-titted, cocksucking, son-fucking mommy than showing off all her bouncy milky sweater meat to her studly son?! It's what I live for!"


        "Well, yeah," Katherine conceded. "We've kinda noticed that. But even that's not actually orgasm inducing, is it?"


        "No," Susan grudgingly agreed. "But when Tiger sees my big udders swaying free, I know that's almost always just the beginning of the fun. He's so insatiable! I know that before long, his hands are gonna be pulling on my erect nipples, and his fingers will be thrusting in my hot pussy, and then his cock will be sliding down my hungry throat as he relentlessly uses and CONTROLS my busty body! Then he'll squirt a big yummy load down my throat, but he'll just be warming up, because soon he'll be POUNDING my pussy! Pounding, pounding, hard! My CUNT! His cunt, actually, because my entire body belongs to him, for my master to use to satisfy his every lustful desire!"


        Susan was hefting her breasts up, obviously ready to continue talking in that enthusiastic vein for quite a bit longer.


        But Katherine said, "Whoa, Mom! Calm down, there! You're getting us all too excited. Take your hands off your tits this instant!"


        "Yes, Angel," she replied, panting while she bowed her head submissively.


        But as no one else was saying anything, she added after a while, "My point was, I guess it's a Pavlovian thing." The excitement started to return to her voice. "Just baring my tits makes me so hot! My pussy starts to get all juicy because I know that before long my studly son will be USING and ABUSING me whether I like it or not, because I'm one of his many flesh-and-blood sex toys!"


        Seeing Katherine looking at her askance, Susan bowed her head again. "Sorry. I'll be good." Her hands had drifted back up to the undersides of her breasts, but she pulled her hands behind her back again as well.


        Alan just gawked. The whole situation floored him and left him feeling a bit dizzy. Seeing his mother standing stiffy with her hands behind her back and her chest thrust out as if ready to receive orders wasn't exactly helping his boner get flaccid. He needed to get his eyes and his mind away from his mother's luscious and tempting huge tits or he would lose control before his dick was fully recovered and ready for more action.


        He looked Susan over from top to bottom and pretended a greatly exaggerated shock. "Mother! You've forgotten to wear your pants or skirt. Again!" He figured some playful joking would at least shift the focus of attention for a while and lighten the mood.


        Susan grinned and played along. "I did?" She looked down with mock dismay. "Oh, I did! Goodness me! And I forgot my panties, too! Oopsies. And what happened to my titties?" She acted like she was trying to pull her sweater back down, but if anything only pulled it higher up.


        Alan liked that response. He chided in a fatherly voice, "Mom, there you go again. It looks like us kids are going to have to punish you. Again!" He said this in a tired and irritated voice, as if he was all put out by her failure to wear anything below her waist.


        Susan put her pinky in the corner of her mouth and looked shy and pouty. "Mommy's been bad. What is her well-hung son going to do with her now?" Then, dropping the pretense, she blurted out, "God, I just love these role reversals!"


        Mocking her former prudish self, she said with exaggerated distress, "It's so improper! Maybe it's time to show me all about what you mean about raping your own mother! Maybe Mommy needs a good raping! In my ASS!"

      



      
        CHAPTER 3


        But Katherine resented Susan getting all the attention, and she couldn't stay quiet any longer about it. She also was quite aroused by her mother's voluptuous body and wanted to play with it. Everyone laughed at Susan's antics, but before Alan could respond to them, his sexy sister stood up and said, "Oh, by the way, Mom, I almost forgot. Kat's got your cream!"


        Alan and Susan both tried to figure out what she meant by that. Then their eyes were drawn to Katherine's hand movements around her groin.


        As Katherine pulled her hand away from her pussy lips, a great quantity of cum began dripping out of them and rolled down her thighs. Her thighs were already a bit wet with her brother's cum as well as her own, but now the fresh flow created quite the copious cream pie.


        Alan belatedly realized that Katherine must have been pinching her pussy lips closed more or less ever since they'd finished fucking, all in an attempt to present this spectacle to Susan. He guessed that more than a little bit of her motivation was so she could use the "Kat's got your cream" line. He chuckled at her sense of humor, not to mention her dedication.


        Susan, though, exhibited a profoundly different reaction. She acted as if some kind of post-hypnotic suggestion had been triggered and she'd lost all free will. With a glazed look in her eyes, she shucked off her sweater the rest of the way and fell to her knees in front of her daughter. She lurched forward, hungry to get at the cream pie treat, causing Katherine to fall back into her chair.
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        Then Susan attacked her own daughter with her lips and tongue, ravenously sucking, searching and probing for any and every bit of Alan's cum trapped on and between her daughter's thighs.


        Katherine lay back and enjoyed the tongue lashing, gasping and wiggling with joy.


        For once, Alan wasn't the center of attention. But he didn't mind since his dick still needed some time to recover from its earlier soreness. So he ate his bowl of cereal relatively undisturbed and simply enjoyed the show, stiff boner and all.


        At one point he commented out loud, though he wasn't sure if anyone else heard him, "You know, we're not exactly like normal families, are we? Can you imagine ever having a normal, non-sexual morning again?"


        The question was mostly rhetorical, but to his surprise, Susan blurted out a defiant, "No!" and then dove her tongue back between her daughter's pussy lips.


        Still mostly talking to himself, he said, "I'm constantly amazed at what we do every day. Constantly amazed. I suppose I shouldn't be so amazed though, given the way you two look. I mean, both of you were born porn stars. You have porn star bodies. It makes sense that you both have an insatiable desire for sex."


        Susan hurriedly blurted again, "Big Tits Theory!" She then resumed her hungry licking. She made her usual "mmmm!" sounds, like a kidnap victim urgent trying to talk through a gag.


        Katherine had both of her hands on her mother's head and was seemingly trying to shove Susan's entire head up into her pussy.


        Alan laughed. "Yep. The infamous 'Big Tits Theory.' But I don't know. I think there's more to it than that." After he said this, he thought, Wait, don't tell me I'm starting to believe that crazy theory too! No, I guess I don't, but I sure do love the idea behind it.


        Now it was Katherine's turn to give a gasping response. "Sex cow mommy! She can really lick!" Seeing Alan's cock looking hard and tasty, thanks to the terrific show right in front of him (Katherine had thoughtfully pushed her chair away from the table to give Susan better access), she reached out and began stroking her brother's turgid member.


        "That brings a whole new meaning to the phrase 'Lickety split!,' now doesn't it, Kat?" Alan asked. His dick was still a little bit sore, but he decided he was ready for some stimulation.
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        "Meow!" Katherine gave her brother an appreciative squeeze and continued fondling his privates while Susan kept busy in hers.


        The fact that Alan was starting to be jacked off hardly even registered in his brain as something worth thinking about. To him it was becoming a given that if his dick was hard and ready, some nearby sexy vixen would take care of it. But although he didn't think about his sister's boldness, he certainly did revel in the fantastic feelings her fingers gave him.


        Instead, he mused with amusement, Between my cat sister and my cow mother, this house is turning into a friggin' zoo!


        He took another look around, then focused on Susan's body. Dang, look at Mom's swaying ass there. Those two holes DO need some filling. But I should save myself. I have that whole Inner Bitch Training thing with Heather to take care of before school even begins. Ah, the typical travails of your average high school harem owner. Heh!


        Seriously, if I'd ever thought back in August that someday I'd turn down the chance to fuck my mom doggy-style or in the ass while she was licking my cum out of my sister's pussy, because I had the responsibility of filling Heather's ass at school... Well, obviously the whole idea is so outrageous that it never would have even entered my wildest fantasies. But here we are! Oh, and of course I forgot that Sis would be pumping my cock while I considered my options. And I didn't even mention Simone! I'll probably be shooting my cum in her, of all people, before the school bell rings.


        I'm still waiting for the other shoe to drop though. Isn't something cosmically out of balance for one guy to get so much pussy? I should knock on wood, because I have a bad feeling about today. Maybe today's when karma starts to kick my ass. He knocked on the wooden dining table.


        He finished eating his breakfast while Katherine described to him in breathless detail, blow by blow, just how good it felt to get eaten out by their mother, who showed no desire to stop what she was doing. Or at least, Katherine did her best to explain when she wasn't lost in the throes of orgasm.


        Alan had noticed the rock and roll music was playing rather loudly when he came downstairs, which he thought was unusual since he still didn't consider Susan much of a rocker. But as one song changed into another and Britney Spears' "I'm a Slave 4 U" started to play, he finally realized Susan was playing the submissive song mix CD Katherine had given her. He didn't make any comment about it, preferring to hear the sounds of sexy female moaning to talking.


        But then the song changed again, and the familiar xylophone riff of the Rolling Stones' "Under My Thumb" came on. Katherine took note. She got quite excited when she heard the lines: Under my thumb, it's a Siamese cat of a girl. / Under my thumb, she's the sweetest pet in the world.


        Katherine exclaimed, "Did you hear that, Mom? Big-diving-board Brother? Did you hear that?! That's so perfect! 'A Siamese cat of a girl.' That's me! Me! Mom, I'm Alan's fuck toy pet!"


        Susan commented, "I really like the line, 'The change has come, she's under my thumb.' I noticed that right away. It gets me SO HOT! They're talking about taming! Even the line 'It's down to me' gets me hot 'cos it makes me think about getting down on my knees to suck cock!"


        Katherine giggled. "Mom, you and sucking cock. I swear." She rolled her eyes.


        Alan was going to say something about how he was offended by the words of the song and the way it demeaned women, but then he thought better of it. Mick Jagger is obviously not in love with the woman in the song; he's just pushing her around and using her. But Sis and I are very much in love, so it's a totally different thing. She's trying to show the depth of her love with this submissiveness thing, and show how much she trusts me, like some kind of "trust fall" exercise. It's a fantasy fulfillment for her, too. But if some Mick Jagger-like guy ever tried to dominate her, she'd probably rip his arms off.


        I just have to understand her mindset better and not let these kinds of role-plays go to my head. This whole submissiveness thing she and Mom share is finally starting to make sense. Now, if I could only understand Brenda, then I'd really be getting somewhere!

      



      
        CHAPTER 4


        Finally, mother and daughter ran out of energy. Susan stopped her licking and remained seated on the floor. Katherine sat up straight and began eating her breakfast. Or at least she did once her hands stopped shaking enough to hold and use a spoon.


        As Alan sat there, watching his mother's huge breasts heaving up and down and jiggling while she regained her composure, he marveled, Damn! Just look at their fullness and beauty, not to mention Mom's stunning beauty overall. Ya know, it's funny. With some things you get used to them after a while and they lose some of their magic. But Mom's rack knocks me over every single time, almost like I'm seeing them uncovered for the very first time.


        Her delightfully swaying globes reminded him about her breast-feeding. He was going to ask her something like, "Hey, Mom, how's the breast-feeding coming? Is the flow starting to pick up?" But then he thought, Hey, that's the timid Alan talking. In a house of such female bounty, why should I ask? I should just take!


        So he said, "Mom, even though I'm done with my eggs here, I could use another glass of milk, please."


        "Sure, Son." She smiled at his use of the word 'please.' Then she stood up on wobbly knees and looked to the kitchen.


        But Alan said, "I'm not talking about that kind of milk." His intent gaze right at her exposed boobs, still bouncing from her standing up, made his meaning clear.


        "Oh!" She said, surprised.


        To his delight, she actually blushed in embarrassment. He was tickled pink that even after so much sexual activity, such a minor thing could still make her blush. Despite her newly discovered nymphomaniacal tendencies, she kept a core of innocence and purity, which made all her depraved sex that much more arousing for everyone involved.


        But while Susan might still get embarrassed, she certainly never lacked sexual enthusiasm. She spun around on her high heels and sat down on her son's lap. She would have impaled herself on his erection as she sat, but he'd tucked it between his legs to prevent that from happening, since he wanted to save his hardness for Heather and Simone when he got to school.
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        "Tiger!" Susan cooed. "What a great idea! I'm so horny, I could honk!" She sat down with her back to her son, and then pulled his hands up to her breasts for him so he could fondle and squeeze them.


        She added, "Son, nothing makes me happier than giving my milk to you. Nothing!" She frowned. "Actually, that's not true. I would be in heaven squirting milk into your mouth as your rock-hard cock squirted hot cum into my pulsing, squeezy cunt, but where did that big mommy-splitter go? Today IS Tuesday, you know!"


        "Sorry, Mom. It's gone into hiding. It needs a little rest." That was true enough. Even though Katherine had been stroking it for a little while, he still wasn't ready for any serious action.


        "Oh, poo," Susan pouted, but her disappointment quickly faded as she got a new idea: she got up and turned around so she was face to face with her son. She screamed with delight when he did as she'd hoped and dropped his face down into her abundant chest.


        She concentrated on the joys of having her son suckle on one nipple and fondle the other one. Again, her face turned to one of pure contentment as he took possession of her breasts. Thank you, Lord. Life is very simple and blessed now. If my children are happy, I'm happy. In particular, if Tiger's cock is being taken care of, then all is right in the world. And if the joy of sucking and stroking his cock isn't enough, when he touches me... Oh! The things he does to me! And, Lord, when he's doing something like playing with my big tits while I suck him off... it's too much! Shivers all over!


        Recalling how great the combination of tits and dick was, she reached between his legs and fished around for where he'd "hidden" his erection. She pulled it to a more accessible spot between his thighs and wrapped her fingers around it. But, knowing that she was pushing her luck, she forced herself to do nothing more than hold it.


        Alan showed no reaction to that, and in fact he hardly noticed, because such touching had become commonplace and his thoughts were elsewhere. It's times like this when I find myself spinning out of control. That's the "Bad Alan!" Like my thought a minute ago: "I should just take." I have to fight that urge and not be selfish. This perfect world is too good to ruin, but it's soooo easy to let myself go and be an ass. I can literally feel the surges of power flowing through me, the urge to dominate and humiliate. I have to fight that, even though Mom and Sis get turned on by it. Bad Alan can't be allowed to take total control. My mother is not Heather. Mom needs to be treated like the divine goddess she is! I don't deserve her, or my sister's, trust and love if I abuse it.


        He sucked and suckled, and was soon rewarded with some dribbles of mother's milk. He was surprised just how much was coming out - it seemed that her flow doubled daily. But it was almost too exciting for him. He could easily envision getting lost in the joys of sucking and fucking, with milk and cum splashing everywhere. The fact that Susan's hand had gone from just holding his boner to actively stroking it increased his arousal, of course, but it also increased his worry that he might lose control of the situation.


        Furthermore, he was aware that he had things to do and places to go. So, after only a few minutes, he abruptly pulled away, forcing Susan to let go of his cock and get off his lap so he could stand up.


        "What is it, baby?" she asked, unhappy. "You were just getting started. Mommy's tits need your attention." She cupped her hefty boobs in her hands and lifted them in offering to him. "And then Mommy wants to suck on her cutie Tiger's fat cock all morning long."


        Katherine grumbled, "Mom, seriously, what's with you and cocksucking? I mean, I love it too. I love the feeling of Alan's thick schlong sliding through my lips. But it's just one of many great sex acts, not the end all be all."


        "I know, Angel. I'm sure I probably get more pleasure out of a pussy fuck. And an assfuck is great too. And who can forget titfucks? Or getting spanked? Heck, it's all good. But somehow, sitting naked on my knees, with my big son towering over me and his thickness practically making me gag as I struggle to fit it into my mouth, somehow that makes me feel extra special." Even as she said that, she stared up longingly at his exposed and slightly bobbing hard-on.


        Her eyes glassed over slightly. "Mmmm... Just look at it, Angel. Isn't that delicious? But more than that, it gives me such a deep sense of contentment. Like... like... this is where I belong. This is... my purpose, even."


        She stared off into space dreamily. "To be fucked in the face and then have Tiger squirt his creamy sperm all over me... it's just so... right. I feel completely at peace. I don't want my pussy fucked every single minute of the day. It's too intense. And assfucking is even more intense. But I do want to lick and suck on my son's fat fuckstick every single minute of the day, fast or slow, deep or shallow, pounding hard or gentle, or even just holding it in my mouth. What can I say? It's... bliss."


        Indeed, her face was blissful if not downright angelic, showing that she wasn't exaggerating in the slightest.


        Katherine felt jealous. She admitted, "Wow, that's pretty cool. I mean, I love it too, but I wish I could feel THAT strongly about it."


        After hearing his mother describe the depths of her blowjob passion, Alan was extremely tempted to blow off his planned meeting at school and just fuck her face for an hour or so. But he knew Heather was not to be trifled with. If he blew off a meeting, she'd be seriously pissed. So he said, "Sorry. I wish I could stay, but I have to go to school extra early. I have some things that absolutely HAVE to be taken care of. It's all part of my plan to defeat the football players."


        "Oh. Are they still bothering you?"


        "Well, nothing happened yesterday, but I still get a bad vibe. A lot of people are shooting evil looks at me. My growing reputation as some kind of alleged sex stud is causing a lot of jealousy and resentment." That was all true, but he purposely failed to mention Heather, since he didn't want Susan to think that he was leaving her to be with the head cheerleader instead (and on a Tuesday no less!).


        Susan was still in a dreamy and distant mode. "I love the sound of that: 'my growing reputation as some kind of sex stud.' That's my boy!" She deliberately left out the "alleged."


        He turned to his sister. "Kat, can you take over and give Mom the rest of the suckling that she so richly needs and deserves? She needs to be drained regularly if we're ever going to have mommy's milk flowing out of her like geysers."


        "Meow," Katherine replied happily, licking her lips.


        But Susan interrupted. "Tiger, hold on. It's practically hours and hours until school starts. I got up extra early so we could have more sexy fun time before you all had to go. Ten more minutes. We need a little more sex stud around here, too. Play with my body for just ten more minutes, okay? And your cock is so hard and needy! Whatever you're doing, wouldn't you enjoy it more if Angel and I give you a nice long double blowjob first?"


        Alan looked into his mother's pleading eyes and felt himself waver slightly, but then he hardened his resolve. "Sorry. School starts in forty-five minutes from now, not in 'hours and hours'. I've got something that'll take a good half an hour to do, so I really have to run. You don't want me to get beaten up again, and have another black eye, do you?"


        "Of course not..." She replied, but very reluctantly. Her sexual desire was strong, but she could hardly hold him up from departing early when he put it that way.


        So Alan took one of the shortest showers he'd ever had, grabbed a big selection of dildos from the underwear cabinet, and put them in his backpack.


        A still very naked Susan met him as he headed to the garage to get his bicycle.


        Seeing her saunter up to him wearing nothing but a "come hither" look and sexy red high heels, he was sorely tempted yet again to let Heather and Simone wait for another day. But his willpower held.


        He said, "I promise we'll have lots of fun when I get back home from school."
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        "Show me what you mean, baby," Susan's lips were on his even before she finished saying the word "baby." Their electrifying tongue duel seemed to go on forever. She had become an excellent kisser since her sexual awakening, and her ardent and loving efforts literally made her son weak in the knees.


        He had to clutch her all over to stop from falling, and that just caused her to respond in kind. One of her hands snuck down into his shorts and her index finger rapidly found his anus.


        Alan was so surprised that he staggered backwards into a wall, while Susan continued to cling to him as if her life depended on it.


        "Let's fuck!" she gasped as she stroked his stiff rod inside his shorts. "I love you so much! Show me your love! Show me... show me everything!" Her eyes were wild with desire.


        He somehow managed to disengage. He lightly bit and kissed her ear as he pulled away, which helped mollify her a bit.


        "School, Mom! I've got to go! Really!" He pulled his shorts back up, since she'd just managed to pull them down a bit.


        She folded her arms under her wobbly orbs, an act she loved to perform because it caused them to push out and appear even bigger than they already were. "School? Tiger, from the way things are going your way lately, I'll bet you're off to screw some hot teenage pussy before class starts."


        He grinned with a mixture of guilt and pride while moving further away from her. "You got me. But it's a strategic fuck that'll help me in my battle against the football team in the long run. Honest!"


        Susan grasped her breasts with both hands. "God! So HOT! That makes me so jealous yet so fucking insanely horny! My son is an insatiable sex stud! Hurry back home! Hurry! Be a good motherfucker and fuck your mother good when you get back!"


        "I will!" He looked at Susan frantically mauling her own bare breasts and felt his resolve to leave nearly fail. My mother is so smoking hot, such a creature of pure lust, that it's insane! Damn, how I love her! He ran the rest of the way to his bicycle and made his getaway before his willpower faltered any further.


        As Susan watched her son pedal away, an unusually firm determination began to take hold of her. Today. Tuesday. My son WILL fulfill my fantasy. Not only that, but I expect to hear some good news about my impending divorce. If all goes well, we're going to have a lot to celebrate when he gets home. I can hardly wait!

      



      
        CHAPTER 5


        Alan hurried to school. Once he locked his bike up, he bee-lined directly to the theater room.


        He found Heather and Simone waiting by the door. Once again, Heather had the key to the room on her, but frustratingly she couldn't use it as she didn't want Alan to know she had the key. That really, really annoyed her and put her in a grumpy mood. Additionally, Alan hadn't fucked her ass since Thursday. She felt that if it wasn't going to happen that day, she was going to lose her mind.


        "Took you long enough," Heather complained as Alan came up. "We've been waiting ten minutes."


        "Good morning to you too, Heather." He noted that she was wearing a light blue top that showed off most of her stomach but was otherwise conservatively cut by Heather's usual standards. But she mostly made up for it with incredibly short and tight black leather shorts. He wondered if the school administration would allow her to dress like that.


        He turned and said, "And to you, Simone."


        Simone nodded back in a friendly way.


        He smiled at Simone and regarded her. She was wearing tight blue jeans and a white top that also exposed most of her stomach, but overall her outfit was restrained compared to Heather's shorts. He turned again and frowned at Heather. "And by the way, where's my 'sir'?"


        "But we're outside!" Heather replied, surprised. Very belatedly and reluctantly, she added, "Sir."


        Alan didn't point out that there was no one anywhere near, but rather, said, "I told you you'll call me 'sir' anywhere, anytime. That wasn't just pretend." He unlocked and opened the door as he said this.


        "Wait!" Heather said anxiously, thinking through the implications. "What if we're at the cafeteria with everybody around? I can't just say 'Sir' to you! Um, Sir."


        "You can."


        "But-"


        "Yes, it will be embarrassing for you," Alan said evenly. "If you've got a problem with that, then leave now." He acted like he was in complete charge, but inside he was afraid. He crossed his fingers behind his back, hoping that Heather was buying his "tough guy" act.


        Heather was tempted to leave, or at least tell him off, but that same tough guy act was suddenly making her quite horny. She felt her nipples harden as she imagined herself calling Alan "Sir" at the 'Blondie' table, where all her closest friends sat. She pictured them pointing and laughing. But in what was becoming a vivid daydream, she imagined that Alan was far from bothered by that. Instead, he pointed to a spot on the ground right in front of him and sneered at her, "Suck me off, bitch. Right here, right now."
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        There was a hush in the cafeteria as she stumbled out of her seat and fell to her knees. Then a murmur of disbelief arose as she started to lick...


        One of her 'Blondie' friends shouted, "Heather, what the hell is wrong with you?! You can't do that in a public place!"


        Heather panted while she feverishly licked, "But my Sir... Sir wants it... He needs it!"


        Back in the real world, Alan wondered why Heather had her eyes closed and a silly grin on her face. "I thought not," he said to her in reality, startling her out of her fantasy.


        Her grumpy mood was long gone and she was suddenly quite horny, thanks to the "sir" rule as well as her fantasy.


        Alan looked around the room, and said, "Now, let's get started. I can see we're a bit short of half an hour, so I'll dive right in. Why don't you two get a little comfortable? Meaning, take your clothes off. You don't mind, do you, Simone?"


        "Why should I mind? You and I have already fucked," Simone pointed out, giving him a sexy wink and licking her lips as she started to undress.


        "Good. Then hopefully you won't mind sucking me off while I talk to Heather. After you strip, of course."


        Simone merely smiled and licked her lips even more suggestively.


        Heather's eyes went wide and her usual cool demeanor completely crumbled. Jesus H. Christ, I WANT him! Her pussy was rapidly lubricating as she struggled to hide the signs of her arousal. Using her great willpower, she forced her superior and smug smile to return to her face.


        Alan continued, "Now. Heather. I'm going to give you a choice. I'm going to lay out what this Inner Bitch Training of yours is all about and you can either agree to the full program or say no. If you say yes, then I expect no defiance and Simone and I will punish any failure on your part. If you say no, then I'm going to simply walk away and wish you well in life. Maybe I'll fuck you from time to time if I feel like it, maybe not, but I'll certainly wash my hands of any effort to reform your character. Do you understand?"


        "Of course. I'm not some clueless dipshit. And I'm listening." Heather was struggling to get out of her outrageously tighter-than-tight short shorts as she said this, but she still somehow managed to look haughty and defiant as she did so.


        "All right. I've been giving this some thought. Believe it or not, Heather, I actually do care about you in some weird way, and I honestly want to see you change for the better. This is not just some elaborate ruse to have a lot of anal sex with you. You know full well that you'll already give me your ass, and gladly, any time I want it. Won't you?"


        Heather didn't verbally answer, but she blushed a bit and averted her eyes.


        Alan couldn't recall ever seeing Heather blush before. Normally she would have gone on the offensive and sneered or made some cutting insult to cover up her feelings. He considered it a hard won victory that she would permit herself to appear even that vulnerable in front of him. Plus, he was pleased to see just how beautiful Heather looked with a demure blush deepening her all-over tan.


        He continued, "Okay. The basics. We've discovered that you're practically a different person when your ass is filled, so here's what's going to happen. You'll come to school every single school day with your ass cleaned out, lubed up, and ready for stuffing. You'll be stuffed with a large dildo, though for you we're going to call it a Bitch Trainer. Imagine that with capital letters. Simone will usually be the one to load and unload your Bitch Trainers since I'm simply far too busy to do it myself, although I may check in on things from time to time. Simone will be given a copy of the key to this room because I'm not going to get here early every day just to let the two of you in. Simone, I can trust you with the key, can't I?"
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        Simone, now completely nude, straightened up and exuded composed confidence. "Yes. Absolutely."


        Alan openly admired Simone for a few moments. He thought, Dang, she's one sexy babe. Excellent! Even though I've fucked her, I've never really realized just how friggin' muscular she is. But then again I hear she's a star player on all the women's sports teams she plays on, so it figures. Since Heather's pretty buff herself, I wonder who would win in a cat fight. I wouldn't mind watching that!


        I think I've been underestimating my ebony vixen. I won't mind fucking her more often. I could praise her body to the high heavens, but now's not the time, since Heather won't take it too well.


        Simone, however, could see the way Alan was eyeing her as if truly seeing her for the first time, and she felt flush with unexpected feelings. She was far more impressed by the little she'd seen of Alan than she'd been by any of her own boyfriends. Sure, most of them were bigger or more handsome, but Alan was in a completely different league now that she knew how he handled himself in the bedroom and out of it.


        However, she'd seen how Heather had fallen in love with Alan, and all the problems that had resulted from that, and she vowed not to make the same mistake.


        Alan gestured for Simone to stand directly in front of him. Once she did so, he took one of Simone's hands, laced his fingers through hers, and brought the back of her hand up. Then he brushed his lips across her skin in a feather-light kiss.


        That made Simone's entire body shiver and tingle. It was exactly the sort of unconsciously casual tenderness that she'd so rarely gotten from any other boy she'd been with that made the gesture so moving for her.


        He said to her, "Good. We'll talk about that in private some more, later. By the way, feel free to start sucking at any time." He winked at her before releasing her hand.


        Simone slithered down to the floor. But instead of starting to suck on Alan's erection, she just held it and examined it, getting reacquainted with it. It was like she was trying to tickle it, the way she gently ran her fingertips up and down it.


        Alan liked that a lot, but he turned and spoke to Heather. "And you, I want your mouth free to talk, but I'm sure you can find some way to put your hot body to use. Entertain me."


        Heather thought, Fucking asshole! I would tell him just how and where he could go and fuck himself, except he got me too horny with all this 'Sir' talk, plus his instructions on how he's gonna control my ass. It fucking sucks that he knows he's got me, but he does!


        But dammit, nobody gets the best of a Morgan woman. I'm going to out-trick the trickster. Sure, I'll do just what he says, but I'll emphasize my ass, so he'll do what I want, and fuck me where I need it most! Ha, take THAT, "Sir!"


        That resolved, she spun her nude body around, since she wanted all the focus to be on her backside.
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        A few moments later, he looked over at Heather to see if she was ready to go yet. He was pleased to see that she was naked and posing to please him. He was surprised though that she was squatting with her back to him, knees splayed out widely and pulling her ass cheeks open, as if in anticipation of receiving his stiff erection in her favorite hole.


        He grinned and thought, That's my girl, teasing with her hot body at every opportunity. Looks like she's working extra hard to take my attention from Simone, too, no doubt in hopes that I'm gonna fuck her ass. This is gonna be fun. I love seeing two vixens compete for my attention.


        Since Simone hadn't started sucking him yet, he decided it wasn't too late to move to a better spot. He led both teen sexpots to an old couch in the back of the theater stage.


        Once he was seated on the couch and comfortable, he said to Simone in a slightly playful, over the top manner, "Dear lady, please, could you ever be so kind as to nibble on my knob a wee bit? I would be eternally grateful."


        Simone laughed at that as she dropped to her knees again. She leaned forward and started to lick. "Certainly, kind sir. It's my pleasure." She was speaking with the same over the top politeness, as if they were British royalty gathering for tea. It was all the more amusing for her to say that while licking her way around his cockhead.


        Alan then turned to Heather, who was standing with her back turned in front of him trying to strike a sexy and defiant pose that highlighted her ass. His voice changed, becoming harsh and dismissive. "And you. You think you're so hot, when you're just a filthy bitch. Get down on all fours like the she dog that you are, and use your tongue on whatever Simone lets you reach. Don't get in her way. Understood?"


        She thought, Wow, that's harsh, even for Alan! His words seemed to shoot through her like an arrow, going straight to her already wet and aroused pussy. "Yes, Sir."

      



      
        CHAPTER 6


        He could scarcely believe his eyes as Heather followed his instructions exactly. What made it all the hotter was how visibly upset she was in doing it, but it was as if she was unable to stop herself.


        He thought, Who would believe it? I can't really believe it myself, that the school's bombshell head cheerleader and her equally smokin' best friend are sharing my cock and following my every command! And to think what I just came from at home!


        Actually, generally speaking, I wouldn't be here if it wasn't for what's been happening at home. Dealing with all those hotties gives me the confidence to handle Heather. I CAN just walk away if she annoys me, and she knows it. That's what gives me my edge.


        Simone began taking Alan so deep with each pass that Heather didn't have any cock to work with. No doubt, this was a deliberate dig. Simone clearly had some resentment issues with Heather that she needed to work out.


        But right now Alan was the beneficiary. Simone was clearly giving the blowjob her all in an effort to outdo Heather. She was focusing most of her attention on Alan's frenulum, the super sensitive spot just below the cockhead, knowing that would get the most results. She also kept a hand on her clit to drive her arousal level through the roof, and her other hand stroked the base of his shaft.


        Since Heather was completely locked out, she focused on fondling and sucking his balls instead. This deeply shamed her. I can't believe I'm fuckin' sucking his balls! ME! I'm the goddamned Homecoming Queen! Or at least I will be. That fuckin' skank Donna thinks she's so great. Ha! Alan should be sucking my toes! I'm gonna give him a piece of my mind just as soon as... well, later. For one thing, I've gotta show Simone that she can't compete with me... If only I could have some of the tasty cock, I'd show her for sure! Grrr!


        I hope he appreciates what I'm doing here. It's not easy to cram all of one of these damn balls in my mouth and treat it gently. I could so easily pretend not to know what I'm doing and get too rough, ruining Simone's efforts. Both of them would fully deserve it, too! But acting like that isn't gonna get my ass fucked. Besides, I find this strangely appealing. Well, since I've got nothing better to do anyway...


        Alan smiled as familiar pleasurable sensations flowed out of his groin. "Now that I'm feeling comfy, let's talk. Heather, you will wear your Bitch Trainer the entire school day, except for cheerleading class. I assume you can't really do your cheerleading exercises and jump all over the place while wearing a great big Bitch Trainer up your butt, or I'd have you wear it then, too. Simone will have to quickly take it out between fifth and sixth periods. Simone, do you think you could find the time to do that before your own P. E. class?"


        Simone stopped cocksucking long enough to say, "Yes. Plus you know we have time to change into our gym clothes at the start of P. E., so we could use that time, too."


        Once she was done talking, she went back to cocksucking with a will. She was very nearly deep throating him as she stuffed a great deal of his erection in her mouth, but she didn't know how to get past her gag reflex. She choked and gagged as she struggled to get past it, until she finally decided it wasn't worth the struggle.


        Alan found himself strangely aroused by Simone's gagging sounds. He knew that wasn't PC, but it was hard not to get excited by the fact that she was trying so hard.


        If anything, Heather was even more aroused by those same gagging sounds. That should be ME choking on his fat cock! Some best friend you are, SLUT! Just wait until I get my chance: I won't stop until my nose is getting tickled by his little patch of pubic hair! Then you'll see what Morgan willpower can do!


        Alan waited a minute or so until Simone seemed to simmer down and go back to straight bobbing. Then he continued as if there hadn't been an obscene, loud gag-fest at all. "Good. Heather, YOU are not to take your Bitch Trainers out for any reason. But if some emergency forces you to take it out, go to Simone and have her do the unloading. Is that clear?"


        Heather had been working on sucking his other ball, but she disengaged to say, "Yes. Sir." She spoke in a resigned voice, as if responding to a teacher who'd just given her a long homework assignment. She felt bummed out, knowing that he was greatly increasing his hold over her with this new regimen, but her body wanted it too much for her to put up a protest. Suddenly, she could barely muster up the energy to properly lick his balls, much less suck on them.


        Alan detected Heather's reluctance. He grabbed her chin in a demanding grip and jerked her face up to look at him, even as Simone kept on with her rhythmic sucking. "I hope you mean that, because I'm quite serious. Simone has to change you even in emergencies because you are not allowed to see or touch your Bitch Trainers. You may be allowed to, one day, eventually, but that's a privilege you'll have to earn. I know you're going to get curious to see what goes in you, but consider it a test."


        He disdainfully let go of her chin and leaned back. "It's a test I know you will fail, because your willpower is weak. But keep in mind we'll always know what you've done, and punish you accordingly."


        "I will not fail!" Heather protested. "You're so wrong. You think you know me, but you don't. Sir." She then dropped her head back into his crotch and resumed licking his balls with new enthusiasm, as if to prove her sincerity.


        He chuckled inwardly. This reverse psychology stuff works like a charm on her. She's so smart in most ways, but she falls for that one every time.


        He winced from a surge of arousal, thanks to the combined oral efforts of the two girls. Steeling himself to speak, he said menacingly, "We'll see. If you screw up on this, or any other matter, you will be punished. I guarantee you that. The punishment may not happen immediately, but it WILL happen. Punishment can take any form. If you refuse punishment even once..."


        He paused, not for dramatic effect, but because he needed to recover his breath. Simone and Heather were trying to outdo each other, and he was the winner.


        Finally, he continued, "If you refuse, that's it. My attempt to help you will come to a complete and very final halt. This may seem like a power game to you at times, but I assure you that's not what it's about at all."


        He ran a hand through the hair on Heather's head, which was moving to a rhythmic licking and bobbing, just like Simone's. "This is about making you a better person, so if you cheat, you only cheat yourself. I know I sound like some kind of parent or teacher speaking a tired cliché when I say that, but it's completely true just the same."


        Meanwhile, Simone was thinking, This is great! I've never been all that big on cocksucking, but doing it while Alan totally puts Heather in her place is brilliant! I could suck like this all day. Too bad school's starting soon.


        Alan unexpectedly reached forward with his other hand and caressed Heather's cheek and jaw line.


        Heather was so surprised that she let the ball she'd been sucking on fall from her mouth and looked up into Alan's eyes as his fingertips tenderly brushed over her lips.


        "But on the other hand," he continued softly, "if you behave well, you may be rewarded. It's the classic carrot and stick method. Simple but effective."


        Simone said, "Or classic big dick and giant dildo, as the case may be." She couldn't resist making the joke, even though it meant she'd have to swallow his cockhead again, which was no easy task. She smirked, and then went back to her enthusiastic but gentle cocksucking. She'd given up on making deep passes for the moment, after her gagging fiasco, and was focusing on licking around and under the cockhead. She liked looking into Alan's eyes as she sucked.


        That was something he enjoyed since she was nearly the only one of his lovers to do that. Susan, for instance, almost never looked him in the eyes while cocksucking. To her, it was a very serious business that demanded her total concentration. Suzanne often kept her eyes closed or watched what the tip of her long tongue was doing.


        "Indeed," Alan seriously replied to Simone's jokey comment. "Rewards can take various forms, and will be solely up to me. But if you make a request, I might choose to reward you by granting that request."


        He paused, grimacing with pleasure at the double assault on his privates. Damn, that feels so good! He looked down at the blonde of Heather's hair and the dark brown of Simone's skin. It's like... racial harmony across my cock. He chuckled to himself. That is one sweet sight!


        After a long pause, he remembered where he'd left off. "For instance, maybe you don't like calling me 'sir'. You could earn the right not to use that word if you do well. Is that all understood?"
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        "Yes, Sir," Heather replied. Then she stuffed one of Alan's balls back into her mouth and pulled on it a bit.


        Simone smirked and might have said something else, but she was content to keep her mouth full of Alan's cock for the moment. However, hearing his increasingly labored breathing, she forced herself to go slower on sliding her lips up and down so he could keep talking.


        "Good," Alan replied to Heather. "Now, here's a key point. We've said that I own your ass, and that's certainly true in some respects, and I'm going to keep on acting like I own it. But it would be more accurate to say that you're only loaning it to me. Ugh! ... Not so much teeth, please."


        He was referring to something Simone just did, so she readjusted her technique.


        Truthfully, she wasn't that experienced at cocksucking, which helped explain how Alan could still talk at all. She was used to doing a little just to get her partner primed for a good fuck, and she wasn't experienced at focusing 100 percent on a prolonged blowjob like this. But the way Alan was treating Heather continued to thrill her, and that inspired her to do her very best with his cock.


        He continued to explain to Heather, "Ultimately, someday, we're going to go our separate ways and I'm going to find new asses to plow while you'll still be stuck with the one you've been born with. So YOU are ultimately responsible for your ass and what gets done to it. Don't go blaming your ass for what happens as if it has a mind of its ... oh! ... own, and don't you dare say you're a hostage to your slutty libido, no matter how true that might be... Good. More tongue... You have to take responsibility for your actions, not to mention learn some self-control. These are some of the things I'm trying to show you."


        Heather expressed her understanding by looking up into his eyes and nodding, while gently and delightfully tugging on one of his balls with her teeth.


        Alan groaned with delight, but quickly controlled himself and kept talking. "Now, it is true, that as at least the temporary owner of your ass, not to mention the rest of your body, I'm going to want to take advantage of you from time to time."


        Heather interrupted and asked him in a voice half mocking and half lusty, "I suppose you think that's your due for doing this? You're going to fuck me without asking like I'm some kind of 'spoils of war'? Sir?"


        Again, she spoke the "sir" with particular contempt, though her air of superiority was greatly undercut by the fact that she was sharing the task of sucking him off. Even as she said it, she couldn't stop licking around the base of his shaft.


        "Yes," Alan replied confidently. "I do, and I will. Call it spoils of conquest, if you will. But I'd fuck you whenever the mood strikes me even if I wasn't doing this."


        Heather found that answer so arousing that she couldn't help but moan. She could scarcely believe how recently she'd dismissed him as a mere nerd. But at the same time she genuinely looked and felt irate at his swaggering attitude.


        He saw her conflict, and goaded her, "Look at you now. Are you not my personal whore? Or I should say, merely one of my personal whores."


        Heather would have said something nasty in response except that his cutting words turned her on even more, and she expressed herself by throwing herself into sucking his scrotum even more than before.


        Simone snickered again. She couldn't help but pile on, and said, "Gee, Heather, you're not going to take that lying down, are you? ... Oh wait! You are. Lying face down with your legs spread. Hee-hee!" Then she moaned and took Alan's erection even deeper into her mouth, until she gagged a little. That forced her to back off some.


        Heather looked from her position at the base of Alan's shaft, up to Simone completely engulfing Alan's cockhead and then some, and gave her best friend a murderous glare.


        Both of them were too busy licking and sucking to verbally argue with each other, though. They were women in heat, completely lost to their lust. Neither of them had ever imagined that giving a blowjob could feel so good. It helped that both of them were fingering their own pussies at the same time.


        Alan just smiled at Simone's growing bravery and continued his speech to Heather. "You know about the S-Club by now, and I may have anyone who takes part in that fuck you, or have anyone else fuck you, for that matter, if it pleases me. If you agree to this program, your body becomes mine to use, abuse, or share in any way I wish, any time I wish, 24/7. I'll grudgingly admit your body is pretty damn hot, and if I want to enjoy it, I will." He reached out to stroke her hair and fondle her shivering breasts to help make his point.


        Heather turned and drew away a bit to show her resentment, but she didn't withdraw enough to actually remove her breasts from his reach, when she easily could have. The bastard! He thinks he owns my body! But she shivered with arousal as tingles of excitement ran up and down her spine. What if he's RIGHT?! Oh, God!


        That inspired her so much that she actually tried to push Simone out of the way so she could engulf all of Alan's cock. Unfortunately for her, Simone wasn't willing to give it up, and with her muscular, athletic body, she wasn't about to be pushed around either. Heather was reduced to licking just below Simone's sliding lips, waiting for Simone to pull off in order to make some joke or comment.


        Alan added a bit more defensively, "Just remember that Simone and I are actually doing you a favor here, and we deserve to get rewarded from time to time. Simone especially, since she'll be doing most of the grunt work. She'll be amply rewarded for her trouble."


        Simone raised her eyebrow with interest as she heard this. She would have helped out in every way possible merely in the hopes that her best friend Heather could really change for the better and become easier to get along with. Any rewards on top of that would be gravy.


        Alan went on, "But you know... Hey, slow down on the sucking for a sec, both of you. I need to think here."


        He paused and mentally counted to ten to bringing his raging urges under control. Then he continued as if there had been no pause at all, "But you know the two of us and you know we're not cruel or greedy. Everything that I will or will not allow to happen to you and your body will be in line with the goals of training your inner bitch. Is that clear?"


        "Yes, Sir." Heather tried to sound resentful, but instead her words came out full of lust, as if she'd said in a breathy voice, "Fuck me now!"


        An idea came to her. She briefly sucked on her index finger, getting it wet. Then she brought that hand down so it was wedged in between Alan's ass and the couch. Her finger fought its way up to his asshole and she began enthusiastically fingerfucking him there.


        As she slowly sawed her finger deeper and deeper into his ass, she thought, Ha! That'll get him going! He thinks he's so smug and superior, able to handle anything Simone and I can do with our mouths. Well, let's see how long he can last now without cumming!


        Hot damn! he thought. That feels so fucking INTENSE! But I will not give her the satisfaction of knowing she got me to cum too soon. I have to hold out! This is more than just a two on one sex session; this is a battle of wills! Thank God Simone isn't that practiced with her blowjobs, 'cos that finger up the ass trick is killing me!


        He closed his eyes and tried to think about anything but the intense pleasure coming from his groin and ass. I've gotta stay one step ahead of Heather. I noticed an obvious change in her attitude as soon as I started talking about using her body at will and sharing it with others. She clearly finds those ideas quite arousing, even while she just as clearly tries to deny it. I should take advantage of that somehow. You know, she actually has the potential to make quite an exceptional whore, given the right conditions. The idea of being pimped out seemed to be a huge turn-on for her. Not that I'd ever do that, but I can still "threaten" her with that.


        However, he felt like he was slowly losing the battle to stave off orgasm. He took some heavy breaths to calm down, and that helped. He upped his efforts to squeeze his PC muscle too.


        Unfortunately, he still had a little more to say. Plus, he wanted to make Heather think that she wasn't getting to him with her anal fingering. "Final point, Heather. This is not about 'breaking' you. As I said already, this is not a power game between you and me, no matter how much you might think it is." He started gasping wildly for air. "This is about ... ugh! Slow down for a sec, slow down! ... You too, Simone! UH!"


        Heather was feeling triumphant. A-ha! Got him! True, he's gonna cum into Simone's mouth, and that sucks for me, but at least he's gonna cum! Thanks to me! She wiggled her index finger even deeper into his ass until it was buried as far in as it could go.


        He sighed in pleasure as an ejaculation-free orgasm passed through him. He hadn't planned that, but he spontaneously took advantage of what Suzanne had taught him recently.

      



      
        CHAPTER 7


        His body relaxed, and he was relieved to discover that his dick was still erect and ready to go. He sighed happily, "Aaaahhh. That's better... Yeah."


        Simone was puzzled. She had been bracing herself for a cum blast, but it never arrived.


        Heather was both puzzled and annoyed. She pulled off his balls and licked up his long cock. Since Simone was still frozen in place with her lips near the tip, waiting for the cum eruption, Heather was able to lick all the way up to his sweet spot.


        That made her happy, and she tried to take full advantage while she could. She did her best to suck on it from the side, as if trying to make a hickey, while going wild with her tongue on it too.


        But she also was so frustrated that she almost wanted to cry. How is it that he didn't cum?! What the fuck?! He's still so gloriously hard! I love it, but I hate it too. He's never going to get to my ass at this rate. You know what? I think he can stay just as hard as he wants, for as long as he wants, and there's nothing we can do about it!


        Gaawwwd, that's hot! This is the best cock in school, hands down!
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        After about half a minute, Simone finally resumed sucking, forcing Heather further down his shaft. Neither of them were wiser as to what happened.


        Thinking it hadn't been so effective after all, Heather withdrew her finger from Alan's ass. He was secretly very relieved, because that had been way too effective.


        He resumed speaking in a much calmer voice, now that his orgasmic crisis had passed. He was even able to stop clenching his PC muscle. "This is about breaking the inner bitch in you, Heather, the bad parts of you, and leaving the good parts."


        Alan reached down to Heather's face again. He cupped her cheek in his palm and was surprised when she leaned into his caress and sighed in response, while still lapping up and down as much of his shaft as she could.


        He spoke tenderly, "It's just my gut feeling, but I seriously believe that there's a loving and wonderful Heather in there, somewhere, trying to get out. I don't think the bitchy Heather will ever fully go away, but in time, and with training and willpower... and a whole lot of ass stuffing... I think we can keep her mostly in check. So what's it going to be? Do you agree to everything I've said or not?"


        As she gently scraped a fingernail over his scrotum, she asked, hopefully, "If I agree and this part of me you like comes to the fore, does that mean you'll agree to be my boyfriend? If you want to keep Amy and all the rest, that's okay with me. I can live with that. But I'd want-"


        He reached way down and pinched her left nipple almost painfully to get her full attention. "Hold on! We're talking an extremely hypothetical situation when it comes to any boyfriend promises. Even then, it wouldn't be a normal relationship. I certainly wouldn't give up my other girls for you or anyone else. It just means you'd rank up there with Amy when it comes to doing things in public and at school. You weren't thinking otherwise, were you?"


        "I knew that," Heather said defensively, even though she hadn't realized that, and was crushed to hear it. Yet it didn't lessen her resolve to get that coveted official-girlfriend status. She went back to licking his balls while sliding her fingers up and down most of his shaft.


        He added, "Besides, we'd be talking far in the future, if that happens at all. Taming your inner bitch down to even moderate levels will take months at the very least. I know you. You're stubborn. You're probably already thinking of ways you can rebel and skirt the rules and that kind of thing even as I speak. Aren't you? ... Don't answer. I know you are."


        Actually, she wasn't. But that was only because she was too busy concentrating on his words while sucking on one of his balls. But he was right in the larger sense, because she knew that she'd have plenty of time later to plan out her schemes.


        He continued, "And that kind of determination to win is one of the things I like about you. It's just that it's so misguided most of the time. You rebel against anything and everything, like a bull charging blindly at any red cloth waved in the air. If you win by tricking me, you'll actually lose and defeat yourself. Think about it. But my point is, you have such a long way to go that there's no point in even talking about boyfriend and girlfriend for now."


        She longingly fondled the base of his stiff shaft, not minding the mixture of saliva and pre-cum there, not to mention the repeated passes of Simone's lips that sometimes caused Simone's face to bump into her hand. "But is it possible? Would I have any chance at all, if it was something I wanted? Not that I care... Sir."


        Her attempt to sound disinterested was pathetic; she simply wasn't used to being in this position and didn't know how to act. If she wanted something, she'd always gone right out and gotten it, especially when it came to men. Furthermore, she was confused and distracted by how much she was enjoying stimulating his balls and shaft.


        Alan humored her and resisted a chance to mock her. "Yes. I'll admit it's possible. But I'm not even going to think about just how wildly unlikely it is, until you show at least some desire to change yourself. Just tell me, yes, you'll obediently follow my training in every way, or no, you're a stubborn assed wench and an incurable bitch who wants to go her own way."


        She looked up into his face and smiled. "Well, if you put it that way... then yes." She tried to appear reluctant, as if she'd had to think it over, but in fact she considered the decision a no-brainer (and had since he'd broached the idea last week).


        In reference to the very first thing Alan said that morning, she thought, You had me at "Good morning to you too, Heather." She would have liked to say that out loud as a half-joke of sorts, except that she was too proud to reveal the part of the sentiment that obviously wasn't a joke. The truth was, she was practically panting at the idea of being filled all day and every day by a big anal dildo. Her sexual arousal had been slowly growing, more by anticipation of what was to come than the fact she was naked and fondling his balls and ass, although that was really great too. By now though, she was so hungry to experience the first day of her new life that she was ready to explode.

      



      
        CHAPTER 8


        Alan felt a bit weary at having to be "on" and domineering around Heather all the time. Though it always led to a lot of sensual pleasure, it was also mentally trying to put on a persona that wasn't really his. He longed to be back home in his mother's safe and warm arms, sucking on her pendulous breasts like a baby.


        He decided to focus on enjoying himself and have Simone do most of the work for a while. One plus about the relationship he'd established with Heather was that he could act a bit selfish and still be in character. So he said, "Simone, are you ready? It's time for us to begin, and I want you to take charge from the very start. After all, this will be your 'duty' from now on."


        "All right," Simone said. She'd been feeling a bit like a third wheel, even though she'd had the cocksucking to occupy her, and she was glad to take a more active role. She also was secretly relieved to end the cocksucking. It had been going on for so very long that it had become an ordeal for her. But she wasn't willing to stop, because she was getting a kick out of denying Heather the coveted top half of Alan's erection. Still, even that had lost its appeal, and she'd just been about to let Heather take over.


        She also not-so-secretly longed to lord over Heather for a change, since Heather had pushed her around for so many years, and her new duty would give her a chance to do that.


        Alan directed, "Heather, I want you to put your face back in my crotch, but don't start sucking my cock yet."


        "Awww," Heather pouted, and then she blushed as she realized she was supposed to hate blowjobs. She had a reputation to maintain, and it was embarrassing how obvious it was that she longed to feel his thickness between her lips.


        "You can lick it all you like, though."


        YESSS! All right! Victory! She immediately got busy, slurping all over the cockhead that she'd been denied for many long minutes.


        Alan grinned at her obvious enthusiasm. He waited a bit until he could handle her oral attentions. Even though she was focusing on his sweet spot for the most part, he decided he still didn't need to flex his PC muscle yet. That non-ejaculatory orgasm had done wonders for him.


        Then he continued, "Simone, get behind Heather's butt and stay there. Heather will NOT be turning around to see you or what you're doing for any reason. Check out the stuff I have in the bag at the bottom of my backpack. You'll also find a blindfold in there too. I want her blindfolded whenever you're handling her Bitch Trainers, at least until she earns the right to not have to wear one."
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        Simone quickly found the blindfold and tied it over Heather's eyes. Then she assumed her position behind her friend's ass, staring right into her pussy. This rocks! Just having a threesome with Alan would be fun enough on a physical level, but the words are soooo entertaining! He says all kinds of stuff to her that I could never say and still live. Literally!


        Heather normally would have complained about the blindfold, but she realized complaining would only delay the magical moment when her ass was stuffed, so she kept quiet. As the moments passed, however, she realized the blindfold could actually help her enjoy the upcoming anal sensations to their fullest by allowing her to focus more of her attention there.


        The "stuff" in the bag was the collection of dildos Alan had brought from home. In recent days, the dildo collection had somehow grown by leaps and bounds. It seemed as if all of Alan's family four had been developing private collections of their own in recent weeks (except for Suzanne, who'd had a sizable collection dating back many years already), but they had now all reached a point of comfortable familiarity where they'd started to share all their sex toys freely. So most of them were kept in the underwear cabinet by the front door. He had tried to grab the biggest dildos he could find, but there were surprisingly few big ones (Mr. Excitement tended to stay in Katherine's room). Apparently, none of his women at home were "size queens" and they preferred dildos the size of his penis, or just a little bit bigger.


        He hoped that the selection would prove suitable for Heather's needs, at least until he had a chance to buy some more.


        He watched as Simone pulled out one dildo and then another, and carefully examined each one. He suddenly leaned over and sprawled himself forward, resting his entire body on top of Heather's back as if she was a table. With his head directly over Heather's ass and his hands grabbing ahold of her ass cheeks to steady himself, he leaned forward still further, indicating he wanted to whisper something in Simone's ear.


        So Simone leaned forward too, and Alan whispered very quietly to her so Heather couldn't hear, "I'm thinking, we can't let on just how big the dildos are, or it'll ruin all the mystery for her. So never say 'What do you think about this ten-inch one?' or anything like that. But it's good to hype them in a general way to get her excited and imagining that they're bigger than they really are so as to keep her guessing."


        "Gotcha," Simone whispered back, deviously smiling at his cleverness.


        Alan remained sprawled over Heather, and Heather was surprisingly quiet about it (all of her attention was focused on what would soon be entering her, and she didn't want to spoil or delay the moment by complaining). He continued to lean out over her ass so he could have a view of all the anal action from mere inches away.


        With deliberate slowness, he pulled her muscular buttocks open to reveal her cleanly shaven, lubricated asshole. He could see just how excited Heather was by the way her anus puckered and pulsed in anticipation of what was coming.


        Simone finally picked out a dildo, the very smallest one that Alan had brought. In fact, it looked to be an anal dildo that he had grabbed by accident in his haste. Simone winked at him, and said for Heather's benefit, "Okay, I've got a big one for you. Are you ready, girlfriend?"


        Heather steeled herself as if she was about to experience something as intense as giving birth. She grunted, "Yes!"


        Simone slipped the small anal dildo into Heather's asshole. Like most anal dildos, it was wide on one end and tapered down to a point on the other. It wasn't meant to go in all the way, but instead it could be poked in and out like a penis. But Simone pushed it in as far as it could go, and then left it there.


        Heather grunted like Simone had shoved something truly massive up her ass. But then there was a pause.


        Alan wished he could have seen her face at that moment, because he knew her expression would be a priceless "Kodak Moment."


        Then Heather exploded. "What the FUCK?! You call THAT a dildo?! Toothpicks are bigger than that sorry ass thing! Is this some kind of cruel joke?!"


        Alan and Simone cackled gleefully.


        Then Alan said, "Sorry. We're just kidding around. Simone, please give her a real dildo."
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        Simone pulled that one out and quickly replaced it with something much more sizable.


        Alan wasn't a good guesser at sizes, but he figured the dildo was a tad longer and thicker than his eight-inch penis.


        Heather's bitchy grumblings dissolved into sexy moans as this new dildo was pushed into her. Although her ass had been filled by Alan's dick rather frequently lately, she had a strong and tight sphincter and her entrance hadn't loosened. So it was a struggle to get it in, even with lots of lubrication.


        But they persevered and finally all but the flanged base of the dildo disappeared inside her.


        She exulted, Payoff! I spent a fucking half hour at least sucking on his balls until I thought I couldn't move another muscle. But it was soooo worth it for this! It may not be his cock, but it's very nearly as good! Plus, he's letting me lick all of his cock now, and that's fuckin' glorious. Every inch of this cock is MINE! She lapped on his sweet spot happily, and then added, See? Morgan women always get what they want in the end! She chuckled to herself at her accidental double entendre.


        Alan made a mental note that he would need to buy special anal dildos with strings so they could be inserted all the way and still be easily pulled out.


        But once Simone and Alan got it in, Heather complained to both of them, "You call that big, Sir? I've had bigger. I thought you were going to put in something BIG! Fill me up with something serious, Sir!" By speaking so impetuously, her use of "Sir" turned into a mockery, and a challenge to Alan's authority.


        She went on, "And what's with that base that won't let me take it ALL?! I can't have that sticking out of me and ruining the curves of my perfect ass when I flaunt it while wearing my tightest shorts and my butt floss! Here! Take this reject back, Sir!"


        Then she grunted oddly, and right before Alan's and Simone's astonished eyes she pushed the offending dildo out of her asshole, hands free, with a speed they hardly thought possible.


        Alan knew from firsthand experience that Heather had some pretty powerful internal muscles, but he hadn't realized just how strong she was inside. It had taken actual work on Simone's part to get that big dildo into her, and now Heather was pushing it out as though it were no more than a roll of quarters, using only her rectal strength.


        Alan and Simone watched the dildo clatter onto the floor following its hasty exit from Heather's rear. The two of them then looked at each other with wonder, as if both were saying, "I didn't know a person could do that!" They were more than a little impressed with Heather's ass strength, but neither said anything out loud for fear of further inflating Heather's already massive ego.


        Alan was especially wowed, as he recalled how those same anal muscles had tightly squeezed his dick in the past. Even as Heather resumed licking his sweet spot, he got an extra erotic thrill contemplating his dick discovering more of her anal talents in the future.


        Alan and Simone returned their attention to the rest of the dildo collection with a sense of dismay. They both realized that it was doubtful they had anything bigger.


        But Alan nodded his head in such a way as to non-verbally say to Simone, "What the heck, let's try another one and see if she likes that any better."


        After just a brief silence, Heather complained, "Any day now. Sir." She wiggled her hips petulantly, and made another hickey-like sucking attempt on the side of his cock.


        Alan spoke to the still annoyed Heather. "We're working on it. Geez! In the meantime, make yourself useful and suck my dick back to full size and keep your lips around it. At the very least, that'll shut your bitchy mouth for a while." He was still on her back and her face was practically in his crotch. All he had to do was hold his cock out and feed it towards her mouth.


        "I don't know why I put up with you jokers," Heather mumbled. "And I highly resent all this cocksucking." But she couldn't disguise her eagerness to finally be given permission to not just lick, but suck, to her heart's content. She immediately engulfed his cockhead and got busy bobbing on it with gusto.


        The truth was, even though she was complaining, the dildo sizing was great fun for her, and even downright exciting. Plus, she tried to convince herself that she hated blowjobs, which was generally true since they weren't all about her pleasure, but with Alan it was different. His cock wasn't just a means to give her pleasure anymore, she was falling in love with it just as she was falling in love with Alan. When she had it throbbing with pleasure that made her feel very good, even if she wasn't feeling pleasure in return. She also loved the challenge of getting him to cum, and the reward she'd get when she succeeded. Just thinking about his hot seed spurting into the back of her mouth nearly made her climax.


        Alan shook his head with amusement as he felt all of the different tricks she was trying to do with her lips, tongue, and fingers, seemingly all at once. And she says she doesn't like blowjobs. Yeah, right! Can't she even hear how loudly she's slurping? It's true that she's not Mom good yet, but she's getting there.


        Rather than rebuke Heather's complaints and surly attitude directly, Alan decided to take a more subtle but satisfying approach. He watched while Simone held up the dripping dildo that had just been so unceremoniously ejected from Heather's ass, and watched as she held other dildos up to it and compared sizes until she found one that was slightly bigger but double ended.
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        Alan winked at Simone, and then said, "Oh my God! Not that one! Simone, that's a gag gift. A dildo like that can't actually fit inside a person for real, can it?"


        Simone looked at the dildo, perhaps ten inches long, if that, and wondered what the heck Alan was going on about. But then she realized his intentions. Playing along, she said, "I don't know, but I think it's time we found out. After all, our favorite bitch queen says she simply can't get one big enough to satisfy her." She said with a naughty smile, "She must be as wide and deep as a cavern in there."


        Heather ignored the jibe and kept cocksucking. She was intent on getting a big hot load on her tonsils. She didn't really believe Alan could hold out for ever, and she figured that even he would have to give up his cum before long, if she kept at it with all her might.


        In fact, he still had a long way to go, thanks again to that non-ejaculatory orgasm. He still wasn't even resorting to his PC muscle moves yet. He gleefully continued with his protests. "But Simone. Be reasonable! That thing is HUGE! It's like a yuletide log. You could seriously cause some permanent internal injury with it!"


        "Hmmm. You're right. But if we gently push in just the first fifteen or so inches of it-"


        Heather instantly popped Alan's erection out of her mouth. She practically screamed, "Fifteen inches?! I can't take that much! No way! Please!"


        Simone winked at Alan. "Hmmm, she may be right. Why don't we get her used to it by stretching her out with a Coke can first?"


        "Arrgh!" Heather appeared on the verge of tears. "Please no! Have mercy! Please, I'll do anything; just don't put that monster in me! Please! Sir!" She was practically vibrating with fright now.


        Alan laughed. "Ah. So now you remember to call me 'sir.' I think in this kind of situation you should call Simone 'ma'am' as well."


        "Yes, Sir! Yes, ma'am! I'll be good!" Interestingly, in her mind, the "sir" was capitalized but the "ma'am" wasn't. Despite her protestations of faithfulness, she was wriggling her hips, trying to dislodge Alan's hands from holding her ass crack open. She was torn between wanting to consume his cockhead again and worrying that she'd need to speak some more.


        Simone burst into laughter; she couldn't help it. She was greatly amused by Heather's change of attitude, and the new title of "ma'am".


        "What?" Heather asked, suspicious about all the laughter. Heather's hips stopped moving and Alan very deliberately pried her taut butt cheeks open again.


        Instead of answering, Simone pushed the slightly bigger dildo into Heather's unsuspecting asshole.


        Alan took advantage of this. Putting his hand on Heather's further down his shaft, he maneuvered his cockhead back into Heather's suddenly wide open mouth. That served to shut her up again, at least for a while.


        Heather thought as she unthinkingly resumed bobbing on his thickness, I really shouldn't be putting up with this shit. They're mocking me. ME! I OWN this school! I'm going to tell them off in no uncertain terms, just as soon as I can get Alan to fill my mouth with his sweet cum. Why is his cock so God damned yummy? And I'm not just talking about his cum; just sucking on his thick meat tastes good! Why does the fucking fucker have to take so fucking long to cum?! He seriously annoys me with his God damned big and talented cock. He thinks he's so great. Grrr! I'll show him who's great by making him blow his load straight down my throat!


        She closed her eyes and tried to devote all her attention to licking and sucking her favorite cock, but it became more and more difficult to think or act as her hungry ass was slowly filled. She gasped and gagged, as it was suddenly hard for her to breathe, but she didn't pull her lips off despite everything.

      



      
        CHAPTER 9


        Once the procedure of inserting the dildo completely past Heather's spastically clenching anus came to an end, Alan asked her, "How does that feel?"


        Heather tested her ass. She certainly felt quite full when she flexed "down there." She somehow knew that she could take something even bigger, since she didn't feel "filled to the gills" like she'd expected to, and Heather being Heather, she wanted to go to the maximum right away. But after the talk about the "yuletide log dildo," she felt a bit chastened and didn't dare ask for something else for fear they'd go back to that one again. As her rectal muscles rippled up and down and all around the dildo in her ass, she found herself reflexively sucking on his erection for reassurance, as if it was some kind of baby pacifier, while her butt got acquainted with the new sensations it was experiencing. She was positively grateful for the blindfold now, as she could revel in her anal sensations more than ever before.


        She wanted to explain that she really liked how the dildo felt, but she didn't want to pull Alan's boner out of her mouth to speak. She tried to say "Mmmm!" as encouragingly as she could, but her meaning wasn't clear.


        Simone stashed the dildo collection out of sight back in Alan's backpack and then came around to look into Heather's blindfolded face. "How's that?" she asked. When Heather again failed to respond beyond more mysterious moaning sounds, Simone took off the blindfold to see if Heather was all right. She promptly burst out into hearty laughter again.


        "What?" asked Alan.
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        Simone replied, "It's just that you should see her face. Tears are actually leaking from her eyes. Her eyes are so wide open that they seem stuck that way. It's like she's imitating that kid from the 'Home Alone' movies. I'll bet if she wasn't sucking on your dick, her mouth would make a perfect 'O' shape. Actually, it is making a perfect 'O' shape; it's just that your cock is sliding in and out of the 'O'. I'm thoroughly amused by the thought of her going around all day with that stunned look on her face."


        Alan chuckled. "I'd like to see that, too. But I have to admit that being draped over her like this has advantages of its own." As if proving his point, he fondled Heather's flexing and muscular ass as he said this, and luxuriated in the sensations her sliding lips were giving his hard-on. He manhandled and kneaded her strong buttocks for a little bit before gripping her ass like a handle and pulling her entire body back into his crotch.


        Heather gagged, coughed and spluttered when Alan's cock went too deep and attempted to penetrate her throat, but then his dick just as quickly pulled back and she reestablished her earlier cocksucking rhythm. This is so humiliating. He's using my mouth as a cum dump and playing with my ass like a toy, and I'm loving it! I should fight back. I should at least bite down a bit to show him who the boss is around here. I'M the boss, dammit! I'm the boss!


        She repeated "I'm the boss" several more times while Alan roughly fucked her mouth. She continued to resentfully contemplate biting his cock a little bit, but she didn't so much as put her teeth to it. His erection was remarkably sticky with pre-cum by now, which only redoubled her resolve to swallow a full load. She was getting tired from all the licking and sucking, but she didn't care.


        Simone was also idly stroking Alan's back, but for the moment she was much more interested in observing Heather's reaction to the large intruder her ass had swallowed up whole than getting fully involved.


        Alan had been slowly reaching a climax, thanks to Heather's unusually enthusiastic cocksucking, so he asked Simone, glancing significantly down at his own groin, "Can you take it out?"


        Simone tried to pull Alan's erection away from Heather's nursing lips, but she was quite horny too, and began pumping his sticky thickness with both hands instead.


        Alan laughed with glee. He thought, Now, this is the life! Two of the foxiest girls in school will do whatever I want. They can't get enough of my cock! This is just like being at home with Mom and Sis. I can't believe I'm gonna have to go from this to my boring first-period class soon. Ugh. Physics! Maybe taking a hands-on role in Heather's Bitch Trainer insertions wouldn't be such a bad thing... Nah. I can't forget Mom and Sis and our morning fun.


        Thoughts of Susan and Katherine made his boner lurch, and thanks to Simone's double-pumping around the base and Heather's nibbling on the cockhead, he very nearly lost control. He remembered to resume his PC muscle squeezing, and that helped.


        Snapping from his daydream, he chided Simone in a friendly way, "Hey, stop it already! I'm trying to calm down for a minute. Let's hear what Heather has to say."


        Simone reluctantly let go of Alan's member, but she was unable to pull it away from Heather's sucking ruby red lips.


        Heather was silent for a while, but after an impatient Simone prodded her with another "Well?" the blonde bombshell finally pulled her mouth away from Alan's throbbing erection and replied in a rather awed voice, "I feel ... full. To be honest, I kind of lied. I've never had anything like this in me before. Just Alan's thick and tasty penis and... some rather small anal dildos like the very first one you jokingly put in me. This, on the other hand, feels, well... full! It's like, well, I can't explain it. I know it sounds stupid, but it almost feels like my ass is like... I dunno... pregnant, or something... like I'm about to give birth... as weird as that sounds. I can't really describe it. There's this THING in there. This tremendously large thing inside me... that feels, really good! But I feel like I need to go to the bathroom. I mean, I can take this for a while, but I can't possibly imagine having this thing in me for hours and hours! There's no way!"


        Alan stood up and then pulled Heather to her feet. She wobbled dangerously, but he steadied her until she was standing on her own. He was relieved to have his dick untended for a while, as he'd been extremely close to losing a big load and it would undercut his authority to shoot it into the bitchy cheerleader's mouth.


        He let everyone have a much needed rest for a bit. But in no nonsense tones, he firmly told Heather, "Well, imagine it. You will have your Bitch Trainer in you all day, unless you cry uncle and give up. Then Simone will help you, but that will be the end of it." He tweaked both of Heather's nipples to renewed hardness, nearly making her knees collapse out from under her, before continuing on in a softer, more condescending, yet confident voice. "But I don't take you to be a loser and a quitter. Am I wrong about that?"


        "No!" she said confidently.


        He was once again using the simple psychological trick of playing to her competitive nature. Looking deeply into her wide open "deer in the headlights" eyes and flushed face, he continued, "We've seen that keeping you filled with my dick changes your attitude, and I can already see this dildo is doing the same. Your voice has already changed, becoming softer, mellower and much more pleasant sounding. Your angry and arrogant tone is gone, just like that."


        He snapped his fingers to make his point, making a blissed out Heather blink in surprise. "Needless to say, I'm pleased so far, but the big test is, will the change last all day, or will you grow immune to it and go back to your bitchy old self? That's the key test. If the latter happens, then I'm afraid I won't be able to help you much, after all."


        Heather didn't reply. Her eyes had narrowed with determination when he hinted at her being a loser and a quitter, but her facial expression quickly returned to one of wide-eyed wonder.


        Alan chuckled again at Simone's vision of Heather looking like that all day long.


        But Simone was still chuckling too, and seemed even more amused.


        So he asked the dark-skinned beauty, "What?"


        Simone answered, "Well, for starters, you can see that she's STILL doing the 'Home Alone' look." She made a mocking impersonation of Heather's face, and referencing an old Saturday Night Live act, cried out in a high-pitched voice, "Oh no! Mr. Bill!" She laughed at her own joke. She was having a grand old time.


        Ignoring Heather's evil eye, Simone went on, "And for another, Heather, honey, you do know we were just yanking your chain with that whole 'yuletide log dildo' thing, don't you? Oh, that was so much fun! You were about to pee in your pants you were so scared shitless! Not that Alan ever allows you to wear pants or any other clothes! Ha!" She laughed even more uproariously.


        Heather burned with anger and embarrassment. She didn't take being the butt of a joke well at all. "Bastards! I'll get you back!" She muttered this just loud enough for them to hear.


        She longed to have Alan's cock back in her mouth, both to bite down on it enough to make him hurt and to suck it till he filled her mouth to overflowing with cum. In fact, she loved the act of sucking and licking, even without the cummy reward.


        "Now, now," Simone corrected. "'Bastards, ma'am' and 'Bastards, sir.' You have to learn how to address your superiors!" She thought that hilarious, and laughed even more at Heather's expense.


        Alan could see there were ways one could push Heather and ways one should not, and this fell into the latter category. Plus, there were things he could get away with saying that Simone could not. He said diplomatically, "Heather, please forgive Simone, she's not used to this role reversal. As for the dildo trickery, sure we were having a bit of fun, but it also served a purpose. I'm worried that you have 'size queen' tendencies and I want to warn you off from putting in the really big stuff."


        Rather than reply, Heather kept looking away and mumbled something under her breath. While her words couldn't be heard, her bitter tone made their meaning clear enough.


        The lack of time before school started was very much on Alan's mind, so he decided not to make an issue out of Heather's surliness. He looked at the clock on the wall again, as he'd been doing periodically all along. He nodded at Simone, and then at her bag.


        Simone took over. "Heather, Alan was thinking that you're going to be walking funny today and people are going to wonder why. We talked about some of this stuff on the phone yesterday. So I've taken the liberty of sneaking these out of your house when I stopped by to pick you up this morning."


        She held up a pair of five-inch heels. Heather wore two-inch and three-inch heels all the time, but she had been annoyed at how difficult it was to walk in five-inch heels and thus avoided them. Although she'd bought the pair Simone was now holding up, they were still among her collection only because she'd never gotten around to getting rid of them.


        Simone casually said, "Your 'cruel shoes.' I know you're not keen on them, but Alan has a point that they'll provide an obvious excuse for why you're walking so funny."


        "Okay. Fine," Heather grumbled, grabbing the shoes from Simone's hands. She was still pissed off at both of them. But at the same time, she was thinking about the silver lining: wearing the very high heels would firm up her legs and ass, making them look more tantalizing for Alan.


        "'Okay. Fine, ma'am,'" Simone corrected firmly.


        "Ma'am." Heather grumbled some more, but Alan was right: her voice no longer had its usual taunting, surly edge. Now she just sounded resigned; defeated by her own lust.


        Alan spoke. "Heather, like I was saying earlier, it's all about rewards and punishments. Sadly, you're not yet worthy of taking my cum. But Simone is. Simone, would you be up for a quick fuck? I've been having a load build up in me all morning and I could really use some release before school starts."


        "Why certainly, since you asked so nicely." Simone knew that she was unlikely to get off with her own climax in the few minutes they had left to fuck, but she was glad to do it, if for no other reason than the fact it would be a fucking denied to Heather. She still had a lot of resentment towards Heather built up that she needed to work off, and this was just a small down payment on that.


        So Alan sat back down on the couch he'd been sitting on at the first part of their session and rolled a condom onto his erection.


        As he did that, Heather looked on with dismay. "You can't be serious. After what I did with your balls for, like, five fuckin' hours, this is my reward?!"


        He replied, "It's not just about you. You got rewarded with your dildo. Meanwhile, what did Simone get from all of her cocksucking? I'll bet she hasn't even cum yet."


        "I haven't," Simone said.


        "Well, let's fix that then," he replied.


        Heather huffed, and stormed off. Then, realizing she didn't really have anywhere to storm off to without leaving the room, she decided to pretend to not care instead. She also was wobbling dangerously walking in her heels, and realized she needed to do something about that.
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        Simone sat down on Alan, impaling her hot and wet pussy on his turgid pole. She let out a contented sigh as she lowered herself all the way down.


        Alan was a bit sexed out from all the morning's events and in no mood for a big, energetic performance, but Simone understood that, so she did most of the bouncing while he just sat there and enjoyed the sensations while letting his hands wander all over her.


        Heather, meanwhile, was experimenting with walking around. Between the dildo up her ass and the high heels, it was quite an effort for her to simply walk from one spot to another. For one thing, her new posture tightened up her calves and buttocks, even more so than usual, which put unexpectedly sexy pressures on the Bitch Trainer she held inside her tightly clenched anus as her legs moved and flexed. As a result, she inadvertently put on a very sexy show right in front of Alan.


        Watching Heather in the buff strut her stuff was an excellent bonus arousal on top of the very pleasurable fucking he was getting. Dang! Heather naked in high heels is so fucking smokin'! I'm gonna cum already if I don't watch out. I need to make this good for Simone, even if she is doing more off the work.


        Heather, who specialized in cockteasing men with "accidental" displays, was, for once, truly acting inadvertently and without artifice. She was so mentally occupied, especially by the incredible feeling of fullness in her ass, that she was pretty much completely oblivious to anything else. She hardly even noticed Alan and Simone fucking, and the fact that she didn't get chosen didn't bother her nearly as much as it normally would have. Instead, she was practically re-learning how to walk. Her facial expressions were amusingly child-like as she experimentally took dainty, small steps instead of her usual swaggering stride.


        Alan's plan was to keep going until Simone had a climax, even if that meant being late for class. But one moment things were going along fine, and the next he'd somehow passed the point of return. He was taken by such surprise that he didn't have time to work his PC muscle trick.


        Giving in to the inevitable, he shouted "I'm cumming!" But by then he was already squirting his seed into the condom.


        He felt a bit abashed by how "ordinary" the sex was, and the fact that he hadn't given his partner a single orgasm.


        He said to Simone, "Sorry, you didn't cum then, did you? Normally, it's really important to me to cum together with my partner, but I got to thinking about the lack of time, and before I knew it, things were kind of happening." That wasn't entirely true. In reality, his body just couldn't take it any more after experiencing such great sexual pleasure for so long. But he didn't want to admit that, since he wanted Heather in particular to think his stamina was virtually limitless. The lack of time made for a lucky excuse.


        "That's okay," Simone replied. "You're so good at all this sex stuff that it can't be measured just in orgasms. This whole morning has been one big blast for me. Although, if you could diddle my clit a little bit, that would push me over the edge."


        "Certainly." His body just wanted to withdraw and recover, but he forced himself to at least do that so she could get her satisfaction. He was glad when he felt her entire body tremble in his lap, showing that she wasn't faking.


        In fact, it really didn't take him much, because Simone had been on the verge anyway. Clearly, the whole dildo sizing session had been a great delight to her, and the brief intercourse at the end was just the icing on the cake. She seemed almost giddy about the way she was allowed to treat Heather.


        With Heather still intent on simply walking around, Simone whispered into Alan's ear, "Guess what? I razzed Her Majesty big time today, and no lightning bolts struck me! Hee-hee! The harder they cum, they harder they fall, so to speak. Hee! This is simply too cool for school!"


        Alan whispered back, "Don't be so sure. We did go over the line with unnecessary teasing, and I get the impression that Heather never forgets a slight. I'd watch your back if I were you, just like I'll be watching mine."


        That seemed to sober Simone up.
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        Time was short, so Alan worked Simone's clit and pussy lips for a minute or so until she had a nice climax. Meanwhile, he was watching Heather standing there for mental inspiration. Damn. That's all I can say, is damn. She thinks her body is the greatest thing since sliced bread, and it actually is, fake tits or not. Damn! And the high heels. What's with me, I dunno, but I must have some kind of high heel fetish. To be honest, I think Mom and Aunt Suzy kind of made me that way, strutting around in nothing but high heels so much.


        He stood up and started to look for his clothes. "Heather, when you wear those heels, I want you to think of me. You're not just wearing them to cover for your stuffed ass, you're wearing them as a symbol of your devotion to me. Today, and every day, when you wear heels you're saying 'I want my body to look extra hot for Alan. I want my thighs extra firm. I want my ass extra high. For him.' Right?"


        "Uh-huh." She was still in a daze and not fully there, although she would repeatedly mull over his words later.


        As usual, things were a bit rushed at the end. They were left with just enough time to change back into their clothes and clean themselves up a bit.


        Heather was still so out of it that Simone had to dress her.


        As Simone pulled up Heather's "butt floss," Alan said, "Same with your 'butt floss.' When you feel that riding into your ass crack and pulling tight on your pussy lips, think of me. Imagine my hands are pulling it up. Even when I'm not with you, I'm with you, fondling your ass cheeks and pulling on your nipples. Your body belongs to me now."


        Heather was reviving, so she paid more attention to that. A part of her wanted to scornfully say, "You wish!" and another part of her wanted to obediently say, "Yes, Sir." She was confused and ended up not saying anything at all.


        Even having practiced a little, Heather's walk was quite decidedly wobbly as she slowly made her exit to head off to class. With her "butt floss" riding deeply between her cheeks and her tighter than tight shorts massaging her bare butt constantly with every step, she was so powerfully aroused that she had to keep all her concentration on simply staying upright and moving.


        At first she scoffed at Alan's words about her heels and "butt floss," but they stayed with her and doubled her arousal.


        As Alan walked out of the theater room, the last to leave, he thought, That went pretty well, overall. Heather's IQ drops big time whenever she has something up her butt, so I wonder how she'll manage in her classes. But the bigger question is, will the dildo effect wear off, or will she be transformed all day, and then day after day after that?


        Wouldn't it be amazing if this crazy scheme actually worked? I can half imagine this becoming a psychological cure used by professionals. "Sorry, Mrs. Johnson. Your beautiful daughter has been diagnosed with a case of acutely terminal bitchiness. The only known cure is, well, a bit controversial, but I have the equipment she needs..." Heh-heh! I mean, it would just be so amazing to actually change Heather for the better. What a major accomplishment that would be.


        Now, I just have to deal with going to class. Jesus! After all that happened this morning, I'm gonna need a wheelchair just to get from class to class. I know I didn't actually do that much, physically, but being on the receiving end of that much non-stop amazing ecstasy really wipes you out. Phew!

      



      
        CHAPTER 10


        Susan and Suzanne did their morning exercises together, as usual. After that, Suzanne had to leave to do some errands, so she didn't have time to hang out and sunbathe in the nude with her best friend as was their custom.


        That disappointed Susan, but she figured a phone call to Brenda would cheer her up.


        Brenda happened to be in the middle of her morning exercise routine. She hadn't been big on exercising until recently, which helped explain her softer, plumper look. But after finding out how serious Susan and Suzanne were about exercising, she'd decided she needed to step up her game.


        Susan said into the receiver, 'Hello, Brenda?"


        "Oh, hi, Susan. What a nice surprise, hearing from you."


        "The same. What are you up to?"


        "Just trying to get in shape. I have to look my best for my master, and for Aidy too. A good mommy is a sexy, cock-stiffening mommy."


        "That's certainly true," Susan happily replied. "Do you have a minute? I have something to discuss that I think you'll find interesting."


        "Sure." In fact, although Brenda was in the middle of her exercises, she was much more interested in talking to Susan.


        "So many exciting things have happened! It was kind of a special time for Tiger to fuck Amy and Suzanne. I'll give you the usual detailed, pussy-throbbing rundown later. But first I need to tell you about an important family discussion we all had before that happened."


        "Yes?!" Brenda was already taking her workout clothes off. She didn't have any idea what Susan was about to discuss, but she was certain that she'd end up masturbating herself to orgasm at least once before the phone call ended.


        "As you may know, this is the season for high school seniors to apply to various colleges. Most of the applications are due on January first or thereabouts, and some are due even earlier. So it's high time that our family had a discussion about where he and Amy are going to go next year, and how that'll affect us all."


        Brenda's heart practically seized up. She clutched at her bare chest with her free hand. "Oh my God! He's not going to go far away, is he?!"


        "Well, yes and no. Right now, it seems most likely that he's going to end up at UC Berkeley. Didn't you graduate from there?"


        "I did, but just... tell me the news! What's going to happen?!"


        Susan said happily, "We've decided that whatever happens, we're going to stick together as a family, as a harem. It looks likely Tiger will go to Berkeley or some other college in the Bay Area, and Amy will go to CCA, an art college in Oakland, or one of the many other art colleges in the Bay Area. Angel will transfer to a high school up there, and Suzanne and I will move up there too. I imagine we'll buy a big house and all live together, so the worship of our master's cock never has to end. Of course you're invited to join us too."


        "YES!" Brenda blurted that out even before Susan finished her sentence.


        Susan wasn't at all surprised by that answer, but she was happy to hear it just the same. Still, she asked, "Are you sure?"


        Brenda's heart was pounding hard in fear, at this dangerous moment. "Of course I'm sure! He's my master! I'm his slave, now and forever, whether he knows it or not! How could I NOT go where he goes? Would you even consider that for a second?"


        "Obviously not. But what about Adrian? Or your maid Anika, who's been part of your family since you were small? Or your big mansion?"


        Brenda sighed as she considered all that. "Good point. However, we can move. Sure, why not? All of us together. With my divorce about to be finalized, it makes perfect sense that I'd want to get a new start somewhere else. And I have ties in Berkeley. I still have friends up there, from when I went to college at UCB. In fact, I probably have more true friends there than here. Anika will go where I go, no question. And Adrian will have no choice."


        Susan said, "That's true, but it doesn't sound very nice."


        "I know, but I'm thinking this could actually be a great opportunity for him. He's deeply unhappy. He basically has no friends, the mean kids give him a hard time, he doesn't like his classes, and on and on. I've been at a loss over what to do about it. So a fresh start could be the best thing possible for him."


        "Hmmm. That's true," Susan said. "But still, won't he be resentful that you'd be moving to follow your master? Especially after you two start having sex."


        Brenda squirmed unhappily. "That could be a problem, I'll admit. But we'll overcome it, I'm sure. He and I are going to have to come to an understanding about my relationship to Master Alan anyway. This moving idea would be small potatoes compared to some other problems that I anticipate coming up, since I'm sure Aidy would move in a heartbeat if he had the chance."


        "Well, that's good then. Of course, I imagine you wouldn't actually move in with us. We couldn't have Adrian there for all sorts of reasons. But you could live nearby."


        "But of course!" Brenda said passionately. "Maybe even next door, or down the street! That would be fantastic! But what about Master's other women? Will they be following him too?"


        "That remains to be seen," Susan said. "You're the first one I've contacted. And frankly, it's not my place to contact most of them. Heck, I haven't even met some of them. I'm hopeful that at least Xania will be joining us though."


        She almost mentioned Glory, but then she remembered that Alan didn't want her to tell others that he was having sex with his teacher. That was extremely frustrating for Susan, since she loved to revel in erotic talk about her son's sexual victories, but she was trying her best to stay mum about that one. In contrast, there was no need for her to keep quiet to Brenda about Xania after the wild sexual events of the poker party that both Brenda and Xania had attended.


        Susan continued, "And Christine, his beautiful, busty long-time crush, will almost certainly be going to Stanford, just across the bay. So that's promising. But I'm not worried. I'm sure he'll meet a lot of new beauties up there. Can you just imagine, Tiger let loose on a college campus?"


        Brenda chuckled knowingly. "That's more dangerous for the female population than if one were to let loose an actual tiger! He'll have dozens of busty coeds splattered in sperm before the first day of school! Heck, he'll probably tame entire sororities!"


        Susan chuckled too. "I know! God, wouldn't that be HOT?! Can you imagine an entire sorority of the very hottest, most desirable girls, with ALL of them pledging their bodies and souls to him and him alone?! So hot! I like the way you think!" She reached down and started to rub her clit, but just a bit.


        Brenda replied, as she started fingering herself as well, "I love the way YOU think! But most of all, I love the idea of moving to be near my master! That means at least four more years of serving him! FOUR! That's so exciting!"


        Susan said, "Brenda, you deserve it. You've taken to serving his cock like a fish to water. In just a short time, you've become a vital part of this whole thing. You've got the right body for it, and the right attitude. I'm confident that in time he'll come to treasure you as one of his favorite sex pets."


        "Thank you," Brenda said proudly. "It just feels so right, you know? Like this is what I was born and bred to do. You gave me a serious scare when you told me he'd be moving! I don't know what I'd do without him! I mean, I love my Aidy, and I very much want to have sex with him, but I neeeed my master!"


        Susan said, "Of course I understand. You and me, we're the same kind of woman. We need a powerful man like Alan who smacks his cock against your cheek just for fun. And then he plunges his cock down your throat without asking or even speaking, while he's reaching down and squeezing your big tits. He expects the very best cocksucking service from you, and he knows he's going to get it!"


        Brenda was masturbating faster. "Oh God! So true!" She was frustrated that she only had one hand to play with herself, so she said, "Hold on while I switch to speakerphone!" She quickly did that, then used her free hand to squeeze one of her tits, like Susan had just described Alan doing.


        Susan was masturbating too. "It's true! And yeah, okay, maybe taming an entire sorority or two isn't realistic, even for him. But he certainly will tame some of the best of the best! The competition for some of his stiff cock is going to be, well, very stiff!"


        Brenda moaned lustily. "Aaaah... Susan, please don't talk to me about his stiff cock! My mouth is watering enough as it is. Oh, by the way, you know how I said I have some good friends up there?"


        "Yes?"


        "'Birds of a feather flock together.' Most of my girlfriends were stacked and hot! By now they'll be total MALFs!"


        Susan moaned lustily too, as she also started playing with her breasts in addition to her burning hot pussy. "Mmmm! Sounds good! But you mean 'MILFs.'"


        "No, I mean MALFs: Mothers Alan would Like to Fuck! And I want him to fuck them all! Most of them are mothers by now, and married, but why should that stop him? It didn't stop him from fucking me, or Suzanne, or even you, his very own married mommy!"


        Susan moaned even louder. "Ungh! Yes! He's going to fuck us all!" But then she suddenly tried to calm herself. "Wait! Wait, wait, wait!"


        "What?" Brenda asked. She tried to pause too, but couldn't completely stop her fingerbanging.


        "Let's calm down here for a moment. I have so much more to discuss with you. Let's just... count to twenty in your mind, slowly, and I will too."


        "Okay."


        So the two of them counted, which helped them calm down, sort-of, since neither of them had completely stopped fondling themselves, even during the counting.


        Brenda was the first to speak. "Okay. I'm at twenty, and you're close enough. What else?!"


        "Well, we have to consider possibilities. Tiger assures us he's a lock to get into Berkeley. But he's going to apply to some other colleges in the Bay Area and Los Angeles, just to be on the safe side. There's a teeny tiny chance he'll get into Stanford, which would be his top choice. But there's also a tiny chance he might not get into Berkeley and he'll end up going to UCLA or some place like that. We won't know for sure until April. So you probably don't want to tell Adrian or Anika that you're moving just yet, except maybe in a general way."


        "Good point. But I've got a good feeling he'll get into Berkeley. It'll be really great for me if he goes to my alma mater. I'll be able to show him all my favorite hang-outs and restaurants, and then suck his cock in them!" She giggled. "And I'll introduce him to my hot MALF friends, and suck his cock WITH them!"


        Susan squealed, "This is going to be so much fun! You know, I've been living in fear for a long time about my Tiger and my Angel going off to college and leaving me alone. But now I'm really looking forward to it. Four more years of slurping and sucking, and getting royally FUCKED! Not only will it be as wonderful as now, it'll be even BETTER!"


        She explained, "For instance, nobody needs to know that I'm his mommy. My divorce to Ron should be done by then, and that'll give me an excuse to go back to my maiden name, which is Walton. So, when you're slurping up the town with him, I can be right there too. Just imagine the three of us going out to some fancy Berkeley restaurant. One of us would keep him company above the table, and the other one would keep him company below the table, if you know what I mean!"


        [image: SusanBrenda]

        "I do!" Brenda had a vision of herself stretched out under a table in a restaurant, with her head in front of Alan's lap and her pussy in Susan's so that she could suck on Alan's cock while having her pussy fingered. "We could take turns, so we both get our spermy treat! Oh, Susan, this IS going to be such fun! I'm getting so horny just thinking about all the wild and crazy stuff we'll do!"


        "Me too!" Susan agreed. "I'm going to have to go suck on a Popsicle if we keep this up!"


        The two of them giggled at that. It had become kind of a running joke between them about how often they both had been sucking on Popsicles and other phallic-shaped objects of late.


        Brenda added, "I love that maiden-name idea of yours. You'd still be his big-titted mommy, of course, but in public you could pretend to be just one more of his many, many sexy sluts! He could reach inside your dress and fondle your tits or ass in front of anybody. Or everybody! Right there in the middle of a crowd!"


        "Oh GOD!" Susan practically screamed. "So hot!"


        "It is! This is our fate! We can be his sex slaves forever!"


        Susan groaned almost orgasmically. "Oh, Brenda, please! Don't say that! Too hot! I'm burning up!"


        "Well, if that makes you hot, just think about where you'll live! Money is no object. You can move the harem into the ultimate pleasure palace! If you or Suzanne can't afford it, then you damn well better know that I'll chip in, whatever it takes!"


        Susan huffed and puffed, "No, please! You can't do that. Tiger would never allow it; I know that much. He doesn't want you to think he's tamed you for your money."


        Brenda joked happily, "I know that. He tamed me just for my tits and the rest of my body."


        Susan grinned. "Exactly. But between Suzanne and me, we can get a very fancy house high up in the hills over Berkeley. It WILL be the ultimate pleasure palace! All of us, we can plan it together!"


        "My God! That sounds great! And we Hunters will live next door, if Master will allow it. Heck, we could even have a secret tunnel between the houses! Oh my gosh! I have so many ideas! I want to start checking the real estate listings already. Can you imagine sitting in an infinity-edge hot tub, getting fucked by your master in the bubbly water while you look out over the entire Bay Area?!"


        "That does sound good, especially the 'getting fucked by your master' part." Then Susan asked, "By the way, what's an 'infinity-edge hot tub?'"


        "'Infinity edge' is where you have a pool or hot tub which has one or more sides that look like they have no edge at all, kinda like a waterfall hanging out in space. It's really just a visual trick, because the water that spills over gets caught just off the edge and recycled back into the pool. You've probably seen pictures of them; they look amazing. It would be perfect for living on a steep slope up in the Berkeley hills."


        "Oh, yes, I think I know what you mean. But that sounds so... decadent. Isn't that extra expensive?"


        "Of course it is, but Susan, you're worth it! Our master is worth it! You have the money, so spend it while you can enjoy it. I tell you, this moving idea is the best thing ever! I can already picture your new place in my mind, and it looks glorious. A fresh start is exactly what everyone needs!"


        "I completely agree," Susan said. "However, let's not get too excited. It's a long way off until April, and we don't want to get all carried away with our plans, only to have Tiger end up going somewhere else. Let's try not talking about it at all for a while, or I'm going to become obsessed. Most of all, please don't mention it to Tiger, to put even more pressure on him. I just wanted you to know this is happening, and that you can be a big part of it if you want to be."


        "I do! I do, I do, I do!"


        Susan giggled. "I take that as a 'Yes.'"


        "YES!"


        They both giggled some more as they each focused temporarily on masturbating.


        The two of them continued talking on the phone for a long time. Susan fleshed out Alan's various college options. She also speculated on which of Alan's other lovers might want to move to the Bay Area to stay near the harem.


        Brenda was particularly interested in that aspect, even though she'd never met or seen most of the other women mentioned.


        But most of their conversation took its usual form, where Susan explained the previous night's sexual adventures in great detail, just as she had been doing for Brenda on most days. By the time they were done and ended the phone call, both women were thoroughly sexually satiated and very, very content.
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        CHAPTER 1


        Alan hurried to his first-period physics class and made it through the door just as the bell rang. As he sat down, he complimented himself that he'd gotten away with yet more outrageous behavior on the school grounds, and no one was the wiser.


        But the instant he sat in his seat, a sense of horror ran through him that something was dreadfully wrong. He could feel wetness on the backs of his upper thighs where they touched the seat, and his forearms on the desk were soaking in something both wet and sticky.


        Oh shit! Wet paint! He looked around. Everyone else was settling down and seemed to be doing fine. Whatever had happened had happened just to him.


        He froze in place for a few moments. The combination seat and desk he sat in was painted a dull brown. He realized that if he stood up, he would be a laughingstock. But if he remained sitting and perfectly still, perhaps he could get through this hour of class and then somehow get mercy from the teacher before students came in for the next class. Luckily, the teacher of this class, Mr. Tompkins, was a pretty cool guy. Alan felt confident that he would be able to help.


        But then Alan realized to his dismay that he couldn't even so much as raise either arm to ask a question or scratch his nose, since they were sticking to his desk. He experimentally tried to pull one of his arms up an inch or so. It took some effort to free the arm from the paint, and then he saw that the entire underside of his arm was coated in brown.


        He dropped his arm back down and frantically looked around the room to see if anyone else had noticed. Luckily, everyone was focused on what Mr. Tompkins was saying, except some burly guys in the back of the room who were pointing and snickering. He instantly knew that they must have been involved. He felt certain that they'd spread word of his predicament, so that the whole class would know within minutes.


        Then he saw Christine get up and walk to the front of the class. That was very strange, because she hadn't been called on. She handed Mr. Tompkins a note and walked back to her seat.


        Mr. Tompkins read the note and put it aside. Then, he said, "By the way, class, I have good news. You all did so well with your surprise exam on Friday, and it's such a nice day, that we're going to have today's class out on the lawn! How do you like that?"


        The class was very surprised and excited, and there was a lot of clapping and cheering.


        Mr. Tompkins continued, "Meet me outside on the grassy knoll in a few minutes. Alan, can you stay behind for a second? I have something I need you to do."


        Alan had been freaking out, but he let out a huge sigh of relief. Suddenly it all became clear. Christine, sitting kitty corner and behind him, had seen his predicament. She'd quickly written a note to get help from the teacher. Either she or the teacher had thought of evacuating the room immediately, before Alan was exposed.


        Thank God for good friends! Alan thought to himself, even as he remained as still as a statue in his chair. Wonder Woman to the rescue! He thought that, because Christine happened to be wearing her fabulous Wonder Woman T-shirt that day.


        As the other students filed out, Christine tried to linger. She had a concerned look on her face, but the teacher had said nothing about her staying behind as well, so she reluctantly continued out the door.


        Alan gave her the most grateful expression he could conjure, mouthing a silent "Thank you." He saw a smile appear on her face just as she passed out of view.


        Mr. Tompkins closed the door behind Christine and immediately rushed to Alan. "My God, kid, what happened to you?"


        Alan raised his arm all the way, exposing the underside of brown to his teacher. "A prank, Mr. Tompkins. Some of the football players are out to get me. I could see a couple of guys in the back snickering, so I'll bet at least one of them had something to do with it."


        "Well you certainly are calm about it."


        "I may look calm on the outside, but I'm actually freaking out. I thought I was in trouble for sure!"


        "You still may be, unfortunately. I can't just leave you like this, but I can't leave my class lingering around outside for more than a minute or two, either. Don't even move, or you're going to make a huge mess. I thought about leaving Christine to help you, but I didn't want her role in this to be so obvious. What should I do? Call your parents? Call the principal? In all my years of teaching, I've never seen anything like this."


        A solution popped into Alan's brain and he spoke his mind immediately. "Get Ms. Rhymer! She has study hall first period, and she's a good friend. I'll bet she can get me out of this!"


        "Good idea. I'm out of here. Good luck!"


        Mr. Tompkins literally ran out the door and down the hall.


        Alan remained frozen in place. The desk had obviously been freshly painted immediately before the class. Now some of the paint was starting to drip and run in places. He realized with chagrin that this must have been set up at the same time that he'd been having fun with Heather and Simone.


        Well, at least that pretty much rules out Heather as a suspect, he concluded while he waited. Anyways, I saw the looks on those guys' faces. I just wish I could have looked more than a second or two so I could have figured out exactly which ones were mocking me. Thank God I have the reputation for being a good guy and a teacher's pet, or I don't think Mr. Tompkins would have been so nice.


        Suddenly, Glory burst in. She looked deeply concerned. "Young man! What happened to you?"


        Alan explained quickly, and as she listened her obvious concern became mixed with amusement.


        Glory looked over the other desks, then concluded, "Hmmm. It appears that just the desktop, backrest, and seat were painted. I'd better go get some supplies. That backrest is dripping something awful. Don't move!" She ran off.


        As Alan sat and waited yet again, he thought, Fuck. Someone, or more likely more than one, of those guys really have it in for me. Whatever Heather did over the weekend to try to appease them clearly wasn't enough. I might have escaped being completely humiliated and embarrassed, thanks to the sharp eyes of one of my few remaining friends, but it's not like they're going to stop. They're going to keep coming at me again and again. And they're bigger and stronger than me, and outnumber me badly. I need real help!


        Glory came back with her arms full of janitorial supplies. She locked the door behind her, then set about cleaning up the mess. First she wiped up the paint that had dripped on the floor. Then she had Alan rock the desk-chair to lift up each corner, one at a time, so she could put a big plastic tarp underneath the entire area.


        "You're damned lucky I happen to have this period free, young man," she said as she finished placing the tarp.


        "I'm damned lucky period! I mean, what if this classroom were on the ground floor and not the second? I'd bet my tormentors would find a way to peek in and take a photograph or something." Then he briefly told the story about what had happened and how Christine and Mr. Tompkins had rescued him.


        "Quick," Glory said, cutting off the end of his story. "Stand up and strip! We have to get you out of those clothes."


        Alan stood, making sure to remain over the tarp-covered area. "Oh, fuck! Look at me. Look at this! This sucks! Shit. These clothes are ruined. Oh, FUCK! Where the hell am I going to get some other clothes to wear before this period is over? And of course I didn't wear any underwear today. That's probably a bad habit. I'm screwed!"


        He rapidly shucked off his T-shirt and shorts as he said this. His hands had been on his desk, so they were covered with paint, too, so he got a lot more brown paint on his clothes as he took them off. They were clearly ruined. The only items not completely ruined were his shoes and socks, which he still wore.


        Glory looked at Alan standing naked in the middle of a strange classroom, and cursed him. "Damn you, Alan Plummer! Why do you have to get a fucking hard-on at a time like this?! Young man, you're simply insatiable, and incorrigible!" She pretended anger, but really she was both frustrated and amused.


        [image: Glory]

        "I'm sorry," he said sheepishly. "I wasn't aroused even slightly until just now. But you're far too sexy in that fancy outfit. You always dress so nice. And then seeing you bend over all around me, wiping the floor... I mean, I'm only human! It's your fault for being too dang sexy all the time!" He didn't add what had brought his cock to full mast: as she'd been down on all fours putting the tarp into place, he'd a good angle to notice that she was going commando, without panties.


        Glory laughed. "All right. All right. But we've resolved to have a purely platonic relationship from now on. This sure is some kind of awkward start to that! Jesus H. Christ! Make it stop bouncing around like that, dammit!"


        "I can't!"


        She sighed. "Let's get you cleaned up as fast as possible, then. I brought some gloves and a scrub brush and all kinds of things. But if you see one drop get on my clothes, tell me."


        "A drop of what?" he asked in as innocent a voice as he could manage.


        She knew what he was implying: a drop of paint, or a drop of cum? Her pussy throbbed as she thought about deep throating him so thoroughly that not a drop would escape her lips. But she gained control of her lust and said, "You know what I mean. I don't want these ruined."


        He was feeling a lot better by that point. He had a good feeling that he'd get out of this jam. So he teased further, "You could just take them off like mine, you know."


        "Wouldn't you like that? I'm sure you'd insist on taking off my bra and panties too, just to be on the safe side."


        "Of course. One can't be too careful, especially with the expensive, pure white undies that you like to wear." He found it interesting that she was pretending she was still wearing panties. He strongly suspected that in fact she wasn't wearing a bra, either.


        "Young man! What am I going to do with you?" She scrubbed his hands and forearms as she spoke.


        "I could think of some fun things."


        She laughed, but said, "Arrgh! Platonic, remember?" She ignored the great itching need that she was feeling in her crotch.


        "I know. I'm sorry. It's just that I'm all freaked out and worked up, and some humor is helping calm me down. I'll stop."


        "Thanks. I know what you mean because I feel the same. Larry - that's Mr. Tompkins to you - was in such a rush that he didn't have time to explain and merely told me that you were alone in this classroom and needed my help right away. I nearly died of worry before I got here! Just exactly who did this to you anyway, and what's it all about?"


        He explained all about his feud with the football team while she finished cleaning him off. There wasn't much paint on him. It was mostly just on the lower side of his forearms and hands where he'd touched the desk, plus a thin stripe on the back of his lower thighs where his flesh had made contact with the seat. The rest had been covered by his now-ruined clothes.


        Glory, however, seemed to take her time, doing an extremely thorough job of getting all the paint off his skin. In fact, she continued to work on the back of his thighs long after all the paint had gone, although Alan didn't know that. She was intoxicated by being so near his naked ass, and it was a constant struggle for her to keep enough focus on his words to understand his predicament. She reminded herself that this was probably the last time she'd be able to see and touch a naked Alan, though deep down she strongly suspected that that might not be true.


        She also had a nearly irresistible urge to grab his erection, which continued to stick straight out, bobbing lightly as she worked on him. She thought, I know every single vein and bump on that penis, and my tongue and lips know it even better than my eyes do. I just can't believe I'm never going to even hold it again... Can't I pet and stroke it just a bit, for old time's sake. Can't I do that? It's not like he would mind...

      


      
        CHAPTER 2


        But his story about the football players gave her something else to focus on. As his tale came to an end, she blurted out, "I blame Heather."


        "Heather? Why her?"


        "First off, if she hadn't been such a slut and slept with half the team, or more, then they wouldn't be so bent out of shape by the fact that now you're sleeping with her. Then, once that happened, she should have cleaned up her own mess and taken care of them, and she's clearly failed to do that. You're just an innocent victim of her twisted personality and her wanton, immoral behavior."


        "Hey. Just a minute. I'll admit that Heather's no saint."


        "Ha! Understatement of the year!"


        "True. But she's just a part of this whole mess. The main thing is, they consider themselves the top dogs in the school. They always get the best girls, especially the star players. But then I come out of nowhere, a nerd, no less, and suddenly I've got Amy for my girlfriend, and rumors swirl that I'm fucking the rest of the cheerleading squad and then some - minus my sister, of course."


        "Oh, of course," Glory said sarcastically, knowing full well that wasn't the case.


        "So naturally they're jealous. I've upset the social order, and as you know since you study the gossip, the social order in a high school is everything. And can I really blame them for being jealous? Talking about wanton, immoral behavior, if they only knew half of what I'm actually doing, they and the rest of the school would probably lynch me on the spot. Take you, for starters. Do you know how many guys in this school have crushes on you? If someone were to snap a picture right now of you cleaning my thighs yet again - aren't they clean already? If they were to take a picture right now, with your hands and long tongue wrapped around my cock, alternately jacking it off and deep throating it, I'd be lucky to make it off the campus alive and in one piece!"


        [image: Glory]

        "Hey, I'm not deep throating you yet. What are you talking about?" She came around from behind him and stared at his erection from mere inches away, as if confirming that she wasn't already there. She backed up in surprise as it very nearly bounced off her nose. Then she groaned with frustration when she realized he was playing a verbal trick on her.


        He laughed. "Just kidding. A guy can dream, can't he? It's only been ten minutes since class started, but it feels like hours have passed, and I'm getting a little bit freaked thinking about someone finding us here."


        As Alan talked, Glory mentally calculated the number of inches between the tip of Alan's stiff pole and her lips. The number seemed to be rapidly shrinking and would soon need to be measured in fractions of inches. Even as she promised herself restraint, she licked her lips in anticipation. Her pussy was wet and dripping.


        She was thinking, It's really not fair to leave him like this. How is he going to make it through his next classes with a painful hard-on like that? It's my fault, having him stand naked in the middle of the class and then fondling his ass, er, I mean, rubbing the paint off his ass, for so long. Just one little blowjob wouldn't be like we're getting back together or anything. Right? I mean, if I deep throat him and swallow every last drop of his delicious cum, I'd just be doing him a favor, and the fact that I'd be feeling unimaginably great pleasures has nothing to do with it. He's probably noticed that I somehow forgot to wear my panties, so it really is my fault and my-


        But then he interrupted her thoughts by saying, "I don't feel nearly as safe right now as when I'm in your room. For one thing, I wouldn't be at all surprised if Mr. Tompkins gets away from his class for a little while to see how we're doing."


        "OH FUCK!" She jumped up in panic and backed away, as if Mr. Tompkins had just walked into the room. Then she calmed herself a bit. As much as I'd love to suck him off, I mean, help him out, we can't. Not here, not now. What if someone comes in? This is crazy!


        She sat back, making sure to do so in a way that her pussy could no longer be seen. "Phew! Good point. You see? This is why our affair has to stop. I can't take the constant fear that we'll be discovered. Never let me forget that! Let's find you some clothes. Now that I think about it, I have some shorts and a T-shirt that should fit you back in my classroom."


        "You do? What luck."


        "It's not luck. I've thought a lot about all the different things that could go wrong with our affair. In addition to packing spare clothes for me in my closet, I have some meant for you, in case you got in an embarrassingly cummy mess during one of our lunchtime escapades."


        He grinned, impressed. "You're too good for me. You're so clever."


        Clever, maybe, but unwise, she thought to herself. If he hadn't reminded me about the almost certain chance of Larry coming back to his own classroom at any time, I'd probably have given in and I'd be deep throating him right now! He knew it and I knew it. I was soooo close. I even said "yet." Damn! I have to resist! I'm so stupid! True, I thought of the clothes, which helped speed things up, but if he hadn't been the one to remember about the teacher, my goose would be cooked for sure! We're hanging on by the skin of our teeth! And I thought I'd put all this behind me yesterday, but I can't get free.


        She returned with the clothes minutes later, and soon he was dressed. The two of them finished cleaning up, including wiping all the wet paint from his desk until it was useable for the next period's class.


        Once they were done, Glory thought, Now, this is awkward. He still has that hard-on. And it still would be mean of me to just leave him like that. But I can't just ask him to unzip his pants so I can run my tongue up and down his beautiful shaft, slathering it and loving it as I take it deeper and deeper. I have my dignity! We're supposed to be moving past that. Besides, what if Mr. Tompkins comes back? He will soon, I know it. What if he sees me on my knees, with my handsome student shoving all eight magnificent inches between my hungry lips? Would I just sit there and suck and lick and tease until he blows his huge wad of tasty cum all over my tonsils while another teacher watches?


        Good Lord!


        She stood up and began pacing about. She kept busy cleaning the rest of the room, even though that had nothing to do with the painting incident. She just wanted an excuse to look anywhere but at Alan.


        He didn't realize it, but she was close to the breaking point. If he had so much as touched her on the shoulder, she would have turned around and melted in his arms, eager to do anything and everything he wanted to do.


        But ever so slowly, she managed to calm herself. They started talking about school gossip, which was safe territory. Eventually, Glory noticed that Alan's erection had subsided and that took away her excuse to "help" him. Her pussy finally stopped throbbing with need.


        By the time Mr. Tompkins came back in to check on them, everything had been taken care of. They sat next to each other, making idle chatter, looking as innocent as two angels.


        But deep down, both Alan and Glory were very distraught, though for different reasons. Alan knew he'd dodged a bullet. A public humiliation would be worse than actually getting beaten up, because one got a lot of sympathy with the latter, but practically none with the former. He considered this painting incident to be a declaration of war, though he didn't even know exactly who his enemies were. He was already plotting his own moves, and the first step was to solidify the status of his own friends and allies. With an S-Club meeting planned for the afternoon and a dinner date already scheduled with Christine this evening, the timing seemed just right. Again, he marveled at his great luck.


        Glory, on the other hand, was deeply disturbed by just how aroused she'd been. She cursed her rotten luck and wondered at the odds that a bizarre series of events would result in Alan standing before her completely naked and fully erect just minutes after school began. She both loved it and hated it.


        She could hardly understand herself anymore. For instance, she had no good explanation why she consciously chose not to wear any underwear as she dressed for school that morning. She told herself that it was an accident, but she didn't really believe that, as she'd never made that kind of mistake before in her life. Some tiny, naughty voice in the back of her head told her that Alan had commanded her to do that the week before, and since he hadn't said anything contrary since, she continued to obey. She knew that was the most pathetic excuse imaginable.


        What she couldn't deny however was that being naked under her clothes was inescapably arousing to her. Deep down inside, she secretly knew that she just wanted to be naughty for her young lover. She knew that in her bed tonight, she'd be fantasizing endlessly about all the things that could have happened between them in Mr. Tompkins' classroom if she'd had just a tiny bit less self-control.

      


      
        CHAPTER 3


        Alan thought he was out of the woods by the time first period came to an end, but he was wrong.


        The football players who had played the chair painting trick on him didn't just fade away. Naturally, they were curious about what had happened to him and how he'd managed to avoid embarrassment. They were even madder at him than before for having escaped their trap, and were hardly about to let things go at that.


        So when he came out of Mr. Tompkins' physics class, they were waiting for him. At first they kept their distance, lost behind him in the hallway crowd, waiting to see who he might be with. But when it appeared he was alone and heading to his next class, they made their plans and followed him.


        Alan's first-period class was on the second floor while his second-period class was on the ground floor. The route from one class to another was filled with other students, so the football players knew they couldn't do anything too overt to him, especially given the suspensions that had been given out the week before. As a result, they struck in the most logical place along Alan's limited route: the stairs.


        Alan was unaware that a small group of burly guys were following him, so he was taken by surprise when one of them caught up to him at the top of the stairs and stuck a foot out in front of him just as he began to step down the first stair.


        The result was predictable: Alan went tumbling down the stairs, completely out of control. He most likely would have been severely hurt except for the fact that the stairway was filled with other students. So, rather than falling all the way down unimpeded, he crashed into some other students. More than one of them fell too, but none of them had the momentum he did, so only he kept going all the way to the flat area halfway down where the stairs turned.


        The football players eagerly followed him down, and one of the biggest of them was right there to lend a helping hand when Alan tried to stand up. Or, at least, Alan initially thought it was a helping hand, as he didn't stop to look up at the face first. But as he stood up, he realized the hand wasn't letting go. In fact, the strong grip was practically crushing his hand.


        Alan looked into the face of the boy who'd helped him up and realized he didn't know the person's name. But from the boy's appearance - he looked like a young Marine, complete with blond buzz cut - his grip, and his crowing and malicious smile, Alan could tell he wasn't amongst friends. That feeling grew stronger as the other football players came down the stairs and surrounded him.


        "Nasty fall," the football player squeezing Alan's hand said to him. "You should be more careful. Good thing you weren't hurt, but then again, you do seem to be quite lucky today, don't you?"


        Alan could guess from this comment that this guy had been somehow involved in the first-period chair-painting prank, although he wasn't in that class or any of Alan's other classes. Needless to say, this bully was only pretending friendliness, like a cat playing with its prey before killing it.


        Alan looked around frantically.


        Other students were crowding around, wondering what was happening, peering into the tight circle of athletes.


        He felt a bit safer because of all of the attention from the other people, but at the same time he didn't recognize any friends in the crowd, much less any authority figures. Worse, people were already starting to drift away as the sight of two guys shaking hands was hardly interesting. They didn't realize Alan's hand was being crushed by a much stronger vise-grip hand.


        Alan was strong and muscular, though lanky, but he was no match for this monstrously oversized high schooler opposing him and he knew there was no way he could free his hand on his own. So he said in a very loud voice, "Owww! Let go of my hand. You're hurting me!" He hoped to keep bystanders watching, and he was partly successful with that.


        "Oooh, poor baby," the tall and very muscular athlete still squeezing Alan's hand replied sarcastically, applying even more pressure as he said this. From his huge build, he was likely a lineman. He taunted, "What are you going to do now that you don't have any of your teachers to help you? What did you do to Mr. Tompkins to get him to protect you like that, anyways? How many times did you kiss his ass? Or suck his cock?"


        Alan was recovering his wits, and went on a verbal offensive, though it didn't seem that way at first. He said in a proud and loud voice, "Yes. I am gay. I'm a flaming homosexual. Here, let me suck your cock, too. Why don't you whip it out?" He reached for the boy's groin with his free hand.


        Alan guessed correctly that his attacker was as sexually immature, insecure, and homophobic as the typical dumb jock stereotype, and luckily he was right.


        The football player immediately let go of Alan's hand as if Alan had contagious homosexual "cooties" and backed away a few steps, pushing a couple of his flunkies aside in his hasty retreat.


        Alan laughed with derision, pretending much more confidence than he actually felt. He knew from previous experience with bullies that the key thing was to not show any weakness, as most bullies only preyed on the weak. He considered making some kind of homosexual taunt, but decided he shouldn't push his luck. Instead, he said in a seemingly sincere voice, "Thanks for the help getting up," and then hurried down the stairs.


        He heard one cry of "Fag!" but otherwise the football players didn't say anything or pursue him. While strong, none of them were particularly bright, and Alan's unexpected approach had left them confused. They were only slowly figuring out that Alan's "I'm a flaming homosexual" comment was a form of subtle sarcasm that would more or less render him immune to further homosexual taunts, their preferred insult of choice.


        One hour later, Alan entered Glory's classroom with a scraped knee, scraped elbow, and a very sore hand. Needless to say, he was very much preoccupied by his setbacks and hardly paid any attention to Glory or what was happening in her class. He knew that while in one sense he may have foiled his attackers, in another sense his "victory" was actually a defeat because he'd only succeeded in making his enemies madder at him. The only good news was that no one had followed him between second and third periods. He figured they were probably regrouping and trying to figure out how to best get back at him.
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        Glory however, was confused. She'd spent most of the two previous class periods anticipating the moment when she'd be able to see Alan in the flesh again, only to find him quite disinterested in her. It wasn't that he was consciously trying to avoid her; he simply didn't seem to have her on his mind in any special way because he was so worried about the football players.


        She thought, That's odd. And it's doubly odd given that Heather was acting in a very similar way the period before. Instead of glaring at me, as usual, Heather didn't seem to hear a word I was saying, as if she was simply spaced out and in her own world. Just like how Alan's acting right now. I wonder if he's going to be like this the whole class.


        But Glory couldn't think about it for long, as she had a class to teach. However, her thoughts kept returning to thinking about Alan and Heather with every free moment she had, especially since Alan seemed to continue to ignore her, though he eventually did appear to focus on the class material a bit.


        After some time, she noticed Alan's knee. Oh my God! That looks like a bad scrape. If I'm not mistaken, that looks like it's been bleeding pretty badly. And he hasn't even put a bandage on it or anything. He didn't have that at the end of first period, I know that!


        Should I send him to the nurse? No. I have to try to stay low profile and not let everyone know how much I'm noticing him. I can't fawn all over him. But what's the deal? First Heather's limping around and now Alan is all scraped up with fresh bruises, and obviously neither of them have had P. E. yet. Did they get in a fight with each other? That would make a lot of sense. Oh no! What if they were having passionate, balls-to-the-wall sex with each other instead? Sex so wild, passionate, and violent that the two of them could barely stand up and walk away. After all, Alan's much more of a lover than a fighter.


        That thought sent a surge of warmth through Glory that she immediately fought to stifle.


        Knowing Alan, if he were really angry with Heather, he'd fight her with his weapon of choice: sex. I'm not sure how he'd do it, but I bet he'd find some way to triumph over her sexually, defeating her much more soundly than if he actually pummeled her with his fists. God, imagine that! What if he was angry with me and he wanted to teach me a lesson? Even with all my muscles from surfing, he's so much bigger than me. I'd never stand a chance! Actually, I would, but once he starts waving that cock of his around, I get weak in the knees and turn to mush. He'd attack me, lord over me, tear my clothes off, push me around, and leave me completely helpless to his overpowering sexual drive!


        Then he'd rub that huge cock of his all over my face, forcing me to beg to suck it, making me humiliate myself as he smeared pre-cum all over my cheeks and forehead. And I'd suck it, God knows I would. And I'd LOVE it! But that's not all. He'd just be getting started. Once he had my face and mouth soaked in his cum, he'd turn his attention to my pussy. God have mercy on my soul, because he'd fuck me within an inch of my life! He'd fuck me until I cried mercy. In fact, he'd fuck me until I was screaming, moaning, and begging for mercy, and then he'd keep fucking me anyway!


        Just like what he did with Heather, he'd fuck me so good and hard that I'd have as much trouble walking as she does! Why, I'll bet that he took her, and threw-


        "Ms. Rhymer? Um, hello? Ms. Rhymer?" It was the voice of one of Glory's students, trying to ask a question.


        Glory snapped out of her sexual thoughts and tried to answer the question, but she had trouble concentrating. Her nipples were rock hard and her pussy was throbbing.


        As the class went on, it seemed that every line of thought she had led back to Alan, or sex, or even more often, Alan and sex. She still valiantly tried to give a lecture instead of just assigning in-class busy work, but she kept stumbling and spacing out, acting as nervously as if it was her first day teaching.


        Some minutes later, she looked at Alan and began spacing out again. Damn that young man! He's still not looking at me. What do I have to do to get his attention? Maybe it's these God-damned clothes. Societal rules demand that I have to dress all prissy and conservative as a teacher, but why can't I express myself like everyone else? Why can't I look like a slutty tramp like Heather does?
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        I wanna teach dressed like a HOT TRAMP, God dammit! That would get Alan's attention and tear his mind away from that evil skank. Hell, it would get everyone's attention, and isn't that part of my job as a teacher, keeping their attention? A tight, hot, shiny, black leather short skirt kind of like what Heather is wearing today, an even tighter fire engine red top with my cleavage exposed all the way down-


        She stopped herself as she realized she was running her hand over her chest and the student who had been speaking had stopped and was staring at her quizzically.


        Damn again! she cursed. I must be losing my mind! The sooner I get Alan out of my system, the better off I'll be. I just have to get through these next few days and then it'll get easier. It's like going cold turkey from a heroin addiction.


        She looked down and sadly realized she was still wearing the same old "prissy" clothes she'd put on that morning. With an internal sigh, she resumed her teaching lesson.


        Since she was such a good teacher, a number of students noticed her odd behavior, but they generally assumed that even Ms. Rhymer had an off day every now and then.


        Alan, though, was still so absorbed in his own problems that he remained oblivious.

      


      
        CHAPTER 4


        When class ended, Glory could hardly wait until the last student besides Alan left, so she could find out what was going on. When she finally had her chance, she acted quite pouty and jealous. As Alan closed the door, she petulantly said from her chair behind her desk, "So, you really can turn it on and off, can't you? One day you seemed to care for me and desire me so much, but now you don't even know I exist! I know we've made a new platonic agreement, but you could show at least a little bit of longing and regret. The way you act, it's just plain, well... insulting!"


        He walked over and sat on her desk. "What on Earth are you talking about?"


        She looked up at him, a bit frightened to have him so near, but still angry from her jealousy. "Don't play dumb with me, young man! Whatever happened to your pledge to be totally honest with me?! I'm no fool! I know exactly what you and Heather have been up to."


        "'Up to'? What do you mean?" He thought, She's smart as a whip and knows all the school gossip, but how could she possibly know what Heather, Simone, and I were doing this morning? Unless one of them talked...


        "I mean, look at your scraped knee. And your elbow. And the way you've been holding your hand for half the class! And the way Heather's walking so funny! You must have given her the royal nailing of a lifetime! I mean, the other women you're with, I could forgive... no, that's not true. Let's not go there. But Heather! HEATHER! That's a direct slap in my face!"


        He laughed inwardly, but was careful not to show any outward signs of his amusement so as to not hurt her feelings. But as he recovered from that, his amusement at her interpretation turned to concern that she would feel hurt if he didn't straighten things out.


        "Glory, wait a minute. You've got it all wrong. It's true I played around with Heather a bit before school, but to be blunt, I didn't put myself into her pussy or ass, thank you very much. My scratches aren't from that, they're from tumbling down the stairs after being pushed by some football players! The same ones, I should point out, who were behind the whole painted chair thing!"


        "Oh," she said, slowly reassessing. She felt her righteous indignation start to ebb, even though she figured that if he hadn't fucked Heather it was only because he'd fucked someone else. She also correctly guessed that there was a good reason he only mentioned not putting his dick in Heather's ass or pussy, and failed to mention her mouth. The idea of him doing anything sexual at all with Heather irritated her so much that she barely could think about his football player problems.


        He continued, "Not only that, but remember that I wasn't scraped up like this when you were cleaning paint off me this morning. And I've had nothing but classes since then."


        "Oh. That's right." I suppose I'm just jumping to conclusions and making groundless accusations. Something did make Heather walk funny though, and I have a strong suspicion he's somehow behind it... although she was wearing those ridiculously high heels today, so that could be the reason, or at least part of the reason. The stupid bitch has no idea how to walk in heels.


        I have a feeling that his newfound policy of total honesty doesn't involve him volunteering information about the other women he's involved with, though he'll probably answer if I know to ask the right question. But I don't really want to know more about that bitch's twisted sexual games and how she's ensnared poor Alan in them. At least not right now.


        The conversation naturally turned after Alan straightened out Glory's misconceptions.


        Her feelings of jealousy quickly faded even though she was still miffed that he'd been with Heather at all.


        He explained all the latest developments in his troubles with the football players, and got a lot of genuine sympathy from her about it. She fell into the role of nurse, taking out a first-aid kit and cleaning up his scrapes. He didn't just have scrapes on his knee and elbow but in fact had scratches all over, though luckily the others were all minor or superficial. Band-aids took care of the cuts on the knees and elbows where he'd actually bled.


        But in the course of examining, cleaning, and tending his wounds, once again she came into very close contact with his body. It was almost more than she could take, especially given the earlier contact. She might have lost control and reverted to all out fondling except for the fact that he kept talking about his assault and the football players, leaving her more angry than aroused. She was very proud that she'd resisted temptation when at long last she successfully disengaged and declared him all cleaned up.


        However, she still wasn't in the clear, because he was still in front of her and her hormones were still raging for him. All the close contact with his body had worked her up, even if it was just little things like smelling his body odor and subtly caressing his skin here and there (usually under the guise of patting an area she'd cleaned and declaring it "all better").


        After they'd discussed the football player problem and possible courses of action, the conversation turned to his homework. The plan was that he would use lunch with her to actually do some homework, but they ended up talking about homework and his lack of motivation in doing it instead. This was bad news for her, because now that the conversation had moved on and she wasn't so indignant, her mind was free to wander.


        She thought, I wonder if he's still hard. I can't see a bulge, which is unusual. But knowing him, he's almost certainly hard. Even with all his football player problems, he must be suffering terrible blue balls on top of all that. I can't immediately help out with the football players, but I could relieve his condition. I guess a proper fucking would be out of the question since we're supposed to be broken up, I mean, since we ARE broken up, but would just a little blowjob or two be so bad, between friends? Look how worried he is. I'll bet ten to fifteen minutes of cocksucking and titfucking would put his worries at ease.


        She seemed to take everything he said the wrong way. For instance, he mentioned, "I've fallen really far behind in my English class. I'm going to have to do some serious cramming to catch up."


        He intended no double meaning, but Glory heard the words "serious cramming" and went all dreamy. Serious cramming, eh? Well, young man, I have some news for you: you're going to have to do some serious cramming for my class as well! In fact, there's no time like the present. Take that hot, fleshy fuck-hammer and cram it into my tight, slippery hole right now! Pound me with your fuck-hammer, my love! Alan! Please! Don't just sit there, looking at me like that. Do it! Do me! Now!


        "Glory?"


        "Huh?" Glory snapped back to reality again. "What? Did I miss something?"


        "I was just saying that I might even have to pull an all-nighter, if the teacher makes us do that assignment like he's been threatening to do."
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        Glory immediately fell back into her sexual fugue. An all-nighter, eh? You are going to have to pull an all-nighter, all right, with your favorite teacher! More like a push and pull, in and out, over and over, do it to her all-nighter, hee-hee! It's so hard! So hot! So thick! So tasty and juicy and wonderful! Alan, take me! Right now! Throw me on my desk and do me right here!


        She began to visualize such a scene so clearly that her pussy juices began to flow. Make love to your hot tramp of a teacher! No, none of this "make love" bullshit; FUCK ME! Can't you see a woman who needs your expert-


        "Glory?"


        "Yes? What is it?" She reflexively clamped her legs together.


        "Well, it's just that you seem to be staring at me so intently. Is there something on my face or something?" He was genuinely confused since he wasn't in a sexual mood at all, and too flummoxed from his rather stressful morning to notice her usual signs of arousal. The reason she didn't see a bulge in his shorts was because he was flaccid.


        "Um, no. I guess I'm just still thinking about the football players and how that one brute tripped you at the top of the stairs. How horrible! We may no longer be intimate with each other, but I still care about you deeply. I'm so worried!"


        "Don't worry. I'm going to tackle this, and your help is vital and very much appreciated. Frankly, in the long term, I'm more worried about my homework problem. I feel like I'm in a deep hole. I thought that I was bound for a good college for sure, like Berkeley, but lately..."


        Alan's words faded away as Glory glommed onto the phrase "I'm in a deep hole" and ran with it. You are in a deep hole, my young sex stud! My hole! My needy hole is going to be filled so deep by your throbbing, probing manliness!


        Ah, what's wrong with me? I need to focus. He's going to ask me a question about some serious problems any minute now, and I need to focus. On his words. Not on the hole. The deep, needy hole. The desperate, wet, and eager hole. No... On his words! The words! Focus! Focus, Glory! What's wrong with me? It's over! Over between us! He'll be going to Berkeley next fall, so it's doomed between us anyway. Besides, think about all those other women he has. Think about him making love to his own mother or sister! Let that cool you down. Incest! Disgusting!


        Huh, why isn't that working very well? Somehow I get to thinking about Suzanne and her impossibly curvy body. I saw her stick out her tongue once at that one parents' night - it was positively unreal. I'll bet a tongue like that could jack off Alan's penis like a dainty hand, sliding all around it like a huge snake. Good Lord! ... Quick, think of something else!


        I know! I'll think of him with that super-bitch. Imagine the good and kind Alan filling that evil bitch whore Heather with his tasty seed! She doesn't deserve him. It's so WRONG! Think of him pounding that magnificent cock into her slutty, skanky, diseased, and gaping hole. Yuck! How can he be fucking her before school today when, at the same time, I've been reduced to fighting the urge to fondle myself under my skirt driving to school when I stop at every stoplight? It's not right! Alan should be mine! Alan, I love you! I need you! But it's wrong! Wrong! You'll only hurt me. I can't! Can't! Must resist!


        "Glory, what's wrong now?" he asked. "Look at the way you're clenching your hands. Did you space out?"


        "Oh. Sorry. I just can't get those damned football players out of my head. Let's go back to that topic, because I'm kind of obsessing about it..."


        And so it went. She was a wreck. Returning the conversation to the football players engaged a bit more of her attention, but not much. Everything he said seemed to be a sexy innuendo to her, when in fact nothing he said was meant that way.


        She was extremely relieved when he left about ten minutes before the lunch period was over.


        As he left, she thought, That was close! It was all I could do not to up and rape the poor guy. But these feelings will pass. They will. Won't they? As time goes on the urge has to fade, or else I'm in deep trouble. I'm going to have to do something soon to take the edge off until I can find a new boyfriend or something. Maybe I should go shopping tonight for some new sex toys and simply pleasure myself so much while at home that my pussy is too sore for me to even BEGIN to think about sex. Yes! That not only sounds like a good idea, it sounds like a hell of a lot of fun.


        Of course, I'll be dreaming and thinking about Alan the whole time, but maybe if I do that with abandon for the next couple of days, I'll actually get sick of him. Kind of like drinking until you can't even stand the sight of alcohol. Something like that has to work, or else...


        I hate to picture it, but just imagine, me, Gloria Rhymer, crawling on my hands and knees, begging him to take me back. That would be so horribly embarrassing... not to mention unbearably arousing! Oh God! Crawling naked to his toned, muscled, and extremely erect body! That penis, GOD, I love that penis! My own student. Submitting myself, prostrating myself, giving my body and my SOUL to one of my own students! Begging to be filled in each and every hole! Crawling to touch- ... Arrgh! Stop it Glory! Stop it! You're obsessed!

      


      
        CHAPTER 5


        Alan left Glory early because he wanted to check on Heather and see if his "treatment" was working on her or not. His desire to find this out was so strong and his opportunities to make contact with her before school ended were so limited that he decided to do something he'd never done at school before: visit Heather while she resided at her "throne."


        Back in the days when Alan ate lunch in the school cafeteria, he knew the "rules" of cafeteria seating reasonably well, and he was sure they hadn't changed in the two months since he'd stopped going there. All the different social cliques had their different zones in the cafeteria, and few ever sat down in or even lingered within the territory of a clique one did not belong to. Heather, naturally, sat at the most prestigious table in the school elite zone.


        Alan, thanks to all of his romantic and sexual successes, didn't belong in the nerd zone anymore, but he also didn't belong in the elite zone, as he hadn't put in the time and kissed enough asses to become one of the elites, and he didn't know anyone in the large group of "unaffiliated" students to feel comfortable there either, or with any other group, for that matter. One of the reasons why he no longer ate at the school cafeteria or even visited there much was that he didn't know where he belonged anymore. If he did eat lunch away from Glory, he preferred to be one of the few who sat outside in the sun, especially since Katherine and Amy usually sat there these days (they didn't like the clique battles, either).


        So it was a bold move when he simply walked right up to Heather's table and sat down next to her, squeezing in to make room for himself. She was surrounded by her usual flunkies, all gorgeous babes that he had admired from afar at one time or another. But aside from Simone, who was sitting right next to Heather, he knew very few of them by name (other cheerleaders like Kim and Joy sat at a table near Heather's table - not even any of them were "worthy" of sitting at Heather's table, mostly because they hadn't sucked up to her enough lately). In recent weeks, a couple of the girls at the table had chatted him up, fishing for a date invitation, but he'd turned them all down, since he already had more women that he could handle.


        Aside from Simone, and Heather's friend and main rival Donna, the table was a uniform sea of tanned skins, daringly exposed cleavage, and blonde heads (usually bottle-enhanced). Simone felt awkward and unwanted at times as the only black girl in the entire female school elite, and often sensed derision from her other black friends, but her love-hate friendship with Heather was so important to her that it overrode all other concerns.


        Alan's move was so unexpected that a hush fell over the dozen or so girls at Heather's table (though he was pleased to see people at the other tables were too busy with their own boisterous activities to pay any notice).


        Heather, though, seemed oblivious to the possibility that he might be doing something unusual. She merely gave him a friendly smile and cheerfully said, "Hiya! What's up, Sir?"


        Alan looked at her more closely. She had a very unusual facial expression. On one hand, she had the glazed over look of a happy drunk. But on the other hand, she wore a grimace, as if she had a bad case of hemorrhoids. He knew that the Bitch Trainer was the cause of both facial expressions, but to see the two looks coexist on one face was odd, to say the least.


        Further, she was obviously sexually aroused because her nipples were poking through her peach-colored top even more than usual. He could tell she wasn't wearing a bra, since he'd commanded her not to the day before. He made a mental note to finally look into how she so flagrantly violated the school's dress code, day after day.


        The other girls were all staring intently at Alan and Heather and obviously trying to puzzle out this unwanted intrusion. The mere fact that Heather didn't reflexively freeze him out of the area and send him packing with her usual haughty sneer helped confirm for the other girls that the two of them had some kind of special relationship. Few had any doubts something sexual was going on. But the exact nature of their relationship still remained mysterious, and the fact that Heather had just called him "sir" without any apparent sarcasm or irony greatly deepened the mystery. So they all erred on the side of caution and didn't say anything.


        Alan didn't want Heather's flunkies to overhear, so with a few discreet comments, he got Heather and Simone to stand up and walk far enough away from the table for them to have some privacy.


        Then he asked Heather in a low voice, "How's it going?"
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        "Good!" She said brightly, gazing at him intently. "You're the best! ... Uh, Sir!" She giggled at that. "But it's so sad..." Her appearance completely changed as she said this last bit, and her face turned forlorn as if she recalled her puppy being run over.


        He realized he'd never seen her quite like this before. It was as if he was talking to a child. He asked, "What's sad?"


        Still with an exaggerated mournfulness, Heather explained, "I heard about what those guys tried to do to you this morning. That's just wrong! I'll tell you, they're going to regret it. Just you wait and see."


        He was pleased that she seemed a bit more coherent as she said that, and thought, Wow, she actually cares about me a bit?


        But then she spaced out entirely and gazed off across the room.


        He wanted answers and fast, so he turned to Simone and asked her in a low voice, "What's happening here?"


        Simone murmured back, quiet enough that not even Heather could hear, "As you can see, Heather's kind of spacing out at the moment. It's the Bitch Trainer. It's the only thing she'll talk to me about, practically, when she's actually talking. Most of the time she's happy just to smile and enjoy whatever it's doing to her."


        "Wow. I didn't think she'd be affected THAT strongly."


        "Me either," Simone admitted. "I can only hope that she'll get used to it soon enough, or else she's going to turn into some kind of living Barbie bimbo airhead."


        "Dang. That's not what I want. I'm going to have to work on this and, I guess, try to fine tune things. As usual, she's so frigging high maintenance. But is she with it enough to do something about the football players?"


        "Kind of. We've been talking about it a bit, but we haven't had much time and she's just not concentrating that much. Or rather, she is, but not on that topic, if you catch my drift. But we sent the word through the grapevine to find out more, and we've already learned that the problem seems to be with just the defensive linemen. Apparently they're a really tight group. They're all such big motherfuckers they think they can do anything and get away with it."


        Simone didn't bother to mask her distaste of them in the slightest. "The rest of the football team seems to be in complete disarray after the suspensions last week and everything. And remember how Heather sowed all kinds of dissent over the weekend? Well that seems to be working, especially since our team got creamed so badly Friday night on the field."


        Alan just looked blankly at Simone. "They did? I thought they won just about all their games."


        "You mean you haven't heard about Friday's game?!" Simone incredulously rolled her eyes at Alan. "Your sister's a cheerleader, your 'official' girlfriend's a cheerleader, you've got the head cheerleader's ASS wrapped around your dick half the time, and you STILL haven't heard about the most humiliating loss by our football team since, like, ever?!"


        Alan, for once, didn't have anything to say. He looked over at Heather's vacant expression, then his eyes drifted down to her lightly jiggling breasts. He quickly tore his eyes away and looked back at Simone.


        Simone imperiously held up a hand to forestall any protests of cluelessness on his part. "Never mind. Look, all you need to know is that except for this one group of about eight players, Heather's got them all pretty much pussy whipped into submission. They can't play as a team to save their lives because she's got them at each other's throats, after all the mind games she's played on them lately."


        "Ah. Wow."
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        "Yeah. A pretty neat trick, eh?" Simone flashed her beautiful ivory teeth in a predatory grin before turning serious again.


        Alan checked out her busty chest and noted that she at least continued to wear a bra, although it appeared her nipples had gotten hard since she'd started talking to him. He forced his eyes back up to her face as she continued to speak.


        Simone noticed where his eyes wandered and felt a flicker of pride that he preferred to look at her charms instead of Heather, standing very close by. "But there's still those eight at least, taking advantage of the fact that about half the male student body either envies or hates you, what with all these rumors going around about you. You should especially watch out for a couple of unusually big guys, Ryan and Jerry, who seem to be the ringleaders. You know them?"


        Alan let his eyes drift back down to her inspirational rack, but said seriously, "I unfortunately met, uh, Ryan, I think, today on the stairs, and Jerry is in my first-period class. He's a total ass; he always sits in the back and keeps his head down so he won't get called on. But both of them are like walking refrigerators. They make the guy who clocked me last week look small, so, needless to say, I'm hoping things won't get violent. What's Heather doing about them?"


        Simone glanced over at Heather, who was still zoned out. "Not much. Except that she's already put the word out that they should be treated like social pariahs. We didn't even explain why; we just told everyone to treat them like shit, and at least Heather's extended circle will. By now I'm sure those guys are already beginning to feel the blowback. In a matter of days, if 'the bitchy one' keeps sending out the vibes and steps up the pressure, not even their own parents will want to talk to them. And I'm only just exaggerating a teensy little bit on that. Seriously."


        "Wow. Double wow. I had no idea she was THAT powerful in this school. That's kind of scary." He thought of the problems Heather had caused the football team and nearly shuddered in fear. But he looked at her standing only a few feet away, and saw she was still happily staring off into space as if she'd had a frontal lobotomy. That fact made him feel a bit better, as it reminded him that she had some very sizeable vulnerabilities. He consoled himself that at least as long as she needed him for his anal skills, he wasn't in too much danger from her vengeance.


        Simone leaned in even closer, and conspiratorially whispered, "Why do you think I've stayed such good friends with her? A big part of it is self-protection. I'm beginning to gather you didn't have ANY idea who you were messing with when you started fucking around with her, did you? Hell, I think that she could turn even you into a complete outcast if she wanted to."


        "Hmmm. Okay, I'll admit I am a bit clueless about some of this social stuff. I never paid any attention back when I was a nerd, because what did it matter to me? I guess when it came to her, ignorance was bliss. But how-"


        Heather who'd been standing just a couple of feet away the whole time, finally got impatient and interrupted, "Hey, you guys, what are you talking about there?"


        "Oh, nothing," Alan replied, now speaking loud enough for both Simone and Heather to hear, but quiet enough so the girls at Heather's table couldn't. He said in slightly coded language, "I was just checking with my assistant to see how your training is coming along. I think we might need a spot check."


        Heather's eyes went wide and she licked her lips. "Mmmm. Delicious idea. I know just the place. Come on!"


        So the three of them left the cafeteria. The remains of Heather and Simone's lunches were left behind, unfinished and abandoned, at the table where Heather held court. Speculation ran rampant among Heather's friends as to just exactly what they'd seen (but not overheard) might mean for the social hierarchy, as soon as it became apparent that she wasn't returning to her "throne." The talk focused on her use of the word "sir."

      


      
        CHAPTER 6


        The three of them headed to the "stinky bathroom" that was almost never used, since they didn't have time to go all the way to the theater room in the five or so minutes left in the lunch period.


        Heather kept wanting to run, but her five inch heels and her Bitch Trainer effectively limited her speed to something that wouldn't get them noticed by a teacher. In fact, the way she swished and swayed in her shiny black short shorts as she attempted to merely walk fast, not to mention her big, braless breasts bouncing inside her shirt, was like a porno film in motion.


        Alan hadn't been in a sexual mood at all ever since falling down the stairs, though Simone's ebony orbs had nearly put his dick at attention. He didn't want to get revved up in the last minutes of lunch only to be stuck with a raging hard-on he could do nothing to relieve for the last two periods of school. So he volunteered to stand guard outside, pointing out that spot checks and all other dildo loading and unloading duties were Simone's full responsibility now. He loitered in front of the "stinky" ladies room while Heather and Simone went in, heading into one of the toilet stalls.


        Simone had been mostly quiet during the morning Inner Bitch Training session and during most of her previous encounters with Alan, in part because she felt a bit intimidated by him, and because she hadn't really developed a close rapport with him yet. But left alone with only the strangely subdued Heather, she took full advantage of her opportunity to reverse roles.


        "Okay, bitch," she imperiously demanded, "drop those shorts, and then put them over your head so you can't see. Then grab onto something so you can stick your slutty ass up as high as you can. I want to see your ass way up here by my face! Now!"


        "But Simone..."


        "That's 'ma'am' to you now," Simone murmured menacingly. "Didn't you hear Alan this morning?" She smiled a sweetly dangerous smile at her best friend.


        Heather immediately began unzipping her black leather shorts. "Okay, ma'am. But aren't you being mean? I know that I've been slutty, and a bitch, but... I mean, we're still best friends, right?"


        Simone looked at her, who was now trying to wiggle and shimmy out of her extremely tight shorts. It took some effort, but she got them down and pulled down her "butt floss" undies with them.


        Heather then gave her a sad puppy dog look that Simone hadn't even realized her friend was capable of.


        Simone rolled her eyes and thought with chagrin, Great. Now that the shoe is finally on the other foot, she gets all weird on me so I can't even have any fun with it. Why do I like her so much when she's such a pain all the time? I just don't have the heart... especially when she's looking at me like that. Grrr!


        So Simone changed her approach. Taking a page from Alan's playbook, she got more aggressive. "Just a minute. You'd better take your top off too. It's in my way."


        "In your way? In your WAY?! Are you fucking loony?! How will this tight little powder blue top that doesn't even go down to my belly button stop you from reaching my ass? And what if someone comes in here?! You're going to leave me completely buck naked in a public place!"


        "Have you forgotten to say 'ma'am' again?"
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        Heather stared at Simone incredulously for a few moments, and then smiled. "I think I like the new Simone. Ma'am. She's pure evil." She shimmied out of her tight top and got back on the toilet. "How's that, ma'am?"


        Simone gave a naughty smile back. "Now you're starting to get it." She became all business. "Heather, let's hurry. Alan says you can't see your Bitch Trainers yet until you earn that privilege, so put something over your eyes. Meanwhile, can you please concentrate? What are we going to do about these football caveman types?"


        Heather considered putting her shorts over her eyes as Simone demanded, but the leather was too stiff for it to easily work as a blindfold. To her great embarrassment, she had to use her "butt floss" panties instead. The only part of them with any fabric at all was the part that fit right over her pussy, and that was soaked through with pussy juice. But lacking time and alternatives and not wanting to upset her well-hung lover waiting just outside the bathroom, she closed the eyes and wrapped the panties around her head.


        She even managed to tie them behind her head. She couldn't help but inhale the pussy juice that soaked her nose and cheeks. The smell and the humiliation somehow endeared Alan to her even more, while at the same time inflaming her desire to get him back for his impudence.


        Then she stuck her ass up as high as she could while gripping as little of the toilet as she could manage. She sighed. "Simone, ma'am, I just can't get fired up with anger like usual, even after what they did to him. All I can think about is my Bitch Trainer. It's like I'm being fucked in the ass non-stop, all day! It almost feels that good! Do you realize how GOOD it feels? Do you have any idea?!"


        "You've only told me about a million times in the last couple of hours," Simone pointed out, while rolling her eyes.


        "Sorry. But it's true! Alan is so awesome. So manly. And to think that I was going to actually-" She abruptly cut herself off, then gasped as she felt Simone's fingers penetrate her asshole.


        "What?" Simone asked as she found the Bitch Trainer with her fingertips. "All right slut, push that Bitch Trainer out of your ass right now and show it to me. Like you did this morning. C'mon, push! Now, what were you going to do?"


        Heather bore down with her powerful internal muscles, and with a sexy groan her tight asshole slowly opened up, until eventually a couple inches of dildo suddenly slid out. She then stopped pushing long enough to pant, "I... Well, it's mostly Ms. Rhymer that needs to be taught a lesson, but that's neither here nor there. I just don't feel like striking back at... Wait. Let me try to think about the football problem instead... Uh! Shit, I cannot believe you have me buck naked in a public restroom. OH!"


        She let out a little shriek as Simone suddenly took a firm grasp of the dildo protruding from her ass and pulled it all the way out in one long drawn out stroke. Her asshole even made a popping sound as her Bitch Trainer left her butt.


        "How does that feel?" Simone asked, playfully spanking a trembling butt cheek, but clearly referring to Heather's newly vacated ass.


        Heather waited a long time before answering. "Strange. Good, in a way. I've been kind of longing to get it out. I've been feeling bloated like I'm having an enema aaaalll day. Can you imagine what that feels like?" She suddenly sighed, inhaled deeply of the cum-drenched panties covering her eyes and nose, and then spread her legs open a little wider. "But it's funny: now that it's out, I want it back in!"


        Simone smiled. "I think that can be arranged." She slowly forced the big dildo all the way back inside Heather's shivering backside.


        Heather instinctively curved her back so as to present the best possible angle for the penetration of her powerfully throbbing asshole.


        "Ugh! Oh! God yes! FUCK! Fuck, that's good. Thank you, ma'am! Oh Jesus Christ, do I love that! But now that it's in, there's a part of me that wants it out. I don't know if I can make it to the end of the day, feeling that full."


        "Well, we'll work on that in a minute. But first, what are you going to do about the football players?"


        "God, I don't know. Ask me again after school, after I've recovered from this ... thing! This invasion! Oh, fuck, it feels so good. But, uh, I'm thinking, simply putting those guys on the shit list isn't going to do it. In fact, that'll probably just make them angrier and more desperate, like cornered rats."


        Simone teased Heather's anus with delicate brushes of her fingertips, which made her asshole flutter and throb as her entire body shuddered. She noted, "Good point." She found herself fascinated by the way Heather's tanned muscular buttocks were clenching and jumping, making them wobble slightly out of sync with each other.


        Heather continued, "We should try to use the rest of the football team to- oh! Ungh... Put peer pressure on them. Divide and conquer. We've already neutralized or- ah! ... co-opted most of the other players; now we can use those guys like weapons. Peel off the timid or half-hearted out of this lineman group and then go for the jugular with the core troublemakers."


        "I like it." Simone was glad to see Heather could still plot with the Bitch Trainer in, if she put her mind to it and didn't just space out. "A typical Heather move. But what kind of fatal blow were you planning on giving them?" She pulled her hand away, wondering what Heather would do.


        Heather paused. "I- I don't know. Something like expelling them, but that just seems too mean somehow."


        Simone raised her eyebrow. She'd never heard Heather ever describe any tactic as "too mean" before. She decided to postpone the rest of this conversation until after school, when Heather would presumably have more of her bitchiness (not to mention her brains) back after an hour with her ass empty during cheerleader practice. "Hmmm. Well, let's finish up here first. Everything seems in order with your Bitch Trainer, but we can't be too thorough. Let me check again..."


        Heather bore down a second time, putting pressure on her dildo (and obviously enjoying doing so) until it breached her anus once more.


        Simone then pulled the dildo all the way back out, ever so tantalizingly slowly with one hand, while reaching forward and running her fingers over Heather's pussy lips with the other.


        "FUCKING GOOD!" Heather arched her back again and lifted her blindfolded head up high, gasping as she fought the urge to rock her hips back and forth.


        "Ssssh! They'll hear you in the hallway," Simone chided as she tweaked Heather's clit.


        "God, don't remind me!" Heather yelled far too loudly as she very nearly had a great climax.


        Simone rolled her eyes because she knew that what Heather meant was that the prospect of other people overhearing was so deliciously intoxicating that she couldn't stand to think about it at the moment, as she was too aroused already. But Simone could hardly chide Heather about this, because she found the idea of getting caught to be a huge turn-on as well. She pulled on Heather's clit yet again, but she knew Heather's sexual responses well enough to keep her just short of her much needed orgasmic relief.


        "Yeah! Oh, Simone! Just like that! Ma'am! Yes, ma'am!" Heather giggled with pure joy as her asshole throbbed powerfully, clenching and relaxing around her slowly departing dildo.


        There was a knock on the door, and Alan poked his head in. He couldn't see Simone or Heather as they were inside one of the toilet stalls, but he said in a low voice that carried across the room, "Hey, you two, the hallways have emptied out. I can't wait any longer! The school bell is going to ring any second. I've got to go!"


        Simone popped her head out of the stall and looked at Alan with pretend concern. "We're got a problem. You have to come see this."


        Alan took a peek back out at the hallway, and then reluctantly decided to come in. "Okay, but just a sec. What is it?"


        "Look at her," Simone said, moving aside so Alan could have a full view into the stall.


        He looked. After a couple of long moments he asked, "What?"


        Simone gave him a wicked grin. "Isn't she sexy? I mean, look at her! Not only is she totally naked aside from her black heels, but do you know what she's using for a blindfold? Those are her cum-soaked panties! And just look at that ass. My God, what an ass! How can I not be bisexual, looking at an ass like that? Her asshole's all full now, but her pussy's empty and needy. You could help her out with that." She huskily whispered that last sentence directly into Alan's ear.


        Alan groaned with arousal. "You're evil, do you know that? My whole idea was to not get a boner, and you screwed that."


        Simone ran a hand up his arm, squeezing and admiring his muscles. "Hmmm. Guess you'll just have to fuck all that evil out of me. Let's get you a hall pass so you can stay and play."


        Alan was sorely tempted, but the fear of getting caught drove him back to the door. "That's totally nuts! You don't even have someone standing guard now. I've gotta go!"


        "You go then, Sir," Heather answered, her heavy breathing betraying the rising tide of her lust. "Simone, ma'am, I think this spot check is just getting started, don't you?"


        Simone laughed. "Yep! Alan, don't worry. Heather and I have the same class for fifth period, and she has the teacher wrapped around her little finger. We can be as late as we want. Everything seems fine over here, but we're just going to do a thorough in and out check to be sure, oh... another couple dozen times!" Simone and Heather both laughed heartily at that. "You sure you don't want to stay?"


        "Can't. My next teacher isn't so spellbound by my nipples," he joked. "I'm out of here. Be careful!" He closed the door and ran down the hallway to his next class, cursing his renewed erection.


        The bell rang just a few seconds later.


        Simone slowly pushed the dildo back into Heather's hungry ass, while her fingers worked their way up into the haughty blonde's pussy. Everything she did caused Heather to moan and groan louder and lustier than before. "Ssssh!" she whispered. "Let's not get caught the first day. He does have a point about needing a guard, even if we are in this stall."


        Heather reflexively lifted her head up and turned to look over her shoulder at Simone, but blindfolded as she was with her own wet "butt floss," she couldn't see a thing. She gasped out, "The first day? Oh yes. The first day of spot checks! I think we're going to need a lot of these spot checks, don't you? And then I'm going to have to check you out pretty thoroughly too. It might even take the whole lunch period sometimes!" Her entire body shivered with anticipation.


        "Agreed, girl! This whole Bitch Trainer program is quite complicated. I'm going to have to fill you in on a few points, if you know what I mean." Simone ground the dildo in even deeper to illustrate exactly what kind of filling she was talking about.
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        "I do!" Heather laughed and groaned, as the dildo slowly came out. She was so excited that her pussy was flowing like a raging river. Further, her nostrils were so filled with the smell of her own juices that she thought she would pass out.


        Simone impulsively leaned forward and kissed Heather as high up her body as she could easily reach, which was her upper back. She wanted to kiss her on the lips, because she felt so happy and intimate with her. She'd made love with Heather seemingly countless times before, but there was a different vibe in the air this time.


        She thought, If the old Heather saw herself like this, bent over in the "stinky bathroom" and begging to take a big fat dildo up the ass while wearing her undies on her head for a blindfold, making an already ridiculous scene seem even more messed up than even I could imagine, she'd have blown her top and gone thermonuclear on anyone who saw her! And yet here she is, loving every second of it. And somehow it makes me love her even more. I love her when she shows her strength, but also when she shows her weakness, too. So who's the more fucked up and crazy, her or me?


        Simone didn't yet fully understand how Heather was temporarily transformed by the dildo, but she liked what she'd seen so far. And, she realized, if she ever wanted or needed the bitchy Heather, for instance to scheme against the football players, she could simply keep her ass empty for a while.

      


      
        CHAPTER 7


        Alan was careful to walk from class to class with a friend at all times, just to be on the safe side. He was grateful that Christine seemed keen to stick to his side as much as their mostly-overlapping class schedules made possible, since he knew that she had significant martial arts training. He did get some nasty looks and muttered insults from the football players or their friends, but that was all.


        He started asking around and confirmed that the bully who had tormented him in the stairway was indeed a defensive lineman named Ryan. But Alan found out little more than what Simone had told him, since Ryan and his friends were in the remedial educational track, just squeaking through to graduation, and no one Alan knew was in that track. Ryan was said to be surprisingly smart for a remedial student; apparently he just didn't apply himself in class. Alan resolved to learn more about his enemies, and quickly.


        He considered going to the vice principal or some other school official to get help, but he knew they could only do so much. He suspected that Ryan or his allies might use some underhanded and not exactly legal tactics of their own to fight back, so it would be prudent to keep the authorities out of the squabble at least for the time being. He specifically thought about possible help from Heather, which might be simultaneously both the most helpful and the most morally dubious. He knew that Heather would have to be rewarded for her help, which could cause all kinds of conflicting troubles if she continued to otherwise act so rebelliously, as he strongly suspected she would.


        Alan had plans to go to the S-Club meeting/orgy directly after school, but since Sean would be there he'd confirmed with Katherine and Amy just before the start of P. E. that they wouldn't attend this time. In addition to letting them know about Sean's attendance, he also gave them a very truncated account of what had happened between him and the football players.


        When he walked to the P.E. building for his sixth period tennis, he was surprised to see Christine waiting there for him. Her arms were crossed under her tremendous breasts. She asked in a peevish tone, "Just where do you think you're going?"


        "Um, tennis? Where else?"


        She looked down at his scraped skin. "Like that?"


        "What? They're just scratches. There isn't even any blood."


        "So? You've got a lot of bruises. You've already been traumatized by TWO incidents against you today, and those guys are still gunning for you. You know a great place for an ambush?"


        "Where?"


        She pointed to the building they were standing in front of. "In there! You've got a bunch of big jocks out for blood. Why don't you go straight in to where they're all gathered and say, 'Please, just kick my ass now?'"


        "Hmmm. Good point," he admitted. "I hadn't thought of that."


        She said with exasperation, "That's because you're mentally retarded! I'm gonna keep you safe whether you like it or not." She started walking away from the building, expecting him to follow.


        He followed, but then asked in confusion, "But... what about... coach? He's not going to like it if I just fail to show up."


        "That's why, when you were doing God knows what during lunch, I was thinking ahead and making arrangements. I got you permission to go to 'study hall' instead for today." She made mocking air-quotes as she said "study hall."


        "Well... cool! Thanks. But what about you?"


        She sighed huffily. "As if I'd just leave you alone. I got a pass too, dummy. You see, I'm a witness to the chair-painting incident. The only thing is, you and I have to spend our study hall writing up our accounts of what happened."


        "Oh, well, that should be pretty easy." Then he realized he'd already put his backpack in his locker since he didn't need any of that stuff for tennis. "Let's go this way then. I need to stop by my locker."


        She pointed to her backpack, slung over her shoulder. "Don't sweat it. I've got pens and paper for both of us in here."


        "Oh." He resumed following her. "You've thought of everything, haven't you? Where are we going then?"


        She looked back at him and smiled. "I figure Mr. Tompkins had the right idea today, having the class outside. Nobody is gonna bother to supervise our 'study hall,' so why don't we relax on the grassy knoll where we sometimes sit, near the cafeteria."


        He grinned. "Ah. The grassy knoll. Okay. You know, you're pretty smart... for a blonde." He winked impishly, hoping she'd take that in the joking spirit he intended.


        She was not amused, so she looked back and rolled her eyes. "I would kill you now, but I have a rule about not attacking the wounded."


        He pretended to wipe his brow. "Whew! Close call."


        "Come on, you big dope, with your stupid dumb-blonde jokes. You know why brunette guys like dumb-blonde jokes so much?"


        "Why?"


        "Because they can understand them."


        "Ouch! ... But honestly, one reason I like that kind of joke is because, for the good ones, sometimes you have to stop and think for a second to get the punchline. For instance, this guy got on a plane in New York, but he had a middle seat, and the plane was going all the way to London. How did he get the blonde sitting in the window seat next to him to switch seats?"


        Christine said, "I'm afraid you're gonna tell me."


        "Yep! He explained that it was just the middle seats going to London." After he heard Christine grudgingly snicker, he said, "You see? It's not obvious at first, and you need details like the plane going non-stop over the Atlantic for it to work."


        "Yeah, whatever. How 'bout a smart-blonde joke for a change?"


        "Okay, sure. What do smart blondes and UFOs have in common?"


        "What?"


        "You always hear about them but you never see them."


        She put a hand over her mouth to hide her reaction, but she couldn't help but chuckle at that.


        "A-ha! I heard you laugh," he said triumphantly.


        "No, that's just a sound I make right before I kill someone." She gave him a fierce look, and then laughed playfully. "Someone who knows too many dumb-blonde jokes!"


        They both had a good laugh at that.


        They reached the grassy knoll. They found two close-together trees and each sat under one of them, so they could get comfy and face each other. Christine took out her writing materials and explained their assignment.


        They each finished their report in less than five minutes.


        Alan said, "Geez, that was easy. Are you sure that's it?"


        "Yep!"


        "What now, then?"


        "Nothing. We can just kick back and relax. You've had a busy, stressful day. You could use a break."


        "You could say that again! Do you mind if I just close my eyes and chill out for a few minutes? I don't plan on taking a nap but, like you said, it would be nice to kick back and relax for a little while."


        "Okay. Sure. I guess I'll get started on my homework." She pulled one of her textbooks out of her backpack.


        Alan closed his eyes. That figures. Her study habits put mine to shame, especially lately. Still, I could use a little "zone out" time. Today has been extra busy and very stressful! I got attacked... TWICE! Then there was that whole weird thing with Heather and Simone and the dildo in the bathroom. And I had some interesting moments with Glory; the tip of my dick very nearly bounced off her nose! Heh-heh! Going further back, I had a nice time fucking Simone before school. And the double blowjob with her and Heather was outstanding! Dang! And what about all the fun I had with Mom and Sis before I even left home? My dick was being licked pretty much from the moment I woke up! Then, of course, I've got another S-Club meeting to look forward to shortly.


        Yep, just another typical day in the life of a typical teen! Heh!


        But the thing is, I know it sounds ridiculous, but having so much sexual fun REALLY IS stressful! I swear, everything is so exciting that my heart pounds hard just as if it were the first time I'd ever done any of these things. If this keeps up, my heart is gonna give out before I hit twenty. Taking a little rest is exactly what the doctor ordered.


        He relaxed under his tree for a few minutes. But the smile never left his face, since he was ruminating about the fun sexual experiences he'd had earlier in the day. He was mostly focusing on his time with Heather and Simone before school, since that was the most prolonged stimulation he'd had that day.


        However, those happy and arousing thoughts created a problem. Alan had pretty much given up the practice of wearing undershorts, even to school, since they were just an obstacle that slowed down his sexual fun. Normally that wasn't a problem during school hours, because he was mindful of the situation and generally sat with a desk blocking the view of his crotch.


        But he was feeling both mentally exhausted and relaxed, so he let his guard down. Without realizing it, his dick went from flaccid to fully erect in his outerwear shorts as he thought about that morning's fun with Heather and Simone.


        [image: Alan lying back on the grass with the head of his dick peeking out of his outerwear shorts along his left leg]

        Christine had been reading her book, but when she glanced over at him to see if his eyes were still closed, she noticed something. Is that...?! Yes, it is! That's his penis, winding down the side of his thigh like a thick snake! And that's his... Oh my God! That's the tip, poking out!


        Sure enough, part of his cockhead was poking out the bottom of his shorts. And it just so happened that Christine had an ideal view of it, sitting under her tree just a few feet away.


        Her first reaction was dismay, if not downright disgust. She was very big on rules and proper behavior, and this clearly was out of bounds. But then she realized that he was either sleeping or close to it, and so was doubtless unaware of what he was showing. That led her to consider how to fix the problem.


        She averted her eyes, even shielding her face with a hand. Dear God! What am I gonna do?! I can't just say something. "Hey, Alan, you might wanna tuck your penis in there. It's kinda hanging out." No way! But if I don't say something, how's he gonna know?!


        Her heart was pounding like mad. Soon she found herself peeking between slightly splayed fingers. Oh God, there it is! It's just... hanging there! And it's not just the bit peeking out that's so shocking. God knows I've seen him sport erections often enough, since forever. It seems like he always has one whenever he's around me. But I've always done the polite thing and averted my gaze, so I'd only get a brief confirmation that, yes, there's a big bulge there.


        But now? Now I can just stare and stare! Just LOOK at that thing! It's just so THICK! And LONG! No wonder it's poking out. The amazing thing is that it doesn't reach down to his knee!


        She forced herself to look away. No. I can't. It's rude. It's not what a nice girl does. But then it was just as if a devil on her shoulder appeared. But then again, who cares? I don't want to be just a nice girl anymore. I've done that, and it sucks! I'm so alone. Besides, if girls like Amy are to be believed, I'm really, really missing out on a lot of sexual fun, 'cos I don't have a boyfriend.


        She looked back at his dick with renewed determination. It was almost as if she were playing chicken, daring herself not to turn away. So... weird! It's just a fleshy appendage, in the greater scheme of things. And all I can see is some tenting of fabric and the tip just peeking out. What's the big deal? But... it's making me seriously horny! I mean... Alan kissed and fondled me on our last practice date. What'll happen if we do that again next time, and even more?! I could wind up... playing with that thing! And who knows where that could lead.


        That idea was both daunting and electrifying. She gasped loudly, belatedly bringing a hand to her mouth, as if that would somehow help. Look. I'm not a little girl anymore. I'm gonna do this! I'm gonna sex up my life. Cast my virginity and abstention aside. Be like a normal girl for once, dammit!


        No more "goody-goody" or "Ice Queen Christine" for me! I want more! More kisses! More hugs! More touching... everywhere! I want Alan! Gaawwwd, I want him so much! I want that... dick!


        I can't be passive. I'm a winner because I'm a go-getter. I'm gonna get what I want here too. I have to be sexy. Flirty. Fun! Provocative. Funny. Cute. Charming. I can do that. I'm not going to let my ossified sense of propriety hold me back anymore. True, I certainly don't want other people to see, but this is an ideal situation. We might as well be on our own planet, because everyone else is in class. Even if someone did show up, we'd be able to see them from a ways off.


        Here's the thing. Alan's penis is a weapon. It is! Like a magical wand. It does things to my body against my will. Just looking at it right now, my heart is racing a mile a minute, my nipples are poking out lewdly, and even my pussy is feeling funny. But I've got my own magic weapons too. In fact, I have a whole bunch of them. Especially my two breasts. But really, practically any part of my body will work, if I just know how to strut my stuff.


        "Strut my stuff." That sounds so stupid. This isn't me. But dammit, it's going to become me! I have to change or I'll be left behind. Alan is on the fence. He's got a great, sexy girlfriend already, and other lovers besides. To kick him off that fence and into my heart, I'll use every trick in the book!


        While she continued to stare at his erection like she was trying to memorize every last bit of it, she thought about what she was wearing. Let's see. I'm wearing my Wonder Woman T-shirt. That's a lucky break. It's his favorite!


        But then she reconsidered. No, it's not. He's seen it a million times. Been there, done that. Dammit, what if I could dress like Heather, just for once, without any social consequences? I know objectively that I have an outstanding body. What if I outright flaunted it? I want to be scandalous, for once in my life! Then Alan wouldn't be able to resist me!


        [image: Christine]

        She pictured herself wearing a skimpy top and even skimpier pair of shorts, a combo so revealing that even Heather wouldn't dare wear it at school. She snickered, imagining all the people that would be blown away when they saw her.


        Okay, obviously THAT isn't gonna happen. But I have to shake things up somehow! What can I do? Is there any way I can adjust it to show off some cleavage? No. Or what if I pull it up and tie it just below my breasts? No, that's not me. True, it would look sexy, but I'd feel stupid. I've gotta feel sexy too; that's half the battle. I have to think of something else.


        She considered the rest of her clothes. I'm wearing shorts. I suppose that's a step forward from keeping my legs completely covered all the time. But still, that's what ninety percent of the other girls are wearing today. No big deal there. What if I kick off my shoes, since we're on the grass?


        That was a no-brainer, so she kicked them off. But she also realized, Feels good. But that's not a game-changer. I need a game-changer! I want to see his jaw drop and his tongue hang out like he's some kind of cartoon wolf.


        There is one option, but no... I couldn't...


        Why the hell not? School is almost over. No one else will see but him. I'll make up an excuse to explain it, so he won't think it's weird. Also, I've got my backpack here to hide the evidence. Okay. Dammit, I'm gonna do it! Fortune favors the bold!


        The option she'd been kicking around in her head without actually verbalizing her thoughts was taking her bra off from under her T-shirt. While she still had her burst of inspiration and Alan was sleeping, she reached inside her shirt, released and removed her bra, and quickly hid it in her backpack.


        There! I did it! No going back now. I'm going to win Alan, no matter what it takes. I'm not gonna steal him away from Amy; that would be too mean. But they'll break up sooner or later, right? And in the meantime, he can still go out with me. If I tempt him enough, by the time our next practice date rolls around he won't be able to keep his hands off me!


        And if I can get him to go on another beach trip, there's no telling what'll happen. I could wear a revealing bikini, and he'd naturally have to put suntan lotion on me... back AND front! Once he gets his hands on my breasts his willpower will crumble and we'll be French-kissing again in no time!


        She experimentally shifted positions while remaining seated on the grass. Each time she moved, her huge boobs wobbled freely inside her T-shirt. God, I feel so slutty. I never do this, not even at home. It's weird how it practically feels like I'm not wearing a shirt at all. It's like I'm sitting here topless in the middle of school, staring at Alan's stiff dick!


        Her arousal level continued to escalate. She tried changing positions. Oooh! I'd better not do that too much. The way the fabric rubs across my erect nipples... way too sensitive! She looked down. And look! You can totally see just how erect they are now! Even before, my shirt was so thin that you could kinda tell. I guess that's a big reason why he loves this shirt so much. But now? Geez! It's crazy how my nips are tenting the fabric! He's gonna love that!


        Ha! Now, this is what I call using the weapons I have. Alan's a great guy - a really nice, caring guy - but he's also a teenage boy driven by his libido. Guys his age are all hormones. He's resisting me now, but once I deploy all my weapons and wiles he won't stand a chance!

      


      
        CHAPTER 8


        She was too excited to wait any longer before putting her flirting plan into motion. She coughed loudly, several times, hoping that would bring Alan awake.


        Sure enough, he started to stir.


        Christine quickly picked her book back up and pretended to be reading it. But then a thought hit her. Uh-oh! Don't blush! I can't blush! That'll give away that something is different. I want him to get all horny without really understanding why. And I show embarrassment so readily, especially with my fair skin. Through sheer force of will, she managed to concentrate on her book and actually read a little bit. She avoided blushing, even when she could sense Alan's eyes on her.


        Sensing the time was right, she looked up and pretended to be surprised to see that Alan had his eyes open. She cast a quick, furtive glance at his shorts but was disappointed to see that his cockhead was no longer visible, because he'd sat up and repositioned his legs in the process. Damn! But that's okay. I don't want to get distracted. No more fooling around here. I have to take flirting seriously. It's a skill to learn, just like everything else.


        She gave him a warm smile. "Hey. Have a nice nap?"


        "Yeah. A really nice one. Don't tell me I slept the whole period away though?"


        "Oh no. You were only out of it for about ten minutes. We still have plenty of time. Half an hour at least."


        "Cool. So what do you wanna do?"


        "Just hang out and chat."


        He smiled. "Sounds good. What are you reading there?"


        She was frustrated that, for once, he was looking at her face and not her chest. Although she was embarrassed to be braless, she was also eager to kick her flirtation campaign into a new phase. So she said, "Homework. Who wants to talk about homework on a beautiful day like this? Besides, I think there's something wrong with you."


        "What's that?"


        "I've been talking with you off and on all day, like usual, and you haven't commented even once on my choice of T-shirts." She sat up ramrod straight, even thrusting her tits out some.


        Alan's eyes practically bugged out once he got a good look. Sure, he loved her Wonder Woman T-shirt, since not only was it the only T-shirt she wore to school, but it was unusually thin and tight. But she was right that she'd worn it so many times that he'd been taking it largely for granted. Now, however, he noticed something different. He wasn't sure what it was, but it was very sexy. His jaw very nearly did drop wide open in the cartoonish manner she'd envisioned earlier.


        "Wow! Christine... The shirt! The shirt of greatness!" He'd been bleary from napping, but he suddenly came fully awake as he punched a fist high into the air. "Yes! Great Hera!"


        She chuckled at that, since "Great Hera" was one of Wonder Woman's catch phrases. She loved his unbridled enthusiasm. She asked slyly, "Notice something different? I've been waiting all day for you to notice. I figured if anyone would notice, it would be a boob fiend like you."


        He stared closer at her boobs. To his great delight, she shifted slightly to the left and then slightly back to the right, causing her heavy tits to wobble freely inside her shirt some more. He exclaimed, "Wow! I don't know what it is, but whatever it is, I love it!"


        She beamed. "It's my new bra. It's custom made and seamless. Very expensive. But so much more comfortable. It doesn't squeeze me half to death like those other ones."


        [image: Christine in a Wonder Woman shirt, supposedly without a bra, with her nipples clearly outlined]

        He took a closer look. "Yeah. Now that you mention it, I don't see any evidence of bra straps, like, at all! That's amazing!" He sat back. "Wow. You know what you have? You have the real wonder bra. I'm not talking about the Wonderbra brand name; I'm talking about a bra that's a true wonder. Which is just too damn appropriate for your Wonder Woman T-shirt!" He laughed. "How funny is that?"


        She laughed too. She made sure to put her whole upper body into it, causing a prolonged series of tit-quakes.


        Alan saw that and his eyes practically bugged out of his head. Oh SHIT! Her bra is AWESOME! Somehow it keeps her fantastic tits up firm and high, yet they bounce freely like she's not wearing a bra at all!


        Christine would have been amused at that thought, since of course she actually wasn't wearing a bra at all.


        He continued to think, But damn! I kind of hate it too. It's TOO good! I think I had an erection before, but now it's like a super erection! My dick is so fucking needy all of a sudden! And I've gotten spoiled. I'm starting to expect some kind of penis tending or something, but there's no help in sight. Oh, man! Blue-balls city!


        Christine wasn't too worried that he'd realize she was braless, because she was counting on the fact that he considered her so moral and honest that he wouldn't imagine she was lying. Plus, she figured the idea of her not wearing a bra at school was so inconceivable that he wouldn't even consider it to be an option (especially since he would have assumed she would have had to go braless the entire school day). Still, she was relieved to see from the look on his face that she hadn't misjudged the situation.


        He said with obvious sincerity, "Christine, thank you for pointing that out. Now I can die a happy man. When I'm old and dying, I'll be able to look back on my life and say, 'I was there that day when Christine wore her Wonder Woman T-shirt AND her wonder bra on the same day!'"


        Christine laughed some more, which of course set her boobs jiggling even more, like shaking plates of Jell-O. "You're too much."


        Dang! Alan thought. Be still my beating heart! No, beating doesn't begin to cut it. If hearts can hyperventilate, that's what mine is doing right now. Does she realize I can totally see her nipples? And not just a little bit of bumpiness, like before; it's like she's topless! I feel so sorry for her old, worn-out T-shirt. Trying to contain those two bouncy milk jugs, I swear, is gonna rip it to shreds!


        I'm almost afraid to make her laugh some more. If that doesn't ruin her shirt, it'll ruin my shorts. I wish Aims was here to describe the "incredi-super-wondertastically" stiff dick I have!


        He didn't know how much was a joke and how much was serious when he held his hands out with clutching fingers right in front of Christine's chest. He'd previously joked like that with her, but since he actually had fondled her breasts on their last practice date, this time there was a much more sexual vibe in the air. He said, "It does sound like a pretty great bra, but I won't really know until I can apply the touch test."


        Christine grinned knowingly, while leaning back a little to make sure his fingers didn't quite reach. "I see. And let me guess. Does this 'touch test' involve you fondling my breasts to your heart's content? Perhaps even slipping your hands under my T-shirt so you can feel them directly?"


        He grinned back. "Well, that would be the most scientifically-accurate way. Of course I have no real interest in your breasts at all; it's just that I'm highly fascinated by this new bra."


        She giggled a little. "Of course. And if you happen to fondle my boobs a bit while checking out the bra, that's just an unfortunate side effect."


        He tried hard to frown without really succeeding. "Indeed. Very unfortunate. But sometimes these things can't be helped."


        She smiled widely; she loved this kind of banter. "I suppose, since this is all in the name of science, it would be even better if you fondle me while I'm wearing the bra, and then again while I'm not wearing the bra, so you can tell the difference."


        His eyes lit up. "Great idea! After all, we need a, a... control group! That's it! And after all, it is for science... the pursuit of truth!"


        "Okay."


        "Huh?"


        Christine smiled mischievously. "I said okay. You can fondle my breasts. But limit it to no more than a few minutes, okay? After all, we're in a very public place."


        "Are you serious?!" He simply couldn't believe it, even with his run of incredible sexual luck.


        "Of course. After all, it is for science." She raised both hands behind her head and thrust her chest out, causing another tit-quake. But then she winked. "Gotcha!"


        "Huh?!" He sat there with his fingers just inches away from their prize.


        "Boy, you're extra brunette today, aren't you?" That was in reference to the dumb-brunette jokes she normally told him as rejoinders to his dumb-blonde jokes to her. "Did you take a slow pill? I said 'gotcha.' You didn't think I'd REALLY let you fondle my boobs right here in the middle of school, where anybody could see?"


        He looked around. He was so horny that he was in a daze, so it took him some moments to reorient himself to where he was. He couldn't hide his disappointment. "Um, no. Of course not."


        She was still smiling brightly, and knowingly, while maintaining her sexy chest-thrust-out pose. "Well, that's too bad, because I'm willing if you're willing."


        "What?! Really?!"


        She thrust her chest out even more, until it was only a couple of inches from the tips of his still-clenching fingers. "Why not? You touched them the other day. But you have to promise only a couple of minutes or we could get carried away. And you can take my bra off, for the scientific comparison of course, but don't take my T-shirt all the way off. Okay?"


        Alan sat there stunned. He was so horny and eager that he thought his head would explode. But he still needed to make sure, because it sounded too improbably great to be believed. "Are you serious?!"


        She suddenly leaned back and shot him an incredulous look. "NO! Of course not! What, do you think I'm crazy? You can't do that in public. Geez." Then she added with a sexy tease, "Well, not unless you really want to." She winked.


        He put his head in his hands. "Brain... melting... erotic... overload! ... Hands... crying!"


        She laughed. "Your hands are crying?"


        He lifted his head back up and grinned impishly. "What can I say? They're really sad, 'cos they love big boobs just as much as the rest of me. You ARE fucking with my mind, aren't you? It's slowly dawning on me that there's no way you'd ever really let me do that."


        She chuckled. "Alan, get real. Not only are we in a public place, but on our last practice date we vowed to stay strictly platonic. Remember? I was totally screwing with your mind, and it really is hilarious! You should see the look on your face!"


        He rolled his eyes, and finally dropped his clenching hands. Dang! So close and yet so far, especially after being able to touch them last Thursday. Just look at them bounce and jiggle, even while she's sitting there and hardly moving! Dammit, why did I wait? I should have just started fondling them as soon as she made the offer! Then, even after she protested that she was only joking, I still would have had my hands on them. Who would have been laughing then? But no, as usual, I'm too damn polite. She knew that and took advantage of it to tease the hell out of me. That's the curse of being "a nice guy."


        He considered his erection. And what about my suffering super-stiff boner? I wish it were possible to flex my PC muscle some and actually rip a hole in my shorts with my cock. Boy, would that surprise her! But that's how damn horny I am! Dang, I can't even look at her sexy chest anymore or I'm gonna cry!


        He said, "Very funny. I guess torture is the new comedy. I'll remember this too, you know, in my dying days. On my death bed, I'll look back on the day of two wonders with joy, but then it will turn to the deepest sorrow when I remember how that very same day led to tragedy."


        "Tragedy?" She was still all smiles, because she could tell from his face that he was kidding around in a melodramatic way.


        "Yes, tragedy. Because that also was that day when, after some extremely cruel teasing, my hands were so sad at the missed fondling opportunity that they committed suicide. They simply fell off my wrists and crawled away." He held his hands up and stared at them. "In fact, it's bound to happen any moment now."


        She chuckled some more. "Sounds serious. I'm waiting. I'd like to see this."


        He shook his wrists a little bit, acting like he was expecting his hands to separate and fall off.


        Then she gasped, although that too was also just part of their pal-ing around. "Oh, wait! I just had an idea. Perhaps I should let you fondle me after all. Maybe it's not too late to save your hands!" She scooted close and thrust her tits towards him again.


        He raised his hands back up in eagerness, but then he lowered them again. "Damn. You almost had me going again. This is my new lot in life, isn't it? Now that you're coming into your own sexually, getting comfortable with your body, you're gonna tease me until my hands really DO fall off in frustration!"


        Leaning back, she rubbed her hands together like a mad scientist making plans. "Bwa-ha-ha-ha-ha! Yes, you're putty in my hands now. Bow down and pay homage to your new blonde leader, or face my booby wrath!"


        He quipped, "I was all set to bow down, but actually, facing your 'booby wrath' sounds like a lot of fun."


        She laughed heartily, setting her braless boobs bouncing around some more. That does sound like fun. In fact, everything is fun. I'm having a blast! I can't believe how friendly and comfortable we've gotten with each other lately. This is great!


        They continued to talk and joke, although the discussion finally moved away from Christine's big breasts to more mundane topics.


        As usual, Christine was so smart that she had no trouble talking about one thing and thinking about something else. She thought, Just look at his face. Not to mention his crotch! True, I can't see the tip of his dick poking out like before, but it's almost the same because his penis is straining against his shorts so very desperately that I can almost see the veiny bulges!


        Now, THAT, girl, is what I call using your assets. Using your weapons! I totally have him eating out of the palm of my hand, because I'm learning how to seriously flirt. If I can keep this up, things'll just build and build. Then, at our next practice date, his lust will explode all over me!


        Hmmm. Maybe not the best choice of words there. I'm not really keen to find out what male cum is like. But still, I know what's going to happen, because it's basic science. When pressure builds up and up and up, it HAS to find release, one way or another. I've had this body that everyone thinks is so great, but I never actually used it that way. But Alan's right that I am coming into my own and finally getting comfortable with my body. And that means that soon he and I will be kissing and hugging and having so much fun! I can't wait!


        After a while, Christine said with a smile, "This is nice, just hanging out. No pressure, no rush. We don't even need to talk if we don't want to."


        "Yeah." He grinned back. He was feeling extremely relaxed and content.


        "What I want to know, though, is when are we going to do this again at the beach, or some place like that?"


        He asked, "The beach?"


        She gave him an annoyed look. "Yes, the beach. I believe you know what it is. A big long thing, covered in sand, that has waves crashing on it?"


        "Oh, THAT beach!" He grinned impishly.


        She rolled her eyes. "Seriously, what's happening here? It's been nearly two weeks since we went to the beach together. I had a really fun time. Didn't you?"


        "Of course. It was great."


        "I've been dropping some fairly heavy hints that I'd like to go with you again. I even promised I'd wear a bikini next time. But I get the feeling you're resistant to the idea, for some unknown reason."


        He seriously considered confessing his resolve not to get intimate with her because her personality style was incompatible with his harem life, and he treasured her too much to simply "love her and leave her." But he feared that if he said that, it would only spur her curiosity about his other lovers, challenging her to even further measures to overcome his reluctance. He felt he could handle going on "practice dates" with her, but seeing her in a bikini seemed to be tempting fate too much, especially with the way they'd applied suntan lotion to each other the previous time.


        So instead, he came up with an excuse on the fly. "Well, there is some truth to my being resistant. I'm worried about someone we know seeing us. No way could we even think of going to the White Sands Beach, where Heather rules her roost."


        "Obviously," Christine said.


        "But even a more distant beach carries a certain risk. If another student did see us together, you know the rumors would start to fly. It wouldn't be too bad for me. But given my reputation after what Amy said about sharing me with others, you'd be the target of all kinds of nasty stuff. Who would seriously believe that we're just friends and nothing more?"


        Christine felt like growling and clenching her fists. That's because we shouldn't be 'just friends and nothing more!' Why don't you make a move already?! I know you want me, and I certainly want you, so what's the problem?! GRRRR! But she kept her outward cool and said, "That's a good point. But we could just drive a little further and pick a beach where the odds of seeing someone we know are next to zero."


        "True. But if we're gonna drive an hour there and an hour back, that's kind of silly for a short stay, like last time. If we put all that effort into it, we should make a day of it."


        "Exactly! Now you're talking some sense!"


        "But the problem there is finding a full day. That limits it to the weekends. And right now, I'm so backed up on my homework that it's not even funny."


        She was extremely frustrated at that, because it meant another beach trip wasn't going to happen soon. It occurred to her that using the swimming pool in her own backyard would take care of his concerns, and that would be a much better setting to get intimate than a public beach. However, she didn't want to appear too pushy or needy, so she decided to drop the issue, at least for the moment.


        The rest of their time sitting on the grass and waiting for the school day to end was a fun and sexy time. While their flirting never got as outrageous for the rest of the hour, a strong erotic buzz lingered the entire time. Alan's dick had no chance of going flaccid. Even when they were discussing serious things, he couldn't forget that Christine was wearing her special "wonder bra" (which in fact was no bra at all), and the sight of her massive tits bouncing around in her tight T-shirt practically drove him to the brink of insanity.


        He only got a respite at the very end of the hour. Christine started to worry that the bell would ring soon and then the other students would flood out of their classes and see her braless condition. (She could have simply left school early, but she was so used to adhering to school rules that that option never even occurred to her. Besides, she wanted to hang out with Alan as long as possible.) As a result, she took the textbook that she'd had out and clutched it tightly to her chest. She knew that as long as she held it there, people wouldn't be able to see her still very erect nipples poking through her thin T-shirt.


        Alan was actually relieved when she started doing that, because his penis needed a break. He'd had so much non-stop sexual success lately that he wasn't used to such intense blue balls, and for so long. He mentally breathed a sigh of relief when his penis turned flaccid.


        But he couldn't complain about suffering too much, because he knew he'd be able to get relief not long after school ended. For starters, there was an S-Club meeting planned and about ready to begin, and he had arranged some special events for it in advance. So, although he'd had a great time with Christine, making his earlier troubles with the bullies seem like a distant memory, he remained in a very happy mood when they finally parted.

      


      
        CHAPTER 9


        When the final school bell rang, Alan knew that his school day wasn't quite over. He headed to the bicycle rack for a prearranged meeting with Sean.


        But before he could get there, Simone hurried up to his side and got his attention. As the two of them kept walking, she muttered to him quietly so that none of the other students walking nearby could hear. "Alan, your bitch-taming assistant is reporting for duty. Got a moment?"


        "Sure. What's up?"


        "The, uh, 'spot check' went well. Heather passed with flying colors."


        Both of them giggled at that.


        Simone went on, "She managed to make it to the end of fifth period before I unloaded her. All in all she was pretty much a model patient, especially by Heather standards. She did mumble something about trying to get revenge on Glory, though. I'll try to stay on top of that."


        "Good. Good work. And really good work all around. I'm very proud of you."


        "Thanks." She beamed with pleasure. She was getting to like him more and more. If nothing else, he was polite and appreciative. She also liked the way he discretely checked out her body: he wasn't too obvious or forward, but he let her know that he liked what he saw. She proudly arched her back and thrust her chest forward to encourage him. She knew some people they walked past might see and wonder at her behavior, but she didn't care. Certainly it was just a little thing compared to all the things Heather had done that day.
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        But she wouldn't have been pleased if she'd been able to read his mind at that moment. He thought, Dang, Simone looks fine. I dare say she's even more muscular than Heather, and just as curvy and sexy. I wonder if those tits are mine yet. What would she say if I told her right now to go with me to a quiet place so I could play with her tits? I wonder if she's going to try to find another boyfriend.


        That would bum me out. She shouldn't have one, period. I don't mind if Janice, Joy or Kim have boyfriends; they don't mean that much to me. But I don't want to share Simone. I wonder if I fuck her some more, if she'll come around to saving herself just for me. And I do plan on fucking her some more, a lot more! Not only is she a great fuck, but she and Heather make a great duo. Before this school year is over, I expect to have more threesomes with them than I can count!


        Then he remembered his resolve to get Heather out of his life. Okay, maybe not that long, and maybe not that much. But still, I'd like to keep fucking Simone a lot. With any luck, maybe between Heather and me, we could keep her sexually satisfied enough that she won't need to be looking too hard for a new guy.


        But he kept all these thoughts well hidden, and merely said to her, "Anything else?" They were getting near the bicycle racks and he wanted to keep the conversation short. He made this obvious with his voice and mannerisms.


        "Nothing that can't wait."


        "Okay. There is one thing to mention now, though. Here's your assignment for tonight. Since we don't really have a 'yuletide log dildo' we need to get some bigger toys than what we've got. You know how Heather's never satisfied."


        Simone smirked. "Yes, I do know that... but how did you know that she humbly asked for something 'a little bigger tomorrow' when I unloaded her for the day?"


        He chuckled mysteriously. "A Bitch Tamer must know his bitch, inside and out, if he's to tame her."


        "Sounds like a hard road to enlightenment..." she teased.


        "Oh it is. Very, very hard. It's bound to leave a weary trail of hard dicks, hard nipples, hard clits, and all kinds of hard things." He grinned. "To be honest, I was just wanting bigger ones on hand to use as punishments should she screw up. Do you have time to go and buy a wide selection of anal sex toys after school?"


        "Sure, my whole afternoon is free. But who's going to pay?"


        He was stymied by this question for a few moments, but then the answer became clear. "Heather will, naturally. After all, they're for her. But don't let her see what you buy, okay? We'll give her the bill later, so she'll be pleasantly surprised with something new tomorrow. Oh, and buy yourself a new strap-on that can 'compete' with her new Bitch Trainers. It's one thing to simply be stuffed all day at school, but it's quite another thing to come home and get reamed out all afternoon by your best friend until she gets tired of fucking the ass of my bitch because her hard-on just won't go down. We can add that to our list of rewards and punishments if you like."


        He suspected from the sound of Simone's hissing indrawn breath that this idea appealed to her very much.


        She replied, "Hooo yeah! As much as she loves to take it in the ass now, she'd never let ME do her like that. I guess she didn't want me to have any leverage over her. I'm telling you, I absolutely love this assistant job. You'll be pleased with what I get her tomorrow." She grinned wickedly.


        Looking at that grin, he cautioned, "Just remember that while discomfort for her is okay and maybe even necessary for her training, outright pain is not. I know you've got some big resentments built up, but don't be getting all sadistic on us, okay?"


        "No worries. Listen. she's my best friend and sex partner. I know she's the biggest royal pain in the ass that you're ever likely to meet, but I do love her for some completely unfathomable reason. I'm not into inflicting physical pain on her." She smiled wickedly again. "Mental, yes, but physical, no."


        "Sounds good... I guess." He pretended doubt and gave her a considering look, but then said, "Seriously, I trust you. I instinctively feel you have her best interests at heart."


        "I do. By the way and on a completely unrelated note, where do you think I could buy one of those ten-foot long, massively thick bull-whips? ... Kidding! Just kidding. I'll see you later." She laughed and walked off.

      


      
        CHAPTER 10


        A few minutes after school let out, Christine looked up to see Amy running towards her with a worried look on her face. Christine quickly closed her locker so she'd be ready for Amy.


        Amy stood there in front of Christine panting. "Phew! Thank God I caught you!"


        Christine asked, "What's going on?"


        Amy looked all around suspiciously. "Can we talk somewhere in private?"


        "Um, sure. I'm not sure where's good though."


        "Let's just go outside, like we're leaving school anyway. It's too people-y around here."


        So the two of them walked out of the hallway until they reached a patch of grass where they could speak without being overheard.
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        Amy immediately asked with great concern, "Did you hear about what happened to Alan today?!"


        Christine asked, "You mean... what happened to him on the stairs?"


        "Of course that's what I mean!"


        "Sure. How could I not? He's all scratched up. He told me all about it between classes. And that's not to mention the recent chair-painting incident. It's quite concerning."


        Amy waved her hands in the air with great agitation. "Well, don't just stand there all calm-y and stuff! We need to DO something!"


        Christine chuckled slightly at Amy's language. "Yeah, but what can we do? You act like you want to rush off with me right now and beat up some people."


        Amy said, "That's exactly what I want us to do!" But she seemed to calm down and turn sad. "Unfortunately, I'm the most un-fight-y kinda person there is. I couldn't even punch my old teddy bear, Mr. Bangles. But we can't just stand here! What if the same guys who attacked him today attack him again?!"


        Christine replied, "Don't get too upset, but that's probably what's gonna happen. Alan's made a lot of enemies."


        "But why?! He's the nicest, super-est guy ever!"


        Christine grinned a bit at that. "True, he's pretty cool." Then her expression turned grim. "Unfortunately, you opened a Pandora's box with your boasting about his sexual prowess. Worse, your attitude on sharing didn't exactly win him any friends."


        Amy growled in frustration. "Why do people have to be such... bummers?! Why can't they just live and let live?! So Alan's all studly and sexy. You could suck his thingy with me for an hour and he'd be ready to go again ten minutes later. That's just who he is. Why do some guys get so upset that they wanna hurt him?! I don't understand!"


        Christine blushed a little at the mention of sharing Alan's "thingy" in a prolonged blowjob with Amy. Good grief! Doesn't she have a clue about what she says out loud? Now I've got that disturbing image in my mind. No wonder so many people are jealous of him, if she talks like that all the time.


        She said, "I know, it sucks. But that's human nature. However, that's in the past. You're not still boasting about his sexual prowess, are you?"


        Amy motioned as if she were zipping her lips shut. She shook her head firmly in the negative. "I can talk freely with you, but I'm being super careful with other people."


        Christine nodded with relief. "Good. He needs to lay low for a while."


        Amy interrupted, "It's hard though! I mean, he's just so impressive! And his thingy! Not only is it HUGE, although not so huge that it hurts... just the right size, actually. But the things he can do with it! And do you know how much fun it is to suck on it? Or squeeze it with your boobies?"


        Christine sighed and rolled her eyes. Yet hearing things like that was making an impact on her ideas about having sex with Alan. "You're not going to say that to someone else, right?"


        "Right!"


        "Good. If you and he act like a normal couple and nobody says anything weird, I'm sure the whole thing will blow over eventually."


        But Amy wasn't mollified. "Maybe, but maybe not. What if they attack him again tomorrow?! What then? And besides, things can't return to normal. It's not just a matter of what I say. What about his other lovers?"


        Christine's curiosity shot through the roof. "Such as?!"


        Amy opened her mouth, as if she were about to start naming names. But instead, after a pause, she said, "I think it's pretty well known that he's involved with some other beauties around here. Heather, for instance. And she's not exactly subtle about her feelings towards him."
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        Christine groused between gritted teeth, "Heather!" She clenched her fists and raised them, as if she were tempted to punch Heather in the face right then and there.


        Amy sighed. "I know. She's not my favorite person either. But it is what it is. Your 'lay low' plan isn't gonna work, if only 'cos of her. Besides, what if someone from school sees you and him out on one of your dates?"


        Christine gasped. She was so shocked that she immediately blushed, even covering her mouth with her hands. But after a long moment she realized that was a stupid thing to do, especially since she hadn't been talking in the first place. Finally, she asked, "You know about that?!"


        Amy shrugged. "Of course I do. He's my official boyfriend. You two started that before we became official, but he wouldn't keep doing that without my permission."


        Christine hastened to clarify, "You know those are just practice dates, right?!"


        "Sure. And that's cool. But I also know that last Thursday night you did a lot of practice kissing with him."


        Christine's blush deepened, turning her face cherry red. She literally wanted to crawl into a hole and escape. "Oh my God! I'm soooo sorry! That was a total accident! And it was just a one-time thing!"


        Amy seemed not to mind at all. In fact she giggled good-naturedly. "'A total accident,' huh? Did you two trip and fall forward at the same time, and then your lips got stuck together?" She giggled even more.


        Christine was still mortified. "No, but it was... Oh, I'm so, so, soooo sorry! But it was a freak thing, and we haven't kissed since! We promised it wasn't gonna happen ever again, and I'm determined to stick to that!"


        Amy just smiled. "Hey, chill. Don't worry. I know you've got the hots for him."


        "I do not!"


        Amy rolled her eyes with amusement. "Please. I know I'm not all genius-y like you, but don't insult my intelligence, m'kay? I'm not upset. After all, you know my policy about sharing him. If he's cool with it, then so am I."


        Christine stood there stunned. She knew that already, but she still couldn't believe it because it ran so counter to her way of thinking. She started to say, "How do you-"


        Amy brushed that off with a wave of her hand. "Let's not talk about that now. There are all kinds of evil meanies out to get him. I'm thinking I can put your lusty desire for him to good use."


        Christine protested, "I do not have a 'lusty desire' for him..." But her voice trailed off, because she realized how ridiculous she sounded. "Okay. So I'm kind of attracted to him. But I am NOT going to act on it! Ever! We're just friends, and I like it that way! The practice dating is just that: practicing!"


        Amy said dryly, "Yeah, never act on it, not counting the hot-and-heavy make-out session at the Nut House."


        If there was any chance that Christine's deep blush could have faded, that comment took care of it. Christine stammered, "Well, uh, I just... It was just an accident, like I said. It really was! And it was NOT 'hot and heavy!' Anyway, how do you know... Oh God! He tells you EVERYTHING, doesn't he?!"


        Amy replied, "No, not everything. Most definitely NOT everything. For instance, sure, I know when one of his dates with you is happening, but all the detail-y stuff that happens on those dates, that's just between you two. I don't even ask, 'cos it's not my business. But the French kissing, that was important enough for him to break confidentiality to tell me just that one thing. After all, I AM his official girlfriend."


        Christine could understand why Alan had told Amy that. She repeated herself. "I am SOOOO sorry! We were only studying together, and then-"


        Amy cut her off with another wave of her hand. "Don't stress. Really. It's okay with me. I don't want to know the details anyway. But like I said, let's put your interest in him to good use. You care about him a lot. You two have been good friends for a long time, and now that you're all horny for his big cock-"


        It was Christine's turn to interrupt. "Hold on! I'll admit that I have certain romantic feelings about him, but that does NOT make me all horny for his big... well, you-know-what!"


        Amy giggled. "No, what?"


        Christine looked away in embarrassment. "You know."


        "His cock?" Amy giggled some more. "Geez, Louise, it's just a word. Besides, it is all big and awesome-o-riffic!"


        Christine wailed unhappily, "Aaaaaaaamy!"


        Amy kept on giggling at Christine's prudishness. But she calmed herself enough to say, "My point is, you like him a lot. AND, you're, like, super ninja woman! You're supposed to be really good at Karate and stuff, right?"


        Christine corrected her, "Not Karate, although I do have some martial arts training. But where did you get the idea that I'm really good?"


        "Is it some kind of secret?"


        "No. But then again, I don't go around advertising it. In fact, I strive to be modest and not talk about it at all."


        Amy rolled her eyes. "First off, Alan must have mentioned how good you were a time or two. He really admires you, you know. But even if he didn't say anything - geez, you're Christine! When did you ever NOT excel at whatever you do? For instance, I heard about how you were the hero of the softball team last year, and the word is you don't even bother practicing."


        Christine was pleased by Amy's praise, but was too polite to admit it so she again looked away in embarrassment. "I wouldn't say 'hero.' It's true that I'm on the varsity team..."
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        Amy pushed her shoulder playfully. "Come on! I don't even follow sports, but I've heard all about your heroics. Like the way you hit that home run that won the playoff game. It was all over school! And that's not even counting how well you do in other sports, plus being all smart-y and stuff. You rock!" She raised a fist in triumph, like she was cheering a great encore at a rock-and-roll concert.


        Christine had a hard time dealing with compliments. Still looking anywhere but at Amy, and still with a cherry-red face, she said, "I don't know about all that."


        "Well, I do! So if you do all that Karate stuff, then of course you're gonna be awesome at it!"


        Christine finally looked back, hoping the barrage of praise was over. "Thanks. By the way, it's Aikido, not Karate. But yes, I have to admit that I've trained for years, so I do know what I'm doing."


        "Cool beans! Soooo... since Alan's in danger, and you're all scary good at that stuff, then doesn't it make sense for you to... you know... protect him?!"


        Christine's blush was finally fading. "Of course. If I'm nearby when he's in danger, then I'm gonna do all I can to help."


        "Well yeah, duh! Even I'd do that much, although I wouldn't have a clue about what to do. But can't you do more? Like, what if you were to kinda become his bodyguard during school hours? That would help a lot!"


        Christine pondered that. "I don't know. I mean, I don't think he'd want that. You know how guys are. They have their pride. Being protected by a girl is gonna go over like a lead balloon. And what would other people think? That'll just cause even more difficult rumors for him."


        Amy wasn't easily discouraged. "Be sneaky, so other people don't notice. And of course ask him first. I'll bet he'll be open to the idea. After all, he knows that he's a lover, not a fighter. And what a lover he is! Mmmm!" She licked her lips sensuously, and then winked playfully.


        Christine was able to grin at that, since she wasn't dying of embarrassment anymore - she knew that was just Amy being Amy. However, her grin faded as she spoke. "Maybe I will. But the thing is... the idea occurred to me already, and... I just don't know. I mean... I guess it's pretty hard for me to deny that I have... certain feelings for him. I don't want those feelings to grow! I really don't! That kiss the other day was a total disaster, from my point of view."


        Amy cocked an eyebrow. "What?! You didn't like his kissing? He's a great kisser!"


        "No, I don't mean that. I do like his kissing... a lot. In fact too much! It was a disaster because it was the exact opposite of what should be happening to help me turn off these inappropriate feelings. And if I become some kind of de-facto bodyguard, that means I'll be around him a lot more, and the more I'm around him the more I'm gonna like him! Before long... well, I don't know what'll happen, but it's not good!"


        Amy appeared to ponder that for long moments. "Hmmm... I see." She looked at Christine intently, which made Christine more than a little uncomfortable. Finally, she said, "You know what? I think the main thing here is keeping Alan safe. If that means you spend a lot more time with him, then that's how it needs to be."


        Christine asked plaintively, "But what if my feelings grow? What if something happens again like what happened last Thursday? Like I said, that really was just some kind of accident, which happened simply because we were sitting next to each other and having a great time."


        Amy shrugged. "Then so be it. I trust my boyfriend. Frankly, if he wants to get it on with you, then..."


        "What?!"


        "Never mind."


        Christine complained, "You can't just start to say something like that and then say 'never mind.'"


        "I just did." Amy giggled.


        Christine was startled to recall that she'd said the exact same thing to Alan during their beach outing together a week and a half earlier, when he'd complained after she'd also started to say something and then stopped in mid-sentence. That memory made her very wistful, because she'd had such a great time with him at the beach. She'd been dropping some heavy hints lately that they should go to the beach together again, but he'd claimed he was too busy. That frustrated her a great deal, especially because she strongly suspected that his "too busy" was with other women.


        Amy relented, adding, "M'kay. What I meant to say is that I trust him. He has self-control. Besides, you do too. In fact, you're kinda famous for your willpower. So what's the problem? The thing with that French kissing the other day was that it sneaked up on you all sneaky-like. If you're aware and prepared, then it won't happen again, right?"


        "Right, I guess." But Christine was far from convinced, as the glum look on her face showed. Awww, who am I kidding? That kissing wasn't exactly an accident! The way I dressed... I was a total slut! Okay, maybe not a TOTAL slut, but I was pretty shameless; I was all but asking for something like that to happen. And nobody would be happier than me to remove the 'practice' from our 'practice dating!' But at the same time, I'm truly determined to not give in to my desire and wind up kissing him again.


        How can those contradictory things both be true?! But they are! I'm all messed up, I know that much. And being his bodyguard would only throw fuel on the fire. Yet Amy's right that the most important thing is keeping him safe. If I'm a true friend, how could I not volunteer to help?


        She sighed heavily. But then she spoke with new resolve. "Amy, you're right. His safety comes first. Tomorrow I'll figure out some not-so-obvious way to bring up the idea of protecting him more. And don't you worry; I've made a vow to myself not to kiss him again, and I'm going to keep to that! I promise you-"


        Amy cut her off. "Hey, don't promise me. That's between you and him. If you two wanna fool around some, that's cool with me, just so long as you don't get big ideas of wanting to be his official girlfriend or anything like that. THEN we would have a big problem!" She tried to give Christine a stern, forceful look, but without much success since it was so hard for her to make her face look like that.


        Still, Christine got the idea.


        Amy stuck out her hand. "Let's make a deal. You and I, we're both gonna do whatever we can to save Alan from the evil meanies, the guys who are trying to throw him down the stairs and stuff. Katherine, naturally, feels the same. Are you with us?"


        "I am." Christine shook Amy's hand.


        "M'kay!" Amy pulled Christine in and gave her a solid hug.


        Christine wasn't comfortable with hugging, especially in a public place, so she kept her hands to herself. When they disengaged she smiled and said, "And Amy... I know I'm repeating myself, but I'm soooo very sorry about kissing your boyfriend."


        Amy nodded. "It's cool. I'm not mad at you. Really! If I was, I would have said something before this."


        After they parted, Christine simply couldn't get over how generous Amy was being about sharing Alan in a sexual way. I swear, Amy must be brain-damaged or something. She's not a true moron; it's just that she has no common sense! I mean, if Alan were MY boyfriend, I would hang onto him for dear life. No way in hell would I let him so much as kiss another girl. But here she is boasting to me about his 'big thingy,' like she can't help what she says. And she didn't even use the word 'thingy' this time! Crazy!


        And what was she gonna say to me before she said 'never mind'? I could tell that her clarification was carefully edited. "Frankly, if he wants to get it on with you, then..." Then what?! He'll just do what he wants, and what she thinks about it doesn't matter? Or was it that what I think doesn't matter? Would he just aggressively have his way with me, overwhelming my resolve so much that I would let him and welcome it? Is that what she meant?


        She shuddered. But she also felt a lusty tingle deep inside.
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        CHAPTER 1


        When school let out, Katherine left immediately to go clothes shopping, looking in particular for 'catty' items like those with leopard skins or tiger stripes. She hoped she could talk some of the others in the family four into going to a sex shop later on so she could pick up even more outrageous items. This left Amy by herself as she bicycled home.


        Amy was very distraught by what she'd learned of Alan's near disasters. She hurried back to the Pestridge home, dumped her bicycle in the garage in haste, and rushed inside. "Mother! Mother! Mother!" she yelled as she burst into the house from the garage. She made a point to refer to Suzanne as 'mother' and not 'mom' anymore, since that term was now reserved for Susan.


        Suzanne was upstairs in the family den, typing away on the computer. As Amy bounded up the stairs taking two at a time, Suzanne idly replied in a loud voice, "Yes, Honey Pie? I'm in the den." More often than not, Amy's great excitements turned out to be minor matters, so she wasn't terribly concerned about this latest supposed crisis.


        But Amy ran right up to her, practically breathless, and gave her a very worried look. "Mother! It's Alan! It's serious. He's hurt!"


        All the air rushed out of Suzanne's lungs and she nearly fell out of her office chair in a faint. "My Sweetie?! No! Where?! Is it bad?"


        "In the knee! AND the elbow! It was so bad he bled for a while and everything! We're talking a serious scrape!"
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        Suzanne felt a great relief, followed by a desire to soundly box her daughter's ears. "Amy! Is that all? You nearly gave me a heart attack. Well, at least you have my full attention, that's for sure. Start from the beginning and tell me everything."


        So Amy told Suzanne all she knew about the painted chair incident and the stairway "accident." She told the whole thing breathlessly, as if she'd never recovered from running up the stairs.


        When she was done, Suzanne said in a calm voice, "Now, Amy, my Honey Pie. Really, it's not that bad. We know Alan, don't we, and he knows how to handle these kinds of things. I'm sure he's going to teach these bullies a lesson or two."


        "But Mother! You should see how big these thugs are. They're gigantomonstrously huge! Don't you remember his black eye from last week? Think what these guys could do to him. They could break even a strong guy like him, just like a twig! And there's all these rumors everywhere about Alan, and they're not good, and they're all my fault! I talked too much about how he fucks all the girls so good, and now everyone is so jealous. It's like the whole school wants to take him down a notch. We have to fix it. You have to use your special powers!"


        Suzanne laughed. "My special powers? Don't you remember? It was Susan who wore the Wonder Woman outfit at the last costume party."


        "No, silly, I mean your scheme-y powers. Do your scheme-y thing and make it all better."


        Suzanne chuckled some more, pleased at how much faith Amy had in her abilities, and how much she cared for her boyfriend. "Sorry, my darling, but I don't know the first thing about all the high school dynamics and intrigues. Proper scheming requires a lot of information and preparation, and without that I'd probably only make things worse. But don't worry. You can help him all you can, if you get the chance, but you should trust that he's going to come out on top." Suzanne smiled dreamily. "He always does, if you know what I mean."


        "Yeah..." Amy said, suddenly a bit dreamy eyed herself. The "on top" comment caused both of them to start thinking about Alan's sexual prowess. They were both so easily turned on by Alan by now that it didn't take much to get their nipples hard. Even a little comment like that could do it.


        But then Amy got excited and breathless all over again. "Oooh! That reminds me! Guess what he told me, just after he told Sis and me about all that bad stuff, right as he was walking away?"


        "What?"


        "He said tonight is the night for you and me, together! Can you believe it?! Last night he took my ass, and tonight he's going to watch while you and I are going to go all the way for the first time! Does life get any better than that, or what?"


        Suzanne smiled, calm serenity personified. "Nope. It doesn't."


        Amy looked at her mother curiously. "Mother, what's wrong with you? How come you're not all excited?"


        "Well, for one thing, you've forgotten the Golden Rule: no one talks about anything sexual in this house, no one does anything sexual in this house, and in fact, no one even thinks anything sexual in this house. I don't care if Brad and Eric are both gone for the whole afternoon, we have to be consistent about that, because you just never know."


        "M'kay, Mother," Amy said, dropping her head. "Except that I'm thinking something sexual this very moment. I'm thinking about you, and what we're going to do to each other tonight." She looked up into her mother's green eyes, a bit more excited. "And since I just told you that, that means I'm talking about something sexual, too. And I'm even doing something sexual. I'm so bad!"


        "You are? Doing what? Where?"


        Amy was standing right in front of Suzanne, who had swiveled her computer chair to face her. Now Amy lifted up a leg, moved her foot underneath Suzanne's skirt, and then placed her foot on top of Suzanne's pussy. She began rubbing her foot up and down the silky panties covering Suzanne's crotch. She did all this in a matter of seconds, then once she started the rubbing, she said in a deadpan voice, "I'm doing this."


        Suzanne laughed again. "Very cute. But please stop. This is our house. The Pestridge house! Sex here is totally taboo!"


        Amy continued to rub her mother's crotch with her foot. "Even sex with your own husband?"


        Suzanne laughed yet again, although scornfully this time. "Especially sex with Eric! You know that. I don't even let him kiss me anymore. I'm Alan's woman now, just like you and everyone else, I might add. But even talking about these things here is completely forbidden. What if Eric has gotten suspicious and has been bugging the house, for instance? Amy, what's gotten into you?"
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        "You've gotten into me, Mother, or at least you will be getting into me tonight. I'm so excited that I'm gonna burst! And as for doing it here, aren't forbidden things the funnest? Like fucking Alan, your own son? Or even your own real flesh and blood daughter, little ol' Amy?"


        As Amy said this, she pressed hard with her big toe into Suzanne's pussy lips, causing the panty fabric to give. Her big toe penetrated the entrance to her mother's vagina, which brought a shocked expression to Suzanne's face. Amy began making little strokes and wiggles with her toe, a move that was surprisingly effective, given the inherent limitations of what toes can do.


        Suzanne cried out, suddenly distressed, "No! Amy, no! Not the cunt! Please, anywhere but the cunt!"


        But Amy didn't stop her toe-fucking or say anything.


        So Suzanne added in a near-whisper, "You know the problem with my cunt."


        Amy giggled mischievously. "No, I don't. Uh-oh. Don't tell me you have one of those nasty yeast infection thingies. Here, let me make it better with my toe." She giggled some more as she kept wiggling her toes.


        Suzanne groaned with frustration and lust. "No! Amy, you... meanie! I was almost going to call you a worse name, because I've never seen you like this. I'm trying to do some important things here. What's gotten into you? You've always been so obedient."


        "Actually, I think the question is: what's gotten into you? Uh-oh. Looks like I've put my foot in my mouth... or somewhere. I think I've gotten off on the wrong foot, hee-hee. Or maybe you're getting off on my right foot!" She giggled hard with this last comment, especially since her right foot was indeed pressing ever deeper into Suzanne's pussy. Her entire big toe was now swallowed up in Suzanne's nether hole.


        Suzanne, too, couldn't help but chuckle a bit. "Okay, very cute... but stop! You know the problem with my cunt: it rules my brain. Once my cunt gets excited, I abdicate all responsibility, and who knows what will happen after that? Do you want to save all the best stuff for when Alan is watching tonight, or are we going to do it all with each other right here and now?"


        Amy suddenly frowned, and made a tiny, "Oh." She quickly removed her foot.


        "Phew! That's a relief!" Suzanne collapsed with a sigh. She readjusted her skirt, covering up her crotch in the process. "Honey Pie, believe you me, I'm just as excited about the promise of tonight as you are. God, it's been a long time coming. But long ago I learned about something called patience. Tonight will arrive soon enough. In the meantime, savor the anticipation. Dreaming about what will come is half the fun. Okay?"


        "M'kay," Amy replied forlornly. She rubbed her toe into the carpet bashfully. "But I'm not good with the whole waiting thing. When I get all nervous and 'fraidy, I just wanna suck on Beau's cock to relax. But he's not around! He went off to another stupid SA-Club orgy without me."


        "You know that's his right and privilege," Suzanne pointed out. "He's been very up front about it. That's the price we all pay for being in love with a man who's earned himself a harem. We have to wait our turns."


        "I know, I know. But it's still a bummer. I thought that if you and I played around a little bit, I'd feel better. Can't we at least make out? Just a teeny weeny French kiss and tit grope?"


        Suzanne's chuckled. "Sorry, my love. Once we get started with something like that, we won't be able to stop. Things have been building up between us for a long time, and now it's all about to explode. If you would have tried that toe stunt of yours at the Plummer house, I would have completely lost it, for sure. Let's not blow it when we're so close. Just let a few hours go by. Do some homework for once. Maybe think up ways to get back at those football players. I can help you with that later this afternoon, if you promise no touching."


        "Cool! Mother, if I could help him beat those thugs, he'd be so proud of me! Proud of us! Even though we're all family now, you and I will always be a special team, right?"


        "Right. That reminds me. I have some interesting news on the divorce front. Good news."
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        Amy's eyes went wide. "Oooh! Super awesomeness! Who's divorce, yours or Susan's?"


        Suzanne smiled like the Mona Lisa. "You'll just have to wait until tonight to find that out, too."


        "Grrr! Mother, you're so mean! How am I going to make it? That's hours and hours and hours away!"


        "Well, we may not be allowed to touch until tonight, but I'll bet Susan or Katherine wouldn't mind a friendly hello. Maybe both of them together, even. I'll bet Susan's breasts are swelling up to an obscene size, waiting for someone to suck all the milk out of them."


        Amy's eyes went even wider.


        Suzanne added, "Too bad she doesn't have any considerate daughters to help out..."


        "I'm outta here!" Amy yelled back at Suzanne, because she was already out of the den and leaping down the stairs in a flash. "I'll be back for the football scheming. Can't wait till tonight! Later!" By the time she got to "later," she was already out the front door, which she then slammed behind her.


        Suzanne just chuckled and shook her head like the amused and chagrined parent she was. She strongly considered masturbating herself to thoughts of her daughter, but she remembered that she had some urgent and important things to do. She went back to her computer screen, which was filled with legalese about divorce law.

      



      
        CHAPTER 2


        Alan and Sean met at the bicycle rack and biked to Kim's house together. Alan had already explained to Sean much, though not all, of what they would see and do that afternoon. He told him more about the S-Club as they biked there. He joked, "Some call it the SA-Club, which can mean the Service Alan Club, but on a day like this it'll also mean the Sean Action Club. Don't worry, you're going to have a hell of a lot of fun."


        Sean gulped nervously. Mere days ago he'd been a complete virgin. Things were moving too fast for him. "Christ, you're kidding me. The Service Alan Club?! How the hell am I supposed to compete with that?"


        "Relax, it's just a jokey name. They don't mean anything by it." Alan knew that wasn't true, but he wanted to put Sean at ease. "Besides, sex is so easy. Before I started I thought it was this really complicated thing, and sure, you can spend time learning advanced techniques, but the basics come completely naturally. And that's all you need." That wasn't entirely true either, but he figured it was close enough.


        "Thanks, dude. I hope so. I'm really nervous."


        Alan patted him on the back. "Chill. You'll be awesome."


        Kim met them at the door to her house, but they didn't dawdle with pleasantries. The three of them walked straight up to Kim's bedroom, and then Kim went off to get some things.


        Alan still saw concern in Sean's eyes, and understood it. For one thing, he'd told his friend to expect to be severely tested today. For another, he'd told him that he'd probably end up fucking a number of girls today, perhaps even experiencing more than one girl at a time. That was a lot for a self-confessed complete nerd to take, especially one who still strived to maintain some kind of loyalty to his one true love, Heather.


        Alan knew exactly what Sean needed to hear, and told him, "Don't worry. Remember, you're doing this for Heather."


        Sean sighed heavily and said, "I know. I've been thinking a lot about that. It's like Heather is a fallen angel, an innocent girl trapped in a whorehouse. I have to come in there and rescue her. But the only way in is to pretend to be a customer: just another John. I'll have to treat her like dirt and act like an uncaring John at first, as I slowly gain her trust."


        "Exactly!" Alan agreed as he sat down on Kim's bed. "Excellent metaphor. Better than the sci-fi ones we've been coming up with lately. And like a John, you've got to have sex with some other whores and see her have sex with some other Johns as part of this undercover operation. That's what happens in a whorehouse."


        Just then, Kim walked back in, carrying some rope and a piece of cloth. She smiled but said, "Hey, who are you calling a whore?"


        "Certainly not you," Alan said very sincerely, but at the same time he unzipped his shorts, flopplng out a very erect dick. "If you were a whore, I'd have to actually pay you to suck my cock." However, he winked and said this good-naturedly. There was a certain inherent goodness about him that allowed him to get away with an outrageous joke like that.
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        "Bastard," Kim complained as she stuck out her tongue playfully. Then she dropped to her knees in front of him and began to eagerly suck him off.


        Sean, sitting next to Alan, looked over in complete shock. "H-how...? How did you do that? You say this cutting, degrading thing, and then she drops to her knees to blow you. I don't get it. If I were to try something like that, I'd get slapped, big time! That kind of thing doesn't happen in real life, does it?"


        "I know what you mean," Alan agreed. "It's all in how you do it. I've stumbled on to the fact that a lot of women love a guy who's domineering, yet still has true love and affection for them that can't be faked. It's all about knowing when to be naughty and when to be nice. Everyone likes some naughty stuff from time to time, if they're really honest with themselves, and that doesn't make them a lesser person. Keep that in mind when you watch me fucking Heather in a few minutes."


        "WHAT?!" Sean stood up, instantly defensive of his dream girl. "You can't be serious!"


        "I am," Alan replied, still calmly sitting there and showing no sign that Kim was fervently sucking his dick. "Remember what I said about you being on the fast track? This is the very fast track. You're never going to get it right until you see with your own eyes exactly what she likes. But when you see me calling her all kinds of rude names and treating her like a whore, remember that there's love and affection there. I'm giving her what she really wants. I'm doing all I can to make her happy. Sometimes it's funny what makes a girl happy. You'd be surprised and delighted."


        He looked down at his crotch as he continued, "Take a look at Kim here. Even though she doesn't really like guys or want a boyfriend, she absolutely loves sucking cock. All I have to do is flop out my dick and lean back, and she's happy to slurp and lick me all afternoon. Isn't that right, Kim?"


        Kim sexily moaned a hearty affirmative, with Alan's cockhead tickling her tonsils. She was trying to deep throat him, as it was something she'd been reading and thinking about, plus she figured the less Sean saw of Alan's penis at that moment the less traumatized he'd be. She was unable to get past her gag reflex, but she nonetheless was getting a great deal of Alan's shaft in her throat.


        Sean said with growing exasperation, "But... You're just sitting here talking to me like she's doing nothing. How... What's... How do you DO that?!"


        "You think it's easy?" Alan asked, while still sounding as calm as could be. "It's not easy. I'm feeling an incredible amount of pleasure right now, thanks to Kim's busy tongue and lips. But you have to know your lovers. I've noticed that the more I ignore Kim, the harder she tries to please me. Right now, she's so determined to get me to blow or at least moan loudly that she barely even knows if she's cumming or going herself. Right, Kim?"


        Despite her condition with his stiff rod filling her mouth, she managed to joke with a muffled shout, "Cumming!"


        Caressing Kim's silky soft hair with one hand, Alan continued, "In fact, Kim is so hungry to suck cock, as you probably know first-hand from your own training sessions with her, that I could treat her any way I liked and she'd still come crawling on her knees for more. But she'd do it despite that rude treatment, not because of it. So I wouldn't do that to her. Whereas with Heather, it's the opposite. She'll hardly get aroused unless I call her a bitch and a slut, and that's just for starters. So I treat them differently."


        Sean backed away in amazement and even horror. "Dude, I know what you mean. On one level, an intellectual level, I get it. Kinda. But I can't see it with my own eyes! Heather. You, doing Heather! Shit! And calling her names?! Give me some time to adjust!"


        "I am."


        "Wait. You're actually sticking your dick in Heather's vagina. Like, in it, and everything!"


        Alan grinned at Sean's incredulity. "Yes."


        "My GOD! Like... IN her body! Your dick is gonna go in... inside... her!"


        "That's generally how it's done," Alan deadpanned. "Why is that so hard to believe?"


        "She's Heather! Heather fucking Morgan! She's like royalty! And you, well, no offense, but you're just you. Shit!" He was pacing back and forth now, almost completely forgetting about the blowjob taking place in front of him due to his nervousness. "Is she gonna be here? Soon?!"


        "Yes. Deal with it." Alan felt strangely calm, but also unusually relentless. He knew he had to shock Sean into accepting the new reality. "I know it'll be difficult. That's why we have the rope here, and a gag for your mouth. My plan is to put you in the closet over there, and you'll watch me do Heather through the slats of the closet door without her knowing. That way, you don't have to worry about yelling or anything. We'll put some music on to cover any noise you might make, too. If it gets too much, just close your eyes. Kim is supposed to tie your arms behind your back, but she's a bit preoccupied, so come closer and I'll do it. You were just telling me on the bike ride over how you're a man, how you can handle anything. So prove it! This is your big test."


        Sean paced back and forth, still trying not to look at Kim's bobbing head in Alan's lap. He was amazed how unfazed Alan was about the blowjob, but he felt too awkward to discuss it. "I don't know, dude. I don't know. Can't you do it with another girl first, as like a Heather stand-in? It's shocking enough just to see another guy have sex. And you're my best friend. I don't want to see you like that. That's freaky!"


        "No, it's got to be Heather. I don't treat anyone else... anyone... the way I treat her, and you have to learn Heather's true sexual nature if you're to stand even a ghost of a chance with her. But don't worry, you're going to be shocked, but you're also going to enjoy yourself. I have a surprise or two for you."


        Alan laughed at that, but Sean couldn't figure out why.


        So, a few minutes later, Sean found himself in the bedroom closet, with his arms tied behind his back and a cloth stuffed in his mouth and tied around his head. The closet was stuffed to the brim with clothes on hangers, so he found himself in a narrow space between the clothes pressing against his back and sides and the slats of the door just a few inches from his face. The bed had been moved right up to the closet so he could have a better view, based on the downward angle of the slats. The repositioned bed also trapped him in the closet, since the closet doors opened out and now they couldn't be opened.

      



      
        CHAPTER 3


        Alan sat on the edge of the bed as Kim resumed sucking him off. Then everyone heard Heather open the front door downstairs.


        She'd been told to let herself in and come upstairs, which is exactly what she did. Just before Alan had pushed Sean into the closet, he'd explained that he wanted Heather to discover Kim cocksucking him, but he didn't explain why.
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        Heather climbed the stairs and called out, "Alan? Kim?"


        She came into Kim's bedroom and opened her mouth in surprise at the sight of Kim taking long slurps on Alan's turgid erection. "Hi! Uh, everybody..."


        For some moments she just stared, her lips thinning with annoyance as Kim continued to orally pleasure Alan without pause. There would have been an awkward silence, except the Talking Heads' "Stop Making Sense" album was pounding loudly from the stereo system.


        She thought, Dammit, I should have figured. As soon as I walk through the door, Alan's already showing his total domination over me, as well as getting me hotter than molten metal in the process. Wait - what am I saying? "Total domination?" I'm the only one who should be dominating around here! I've gotta figure out some kind of way to seize control of this situation. But first, uh, I, um, I kinda... Maybe if I suck on his cock a little bit, that'll take the edge off my lust so I can strategize on how to take charge. It's impossible to think with all that fucking slurping going on!


        She walked up to Alan and Kim, and said with unusual uncertainty, "Hi. Um, uh, Alan? Sir? I've been really good today, haven't I? Haven't I been the perfect little butt slut? Can I, um, have a little bit of that cock, too?"


        Sean gasped from within the closet.


        Alan looked up at her as if he'd only noticed her at that moment. "Oh. Hi, Heather. No, I'm afraid not. You don't even know the meaning of the word 'good.' But you can stay and watch me fuck Kim if you like." He tried to play it cool, but he could somehow tell with just a glance that the "old" Heather was back. It was as if the Bitch Training session had never happened.


        The anal dildo had been out since the end of fifth period, and she was no longer feeling subdued. All of a sudden a great anger welled up in her. "Now just a fucking minute, you selfish, arrogant fuck! I've been waiting ALL FUCKING DAY for you to fuck me! It's not fair! You're a fucking monster! A monster!"


        Her anger quickly died down, and even before this tirade ended she was more whimpering than yelling. She knew the yelling approach wouldn't get her what she wanted, but she couldn't help herself. "Sir," she added belatedly.


        Alan stared at her, showing disgust at her outburst.


        Dammit, just listen to me! I sound fuckin' pathetic! But I can't help it. Gaawwwd, I need that cock! I'll get my revenge on him and his arrogant ways soon enough, but first I need to get my satisfaction. She tried a different tack. "Please, Alan, please?! I can't take it! Have mercy, Sir! Please, please fuck me?"


        Kim was loving what she was hearing. She was in seventh heaven already just from being allowed to suck on Alan's erection, but to be able to do it while listening to Alan take Heather down a peg was almost too much fun to handle. She didn't hate Heather passionately like Janice and many others did, but Heather's bitchy ways had certainly made her life miserable on more than one occasion.


        Alan tsk-tsked as he played with Kim's smallish breasts. It was growing increasingly difficult for him to concentrate on talking while Kim continued to try and deep throat him. While she hadn't succeeded yet, the sensation of nearly three-fourths of his dick sliding deep into her mouth was threatening to push him over the edge.


        He pretended to sit there in contemplation, but really he was struggling with his PC muscle. He placed his hands on Kim's head and gently but firmly pushed her back until she was merely lightly blowing on his shaft. As he struggled to recover, he managed to say in a relatively normal voice, "Heather, you disappoint me. Have you forgotten your place already? You don't make any demands on me, ever."


        "Sir! I'm so sorry, Sir! Please! If you don't fuck me in the ass, I'm going to cry. Don't make me cry!" This time, she started out very apologetic, but her last statement was more of a threat, even though she really was on the verge of tears. She was clearly very frustrated, torn between extremes of irritation and need.


        Alan pretended to contemplate that deeply, when it fact he was just stalling for time. "Hmmm, I dunno," he finally said as a further time-wasting move.


        But he was in a bind, because he couldn't overtly tell Kim to take a break without damaging his sexual reputation in Heather's eyes at least a little bit. And Kim hadn't gotten his message to stop through his non-verbal cues. He hadn't even been resting half a minute when she started licking the tip of his cockhead again.
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        Earlier, Kim had sucked Alan's hard-on with her hair flopped down over his crotch and generally deep throated him (or tried to) so Sean couldn't see much. But now that Sean couldn't see anything from inside the closet, Alan's legs were spread wide and Kim moved off to the side as much as possible, in a deliberate effort to give Heather a great view of Alan's erection. She rolled her tongue around the tip over and over, allowing Heather to see most of Alan's eight inches.


        The sight had a visible effect on Heather. She frowned and her lips trembled. Her nipples had already been erect even before she arrived, just from the anticipation, but now they poked even harder into her tight-fitting top.


        Heather finally whispered, desperately, "Please, Sir, please!"


        Alan said, as he subtly pushed Kim's head a little further back from his overheated dick, "Well, maybe I'll relent, if you show the proper attitude. Heather, are you a good girl or a bad girl?"


        Heather straightened up instantly, as if called to attention. "Bad. Sir." She seemed proud about it.


        "That's right. And how do bad girls dress?"


        "Like sluts, Sir. You see this revealing top? I wore it just for you. I'm obviously not wearing a bra." She raised her arms over her head and thrust out her chest, showing off her thinly covered rack like a porn star. The exact shape of her aroused nipples could be clearly seen.


        "And why aren't you?" Alan prodded. His voice was stern and slightly disinterested, as if Heather was an irritating distraction keeping him from fully enjoying the blowjob he was getting.


        "Because that's how you want me, Sir. And as Alan's girl, I must obey."


        "One of Alan's GIRLS," he corrected. "Do you think my dick exists just for you?"


        "Um, no... Sir."


        "Don't you think girls like Kim should get a chance to taste it and fellate too?"


        "Of course. I'm just saying two tongues are better than one." She blushed and grimaced in frustration. A dual blowjob wasn't what she wanted; her ass cried out to be filled. But she would take what she could get, for the moment. She started to mentally vow revenge upon Alan, but then remembered the problems inherent in biting the hand that feeds you. Instead, she resolved to try to go with the flow for the time being.


        "So you think you're worthy of sharing my cock with Kim."


        She struck a sexy pose. "Yes, Sir. I am. Am I not the head cheerleader and soon to be the Homecoming Queen?"


        "Perhaps. If you're not wearing a bra, then prove it."


        "Yes, Sir!" Smiling for the first time since arriving, she pulled her top up and over her tits. Getting sexually involved and exposing herself was fun and she had no problem with that. She left the thin fabric loose around her neck and shoulders, hoping that would be more appealing than going completely topless.


        Sean had been hearing all of this from inside the closet with a growing anger. He'd had thoughts like, No one treats my Heather like that! Not even Alan. I won't allow it!


        Alan knew that Sean could only take so much initially, which is why he'd kept the closet doors closed. But now that Heather was starting to strip, he reached back and surreptitiously opened one of the doors a little bit so Sean could see out.


        Sean felt like he wanted to burst out and attack Alan. But as Heather exposed her rack, Sean's anger was overwhelmed by his lust. He'd never actually seen Heather topless before, despite countless peeks down her outfits in school, and countless dreams where she'd been naked. He gasped so loudly that Heather surely would have known someone was there had it not been for the Talking Heads music and the gag in his mouth. Despite the peeks he'd made down her tops in the past, he hadn't considered the possibility that she might not have any tan lines at all.


        She started to wiggle to the beat of the song "Burning Down the House," and said to Alan, "How do you like my tits, Sir? Or should I say your tits? They belong to you. My whole body is yours." It stung deeply for her to say that, but at the same time it turned her on.


        Sean groaned with frustration as Heather said that. It was like one of his great fantasies coming true, but for Alan, not for him. Still, he was too aroused to do anything but moan and groan.


        "That's more like it," Alan replied, while Kim licked his rod from base to tip. Her jaw was tired so she was switching to tongue work for a while. He hadn't wanted Heather to say that her body belonged to him while Sean was there, but there was nothing he could really do about it.
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        Heather's wiggling turned into a full-on striptease within seconds. She took her top off the rest of the way, then threw it into a corner of the room. Wildly gyrating by now, she spent a fair amount of time pulling her skirt down, and then up, down, and then up, making a bit more progress with each pass. Finally, she took the skirt off all the way. She held the tiny garment in her hand, and then started to twirl it around as true striptease artists so often do. The only major difference between Heather's performance and that of a professional exotic dancer was just how wildly she danced to the pounding beat.


        Alan was mighty impressed and grunted with arousal and approval. Her dance was such a turn-on that he had to grab Kim's head and push it back until she got the message to stop even her gentle licking for a while.


        Grunting with exertion as he squeezed his PC muscle hard, he said to Heather between gasps, "Good show! ... If you keep that up... I might even let you share... share... share cocksucking duties with... with Kim. Uh. After all."


        "Thank you, Sir!" The prospect of doing just that was getting Heather really hot. As she ran a finger over her pussy lips, she thought back to how she used to hate giving blowjobs. That attitude seemed almost laughable now, given how many times a day she found herself daydreaming about sucking Alan off.


        Recovering his breath a bit, with Kim leaving him be, he added, "Although Kim is a much better cocksucker than you could ever be. Kim is a good girl. Did you see how she's been very nearly deep throating me today? Kim, why did you take the time to learn how to do that?"


        Kim was playing with his balls now that she understood that his cock needed a break. She was wildly aroused and it was torture to only be able to do that much. She replied excitedly, "To please you, sir."


        She'd never called him "sir" before, but she quickly picked up Heather's lingo. She was a natural submissive, albeit a casual one, and such language came to her easily. Alan had never fully taken advantage of her submissiveness simply because her thin body didn't compare with the more voluptuous types he preferred.


        Heather, though, shot her an extremely nasty look. She was making claim to the word "Sir" and looked like she was ready to rip Kim's heart out if she used it again. She knew Alan had other women, but things like him allowing her the use of the word "Sir" gave her the happy feeling that she was his very special slut.


        Alan smirked - "Bad Alan" was in firm control now. He said to Heather, "There. See? She wants to please me. You just want to please yourself."


        "No, Sir! That's not true! Let me try!" Heather dropped to her knees before him. "It's true I told you I don't like cocksucking, but that was then. This is now! I luuuuve sucking YOUR cock! I'll give you the best fucking blowjob you've ever had! I want to be your number one slut! Please! Please? Let me, Sir!"

      



      
        CHAPTER 4


        Alan was silent, but Heather's lusty need was overwhelming. So she took the lack of a "no" to mean a "yes." She crawled forward next to Kim and began licking Alan's erection. Being Heather, she swallowed the whole head and more or less pushed Kim out of the way.


        But as soon as she had his erection deep in her mouth, Alan said, "Look at that. What a selfish slut. You just take and take and take. What about Kim?"


        Heather apologized without taking her mouth off Alan's stiff pole. "Schorry, shir. Schorry, Kim." She reluctantly made room for Kim at the head of the cock.


        Both of them knew Alan's most sensitive spot was right below his cockhead, and both of them wanted to outdo each other without looking pushy. So their tongues generally worked on that spot from different angles. Their tongues actually pushed up against each other at times as they both tried to lick the exact same spot.


        Alan was grateful that he'd just had a minute or two break, but with the way both of them were going he knew he'd lose his load in a minute or so. He didn't want Heather to start thinking she could control him by getting him off, so he said to her, "What about your skirt? Show me your skirt. Were you really dressed like a true slut?"


        Heather groaned. She was really loving giving him a blowjob, and she didn't even mind Kim being there that much, as long as Kim gave her enough room. But she relinquished the pleasuring of his boner to Kim and stood up to show off her black leather miniskirt. She picked it up off the floor and put it back on so she could show it off. She resumed swaying to the music, eager to dance and get naked all over again. "Look, Sir. Your slut dresses just to please you. Like these five-inch heels."


        Heather's eyes flashed dangerously as she let an edge of steel tinge her voice. "Do you have any idea how fucking difficult it is to walk in these things?!" Then just as suddenly, the glint of raw anger in her eyes melted to be replaced by an all-consuming lust as she stared hungrily at Alan, and especially at the sight of Kim lapping away in circles around his cockhead. "But I get so hot just thinking about how I'll dress for you. I was wearing butt floss earlier, but I took even that off when I left to come over here. Look!"


        She turned around and bent over. She spread her legs wide and angled herself to give Alan a perfect view.


        That also put her pussy and ass in sight for Sean to ogle. Sean was still outraged, not to mention intimidated by Alan's seemingly effortless domination of both Heather and Kim. But more than that, he was aroused. Painfully, incredibly aroused. He nearly came just from watching Heather bend over.


        She effortlessly reached down and touched her toes while keeping her legs perfectly straight. She looked back at Alan from between her legs and said, "How's that? Don't you like my pussy and my ass? These are YOUR holes!" Suddenly, Heather stopped being proud and arrogant and instead became pleading and needy. "Why won't you fuck them? Why?! They need you! Sir!"


        Alan asked, "What do you think, Kim? Is Heather sincere? Do all her holes belong to me, and me alone?"


        Kim was surprised. She'd been content to just suck Alan's dick or fondle his balls when he allowed it, and otherwise sit back and enjoy Heather's constant humiliation. Furthermore, the question was tricky. Heather might be docile and submissive now, but if Kim said the wrong thing she was sure Heather would make her pay dearly soon enough. So she thought and then replied, "I think she definitely means it as she says it."


        Sean was so aroused by the sight of Heather's ass and pussy lips framed by her hot leather miniskirt that he came even closer to cumming. He found his cock painfully trapped by his shorts, and with his hands tied behind his back, he was unable to do anything about it. While he generally adored Heather as an "angel," at the moment he was thinking of her more as a hot piece of ass.


        "That's true," Alan admitted in a grudging tone. "But what will she think tomorrow? She's always changing. Heather, I'm so disappointed in you. You behaved well enough while your ass was stuffed full with a big Bitch Trainer dildo all day, but as soon as it's out, you start yelling at me and giving me this shit." He turned away as if dismissing her. "You're incurable."
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        She was humiliated by having to argue while bent over in such a lewd position. But she said passionately, "No I'm not, Sir! I can do better. I'm a total slut, an Alan slut! Nobody else has what I need but you. I'll do ANYTHING for you, Sir! Anything! Stuff your cock up my butt and I'll show you how good I can be!" She slowly spread her legs farther and farther apart to hopefully create an even more inviting target for his cock to aim for.


        From where Alan sat, he almost couldn't see the miniskirt at all, since it had ridden all the way up, exposing the entirety of her luscious ass. Her asshole appeared to be a bull's eye exactly in the middle.


        By this point, Kim's loving cock-licking and Heather's wiggling to the music and the things she said were getting to be too much for Alan to handle. He'd reached a point where he could lose control at any moment, no matter what he did with his PC muscle.


        He pulled Kim away from his lap so his dick could have a longer chance to recover, saying to her, "There's a tasty pussy snack, Kim. Go get it. Just make sure she keeps her legs perfectly straight and her hands on her ankles at all times."


        "Yes, sir!" Kim said as she bolted up and went to Heather. Wow! I thought I was having a great time already, but this is unreal! Although she detested Heather's bitchy nature, she loved playing with Heather's busty, fit body. She'd been wearing a loose skirt of her own, but she let it fall to the floor just as her mouth reached Heather's wet pussy lips.


        Alan said, "Kim, please don't call me 'Sir.' That word is reserved only for true sluts and bitches like Heather."


        By the time he finished saying that, Kim was so involved in licking Heather out that she couldn't or wouldn't respond. She seemed to be forcing her tongue as deeply into Heather's pussy as it would go. She did nod vigorously, but Alan couldn't tell if that was meant to be a reply to his comment or merely part of her new sexual task.


        Heather was about to protest being pawned off to Kim, but that comment from Alan silenced her. Tingles of pleasure and excitement shot up and down her spine as he confirmed that word was reserved exclusively for her use alone.


        But then she thought, What the fuck is wrong with me?! Why does my brain turn to mush whenever Alan is near? Just look at me, look at what I'm doing! I'm bending over in this totally obscene position and letting Kim have her way with me just because Alan says so. This is fucked up! I need to reassert myself! Reassert CONTROL! I'm not just some puppet for his amusement!


        However, Heather was feeling so much pleasure that she was helpless to stop herself. She was loving every single thing Alan was "making" her do or say, and deep down she knew it.

      



      
        CHAPTER 5


        For most of the time since Heather had arrived, Alan had completely forgotten that Sean was hiding in the closet. But now that Kim was no longer sucking him off, he was able to think more clearly and take stock of the situation, and he finally remembered Sean. He hoped that he hadn't gone too far in his domination games for Sean's sake, but it was too late to fix that if he had.


        With Heather and Kim now fully preoccupied with each other, Alan moved from sitting on the edge of the bed to sitting up against the closet door behind it. He tapped twice against the door, which was a prearranged signal to Sean, asking if everything was all right.


        It took some time because Sean was practically out of his mind with arousal, but Sean eventually replied with two knocks by using his forehead. That meant that he was okay. Actually, Sean had a whole host of things he wanted to tell Alan, but he couldn't exactly talk with a gag in his mouth.


        Sean did have a "bad" side, even if he didn't really realize it himself. But Alan had guessed it was there from little things he'd observed, like an occasional cruel streak in Sean's humor, and that was a major reason why he'd chosen Sean as his sexual apprentice. If Sean had been able to speak, he would have raved about how astounded he was that Alan's treatment of Heather was actually arousing him. True, he was furiously angry at Alan, too, and probably would have punched him for insulting his "angel" if his hands were free, but the very fact that he saw Heather as an angel amplified his sexual arousal upon seeing her act like a devil and treated like a whore. The fact that she responded so eagerly to this only added fuel to the fire of his lust.


        Alan leaned forward towards the girls and said to Heather, "Heather, it's nice of you to say that your body belongs to me, but I know that's not true. For one thing, you're far too much of a skanky slut to save yourself only for me. You can hardly go twenty-four hours without sticking something in one of your holes. And to be honest, I'm generally too busy with pussy much more tasty and tempting than yours. Hey. Are you listening to me?"


        After some grunts, Heather answered in a somewhat strained voice, "Yes, Sir!" Kim's mouth was locked onto Heather's pussy like a leech. That, plus Heather having to keep her hands around her ankles, with her legs straight, made it very difficult for her to concentrate. But her position caused her large, tanned boobs to dangle and bob in the most delightful ways as she trembled and shook from the pleasure she was getting from Kim eating her out, something both Alan and Sean greatly appreciated.


        Alan continued, "All I ask is that you only have sex with the people I say you can have sex with. Obey me, and I will reward you with many quality partners, such as Kim here. So think of me as a kind of pimp. Except that you're such a slut, you'll fuck anyone I tell you to fuck, and you'll do it for free. How do you like that?"


        "Oh, yes, Sir! You're my pimp!" Tingles of excitement shot through her as she contemplated that delightful idea.


        "In fact," Alan went on, "you're such a slut, that maybe I should make you into some kind of anti-whore. Rather than having people pay to fuck you, you should pay THEM hard cash for doing you the favor of filling up your holes. What do you think about that?"


        She was nearly delirious with lust. "If you say so, Sir! Thank you, Sir! But the only thing I really want in me is your big thick cock! Everything else is just marking time, Sir."
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        Kim snorted while pussy licking, as if to say, "What about me?" But Heather didn't pay that any mind.


        Meanwhile, Alan knocked some more on the closet door in a way that did not fit any prearranged signals between him and Sean. This set Alan's previously mentioned mysterious "surprise or two" in motion.


        Sean had been trying to rub his dick against the closet door slats in a desperate attempt to get some kind of friction going. But he stopped when he heard some very loud rustling coming from behind him, deeper in the closet. He jerked his head around and saw movement, but it was so dark that he couldn't tell who or what it was. His eyes had been staring out through the slats into the bright, sunny room, so he was effectively blind when looking into the back of the closet.


        But he could sense something drawing nearer. His heart pounded with fear and excitement. As a child, he'd had the usual irrational fear of a monster hiding in his closet (with another monster under his bed), and in his emotional turmoil he momentarily imagined that the monster was real after all and had finally come to get him. But then he heard a voice above the Talking Heads blaring on the stereo. It whispered, "Hi." That was all. He couldn't figure out who it was just from that one word, but he did determine that the voice was female.


        That was a great relief for him. In a flash, he realized, Shit! Alan's had someone else buried in the closet all this time, just to surprise me! Fuckin' A. It sure as hell worked! No way! That's totally whacked! But who is it? Fuck, with everything I've been learning about my friend, it could be anyone! The only thing I know is she's probably hot and ready for sex!


        He could feel the woman's breath on his face, she was so close. He could also feel her arm pressing into his as she finished pushing her way through the rack of clothes so she could stand next to him. He still couldn't see much, though, except for an outline of her head that showed she had very short but stylish hair. Then he felt a hand go to his leg and work its way to his crotch.


        She felt the large lump in his shorts, and her voice made some appreciative purring noises.


        He expected her to unzip his shorts next, but instead, he felt two hands on the waistband of his shorts, and then, moments later, found his shorts dangling just above his knees.


        He was so aroused that he knew it wouldn't be long before he reached a great climax. He'd lost track of what was happening out in the room, but he turned some of his attention there to help himself go over the edge.


        Alan was now sitting on the floor licking Kim's pussy, while Kim was sitting up on her knees, licking Heather's pussy. But this didn't last for long.


        Heather cried out, and her legs buckled as a tremendous orgasm swept through her body. It took her so unexpectedly that she fell forward and crumpled to the floor in a heap. She had just enough presence of mind to stick her arms out and break her fall enough to prevent herself from getting hurt.


        Alan said to Kim, "Someone who can lick that selfish slut nearly to death deserves a reward. How would you like it? In the mouth? The cunt? What's your pleasure?"


        Kim thought, Boy, today really is my lucky day! Alan hasn't been seeing me much at all lately, and now this. She said, "Hmmm. Tough call. I guess the cunt, since we haven't done that in a while."


        Alan paused for a moment. Kim was using double protection now and Alan was tempted to fuck her bareback as he had promised a week ago. However, he had asked Kim to fuck Sean twice since then. Sean knows that he's supposed to always use a condom, but I know it's all too easy to get caught up in the moment. Fuck! As much as I'd like to fuck Kim bareback, I've really got to be careful from now on... especially since Dean will probably be joining the club as well. Alan nodded, then went and got a condom out of the backpack he'd brought.


        He asked Kim, "Are you cool with everything that's happening today? Have you minded how I've treated you?"


        "I'm cool. Very, very cool! I just wish there could be more days like this. My house is your house for things like this, and please don't forget it."


        He nodded again, while seeming to be lost in thought.


        Sean looked at Heather sprawled out on the floor, lying on her side. Her tight black leather mini-skirt was now mashed up around her lower back, leaving her ass entirely exposed. Her pussy and sex juices could be seen clearly too. She happened to be facing the right way so he could see most of her sizable chest and gorgeous face as well.


        Seeing her like that was keeping him right on the edge of climax and he'd been that way for an unbearably long time now. (He'd started to learn PC muscle control based on Alan's recommendation, but he hadn't progressed very far yet.) But then the mystery hands that had dropped his shorts and left him like that finally took the next step. As soon as he felt two hands grasp his cock, he lost all control.


        One big reason why Sean had been fighting his climax strenuously was that he didn't know where he could safely shoot his cum. But by now he was too horny to care. He let out a great yell (largely muffled by the gag) and spurted all over the slats in the closet door in front of him.

      



      
        CHAPTER 6


        Alan heard Sean's muffled cry over the loud Talking Heads music, and looked immediately at Kim. She'd heard it too and knew what it was. They both looked to Heather and guessed she was unconscious, but they couldn't be sure. In any case, she seemed too out of it to notice.
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        Alan considered leaning right up against the closet door and whispering to Sean. But Kim was sitting on top of him now, energetically grinding her hips down onto his stiff erection, so he decided to keep silent. He realized that Sean couldn't talk back with the gag in his mouth anyway, so there wasn't much point in talking to him.


        However, Kim leaned over towards the closet door and ran her hand across one of the door's slats. She held up a finger for Alan's benefit and whispered, "Look."


        Alan laughed. Some of Sean's cum had dribbled down the slats and could be seen from the outside if one looked for it closely.


        Kim smiled and licked Sean's cum into her mouth. She made a loud "Mmmm" sound as she savored the cum. Then she and Alan resumed their grinding.


        Meanwhile, inside the closet, Sean's sight was slowly returning. He was so overcome from his climax that he would have fallen to the floor, except there was no room to do so. He lay back against the nearly solid mass of clothes behind him instead, slumping down a bit until his knees pressed against the closet door and prevented further motion. As his mental clarity slowly returned, he realized that a hand was holding up his ass, even as it fondled his butt. Another hand was still holding his penis, which was exciting, but he was still recovering from his recent orgasm.


        So he focused his attention on the outline of the head connected to the hands, and slowly the details came into view. Janice! Holy shit! That's Janice! Damn, I should have known. I'll bet Alan is fucking the entire cheerleading squad, except of course for his sister. Shit, between Kim and Heather out there, Janice in here, and his girlfriend Amy, the only one left is Joy! Wow! And to think that just weeks ago I thought he was a virgin like me.


        Janice hadn't looked out the slats yet, so her eyesight was much more adjusted to the darkness. She saw the look of recognition cross his face. After giving him a chance to adjust, she whispered directly in his ear. Thanks to the music, there was no chance anyone could hear, not even Kim or Alan.


        "Hi Sean. How you doing? Alan's told us aaaalll about you. He said that we're not allowed to fuck anyone, male or female, unless they're on his approval list. That got me kind of pissed off that he'd be that controlling, until I saw who was on the list. And guess what? Can you guess whose names are on the list?"


        Sean shook his head 'no', since trying to speak through the tight gag would be futile.


        Janice pulled Sean's shirt up to his shoulders so she could run her hands across his chest. "Well, it turns out that we get to have Heather as much as we like, in any way that we like. I've got some serious issues with that bitch and I'm going to have soooo much fun playing with her and teaching her some lessons. But that's not all. We get access to some prime beauties, like Heather's friend Simone."


        Her voice then turned pouty and disappointed. "The only problem is that there just isn't much cock on the list, aside from the far-too-busy Alan and Joy's boyfriend Dean." Janice nibbled sexily on Sean's ear, which surprisingly gave him the most incredibly ticklish sensation in his lower back he'd ever felt. She continued whispering while stroking his ear with her tongue. "Which brings me to you. Would you like to be on that list? Would you like to fuck more than half the cheerleading squad and some of their sexiest friends?"
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        By this time, Sean was starting to get hot. Not in terms of arousal; he'd been at the boiling point for some time now, and his penis was rapidly rising again, thanks to Janice's sexy whispers and the way one of her hands was sawing a finger in and out of his asshole while the other hand was rubbing his penis and balls. His body was getting literally hot as well, thanks to the small size of the closet and their combined body heat. That forced him to take his shirt off altogether. Sweat poured down his face and he trembled with fear and excitement.


        He abruptly pressed his face close to the slats in front of him so he could breathe some fresh air. That also gave him a great view of Heather's naked body, not to mention Kim and Alan as they fucked much closer to him. He imagined being on that list and being able to do anything with Heather at any time, just like Janice could. Then the sight of Kim and Heather sucking Alan's cock at the same time popped into his mind, and he imagined that it was him being treated so royally, rather than Alan. It was all so sexy and arousing that he couldn't think straight.


        But then his long-held dream of having Heather as a normal girlfriend that was his, and his alone, came back strongly into his mind. He frowned at the implications of the list idea. Did Alan say he was stuffing Heather's ass with a dildo all during school? And now he's calling her nasty names and offering her to Janice and others like a sex toy?! Heather IS a whore, but only because Alan made her that way! He's corrupted her! He IS her pimp! And now he's dragging me into this mess, tempting me with other girls, so I'll be too corrupted to save her! What an asshole! I've been tricked! Why, when I get my hands on him, I'll-


        Janice's face was only inches from Sean's, and her body was all over his like an octopus. She sensed his change of mood and saw his bewildered smile turn into a frown, then into an angry grimace. She withdrew into the back of the closet.


        A few moments later, she pushed her way back through the clothes up to Sean and put her hands right back where they'd been.


        Sean didn't understand why she'd done that, but his mind was busy with other things.


        Meanwhile, Heather was starting to stir.


        Sean watched intently through the slats as Heather sat up.


        She failed to notice Sean or even his cum dripping down some of the slats (since it was mostly on the interior of the slats), instead focusing her attention on Alan and Kim, who were still going at it.


        Heather nearly whispered, "Alan? Sir? What are you doing? I thought you invited me here so you'd fuck me in the ass." Her voice turned pouty and sad. "You promised! I was so good and obedient! You said I'd done well and that this would be my reward. Why are you torturing me like this?!" She ran her hands over her chest and stomach, hoping to draw his attention.
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        "True," Alan grunted as Kim impaled herself on his boner yet again, doing it over and over. "And maybe I will, if you show the right attitude. But you're not the only one I need to reward. Kim, UH! Kim has been so giving, with her house and so much more... She needs a reward too. Mmmm, good! There are other people than you, you know."


        "I know," Heather pouted. She stood up and walked to the edge of the bed, keeping her legs slightly spread so Alan had a great view of her juicy snatch.


        Alan huffed at her, "Most normal people would have said 'I'm sorry,' especially after the way ... UGH! The way you've been pushing Kim around." Seeing that he'd have to talk some more, he had Kim nearly come to a stop on top of him.


        He caught his breath for a few moments, and then continued with his eyes glued to Heather's sweaty skin, "You need to be taught humility. From now on, you're going to be Kim's slave and obey her every command."


        Kim squealed with glee and clapped her hands. This was news to her. In fact, it was part of a new plan Alan had just thought of hours before, and he still hadn't told everyone whom it would impact. Kim lifted herself up and impaled herself forcefully on his prick to help show her appreciation.


        He continued, "In fact, you're going to- UGH! Kim, stop for a second! Heather, you're going to be the sex slave of all the other cheerleaders, and command the group in name only. You'll be in charge of the group's routines, but they'll be in charge of your body sexually. You're going to be the slave of Simone, too, and anyone else I say, until you learn things like manners, respect, and dare I say it, even kindness."


        "HEY!" Heather protested, her usual combative spirit finally showing itself. "It's one thing to be your, um, sex slave, if you must put it that way. I must say I've grown to... tolerate that."


        Kim snorted derisively. She couldn't help herself.


        Heather shot Kim an evil look, but conceded to Alan, "Okay, I've grown to like it. But only you! Only you have earned the right to treat me like that! Sir. Not those others! Not Janice, especially! That would be a travesty! An outrage!"


        "Maybe so," Alan replied, "But that's how it's going to be, or no more of my cock for you. We're doing this to make you a better person. Plus, it's fun to have you as a sex toy. Kim, I said stop! I can't talk when you're fucking me so much!"


        "Yes, sir," Kim said obediently. She finally stopped altogether.


        "Do I have any say in this?" Heather said in a dejected voice. Her attitude would have been very different except that her need for an assfucking was so great. Her ass was in control and her brain was forced to say what her ass wanted her to say.


        "No. What do you think of that?"


        Heather thought about it. As with almost everything regarding Alan, she was badly conflicted. One part of her wanted to scream, Yes! Share me with everyone! Loan me out to the whole school! Tie me up naked in a public place and let everyone have their way with me! But another part of her bristled and rebelled. She loved being Alan's exhibitionist anal slut, but she hated the idea of being his slave. If anything, she thought Alan was the one who should be her slave.


        She growled with determination, "You can have my body, but you'll never have my mind."


        "That's the spirit! I know you. You'll take this as a challenge and rise back to the top within months. Outside our S-Club group, you'll still be the same proud Heather." He lifted a hand to cup one of her buttocks and let a couple of his fingers teasingly tickle her anus. "But inside, deep inside that hungrily bitchy butt of yours, you'll be learning humility... one assfuck at a time."


        Mindful that Sean was watching and listening, he let go of Heather's backside and added, "Think about all the dozens and dozens of boys and girls you fucked before you met me. You fucked so many strange guys that it's a miracle you don't have an STD already. But none of them truly lit your fire until you met me. Now I'm going to make sure an entire group keeps you in sexual heaven every single day. What more could you want? Why fight it?"


        Heather thought about that. Why SHOULD I fight it? That does sound pretty damn good... No, I'm forgetting my goal. He's trying to push me onto others so he can do other things, things that don't involve me! I am not going to settle for second best. I deserve the best and I'll accept nothing less! I want Alan as mine, and mine alone! Besides, it'll be a cold day in Hell when Janice is my superior in anything! No fucking way! But I'll play along with his latest craziness at least as long as it gets me one more buttfuck. Oh God, I need it so BAD! Then I'll have to come up with my own plan to beat his.


        She pretended to look defeated. "Okay, you win. Sir. How can I help? Perhaps we can get Kim off together?" She then proceeded to climb up onto the bed.


        Janice had been meaning to say some things to Sean to calm his mood, but instead she and Sean found themselves listening intently to Alan and Heather's exchange. What was said went a long way towards calming Sean's rage, especially the mention that Heather was so sexually promiscuous before she met Alan.


        Sean still believed that Heather was being corrupted by Alan, but now he was too confused and distracted to put his thoughts together.


        Janice, naturally, was beyond ecstatic at Alan's new dictate. She could hardly wait to take advantage of her new power over Heather. She longed to humiliate Heather while using her for her own sexual satisfaction.


        As Heather climbed onto Alan's legs and began to play with Kim's breasts and back, Sean redirected some of his attention to what was happening in the closet. Janice's face was so close to his that he could feel her every breath. He could feel her naked breasts pressing into his arm and her legs snaked around his. One of her hands rubbed his chest and the other played with his asshole. Two more hands gripped his cock tightly and stroked up and down.


        Wait a minute, Sean thought. One, two, three, FOUR hands! How can there be four hands?!


        He looked around frantically until he noticed a large mass of hair on the other side of him from where Janice stood. He instantly recognized the unique, big hair hairstyle. Joy! Joy's here, too! Of course. It makes sense. She's in on this as well. I guess that answers the question of whether Alan is fucking the entire cheerleading squad, minus his sister. But fuck! I'm in the same small closet with two hot cheerleaders. NAKED cheerleaders, too, if Joy's taken her clothes off like Janice has! This is too wild! TOO. FUCKING. WILD!


        Sean got so excited that he almost completely forgot his anger issues with Alan and his desire to have Heather all for himself.


        Joy sensed from the way that he turned and bounced about excitedly that he knew she was there. So she squeezed herself in front of him, pressing her back hard into the closet door's slats, and began cocksucking.


        Janice, watching Joy, whispered in Sean's ears, "Remember what I was saying about that list? Guess what? Your name's on that list, too. Alan's at the top, of course; he gets first choice of all the women. Then you and Dean. Then all us girls. Then Heather at the bottom - she has to obey any guy or girl who wants her. That means you can take any of us at any time. Why, if you wanted to fuck Joy or me right now, we'd have to spread our legs and obey. What's that, you say? You're ready to fuck right now? Who do you want: me, or Joy? ... What's that? I can't hear you."


        Janice laughed a little bit at her private joke, because she knew that Sean couldn't say anything at all, thanks to the gag in his mouth. But she was serious about her list comments. That was basically the agreement she and Joy had made with Alan when he'd made the offer to them just before cheerleader practice.
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        Satisfied that her verbal efforts were having an effect, Janice dropped down to her knees as well, but remained behind Sean and licked along the base of his scrotum. She couldn't help but chuckle a bit as she imagined just how hard, shocked, and aroused Sean must be.


        Sean's eyes rolled into his head and he tightened all his muscles in an extreme effort not to cum. Looking through the slats, he could see and hear Alan and Kim climaxing, and he knew that Heather would be Alan's next target. He didn't want to have a flaccid penis when he watched Alan take her.


        He closed his eyes and moaned in such agony that Joy heard his struggle and eased up on her cocksucking just enough to keep him from going over the edge.


        He wanted to swat her away, but bound as he was, he couldn't move his hands. He couldn't even wipe away the sweat rolling into his eyes. Somehow, being helpless like this was even more of a turn-on.


        He looked back out and saw Kim arching her back dramatically and her arms flailing around above her head as she screamed like a banshee. The only thing he could make out was "YEEESSSS SIIIIRRRR!" Heather's hands and face seemed busy with Kim's ass, but Sean couldn't see exactly what was happening there. Alan seemed relatively calm compared to Kim, but he too was yelling and thrusting and sweating.


        The sight was too much for Sean. What especially got him was seeing Heather's head down low, but her naked ass up high as she wiggled about between Alan's legs. He tried to send a mental thought to Joy. Please! Have mercy! Stop all together or I'm going to lose it! Stop sucking my cock! Please! NoooOOOOoooo!


        He lost it. It seemed like gallons of jism poured out into Joy's mouth. It felt as if each time Janice thrust her finger up his ass again, it forced another rope out of him until his balls were drained dry. Once again, he collapsed into the mass of clothes behind him, except this time he was better supported by Janice and Joy.


        He'd never had a climax that felt that good. He didn't even know such feelings were possible. He was wiped out.

      



      
        CHAPTER 7


        Sean retained just enough consciousness to hear what was happening outside.


        Kim said, "God, Alan, that was the fuck of my life. Sir! I officially renounce my lesbian status after that. Fuuucck!"


        She was just kidding around, and Alan knew it. Nevertheless, he said, with a calm that surprised him, "You never were a lesbian. You're bisexual all the way, but with an aversion to serious male relationships, which I can understand. Most guys are pretty lame. But please don't call me 'Sir'. That term is reserved just for Heather to show she's my bitchslut. The lowest of the low."


        "Yes, sir!" Kim replied, and then giggled. But all joking aside, she thought, He's got a point. I do still think of myself as lesbian, but I obviously can enjoy sex with guys sometimes. So, okay, technically I guess I'm partially bisexual.


        Alan savored his new word invention. "Hmmm. Bitchslut. I really like that. Heather, if one word can describe the person you are now, that's the word. But we're going to change you."


        There was a loud thump somewhere in the room.


        Sean leaned forward and looked back out to see that Kim had flopped off the bed and was lazing on the floor. It was Heather's turn and there wasn't enough room on the bed for Kim to rest there.


        Heather looked at Kim and growled meaningfully. She thought, Kim, you are so fucking dead. I'm Alan's one and only Bitchslut, and only I can use the word 'Sir'! If you so much as mouth those three letters, your life is going to be a living nightmare! She interpreted Alan's declaration of her being his "bitchslut" and "the lowest of the low" as meaning that she was special. In her mind, Alan was saying that there were two types of women in his life: his special bitchslut, and "those others" who didn't have the "privilege" of calling him "Sir." Such was the way her mind worked, especially when she was feeling really horny.


        Heather felt a great need to redeem herself. She'd recovered from her earlier great orgasm and now wanted to sexually overwhelm Alan, to help show that she was worthy of the special status he had granted her. He was flaccid though, so she set to work changing that.


        Only a couple of minutes after Kim had rolled off of him, Heather crawled up the bed, dragging her mighty orbs all over his skin. She cooed, "Alan, Sir," - she shot Kim a superior look as she said that - "it's true. I am your Bitchslut. I love that word! I don't care what you say, my body does belong to you. Others may borrow it, but you own it. Especially my ass! Do I not have the best ass? Am I not the best assfuck you've ever had? Take my ass!"


        She got so worked up over her ass that she quickly flipped around and shoved her ass up towards his face. That put her chest over his groin, so she pushed her tits together then slid his only slightly turgid penis into her cleavage.


        Alan thought to himself, No, Heather, as a matter of fact you're not even close to my favorite ass or favorite assfuck. Amy is the "ass queen" now. But of course I can't let you know that or you'd probably rip her hair out. Instead, he said, "I'll admit, you do have a nice and strong, powerfully toned muscular ass, my blonde anal Amazon, but it's not my absolute favorite and you definitely have room for improvement if you want to become my number one ideal ass. The problem is, you cover it up too much with your conservative clothes."


        Janice, Joy, and Kim all snickered at that, but luckily the Stop Making Sense soundtrack still blared and covered up the fact that some of the laughs were coming from inside the closet.


        He went on, "Heather, if you have such a nice ass, you need to show it off. Why do you cover it at all, even with butt floss? From now on, you should cut off the backs of all your skirts, shorts, and jeans. No panties, nothing. You should go to school completely bare-assed."


        "Oh my GOD!" Heather nearly screamed. She was extremely aroused by the idea. If there was one thing she loved as much as all things anal, it was public exhibitionism, so the thought of exposing her ass in public was beyond fantastic. She was so aroused that she dropped down and licked Alan's flaccid penis, still covered with a condom and Kim's juices. She surprised even herself by pulling the condom off with her teeth, then she licked his penis clean as it slowly rebounded back to full size.


        Alan's words were exciting himself too, and he even found enough strength returning to run his hands over Heather's trembling ass cheeks, which were still inches from his face. He said, "Heather, what if I'm walking down the halls in school and I see you, and I feel the urge to fuck your ass then and there? I don't want to bother even flipping a skirt out of the way, and I certainly don't want to waste time pulling panties aside. Your only role is to bend over, touch your toes, and present me with a lubed up asshole whenever I see you."
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        "God YES! Alan, Sir, please! No more talking! Fuck me now! Take my ass, NOW! Dammit! Do it!" Mere cocksucking wasn't enough to show her excitement; she began frantically pumping Alan's revived erection through her cleavage, and licking the tip as it popped through.


        He continued to explain, while mauling her ass cheeks and probing her pussy and asshole as if he owned them, "However, there's a problem. From now on, your ass is usually going to be stuffed with plastic cock. I think that in the future we should only use the kind that sticks out for many inches. That way, everyone will know you're my butt slut. You won't be able to sit down in class because of this giant Bitch Trainer sticking out of your naked ass all day. You'll have to stand in front of the class, facing the chalkboard, showing off your completely exposed, dildo-stuffed ass to everyone! It may make it hard for anyone to focus on the teacher, especially as you'll constantly flex your butt cheeks and bend over, but that's how it goes. Of course, everyone will lust after your ass if they don't already, but only those on the S-Club list will be allowed to touch it."


        "But what if... what if others want to touch it anyways?" Heather asked, breathless with excitement as she vividly imagined his scenario.


        "Of course all kinds of people will grope you there and elsewhere all day long, but maybe if I put a big tattoo on one ass cheek that says 'Alan's' and another tattoo on the other that says 'Bitchslut', that might cut back a bit on the random fingering of your pussy and asshole."


        Heather turned around so she could look Alan in the face. Surprisingly, there were tears rolling down her cheeks. "Alan, Sir, please! For the love of God, fuck me now! If you keep talking so sexy like that, I... I can't take it! I can't take it!" She whimpered and her whole body shivered with pure lust. She couldn't believe how much the idea of having a large tattoo proclaiming Alan's ownership of her ass turned her on. It repelled her greatly too, but that was a big reason why it aroused her.


        Meanwhile, back in the closet, Sean was amazed to find that he'd re-grown his erection almost as quickly as Alan did. Sean had already cum twice whereas Alan had cum only once, and Sean never, ever, recovered this quickly. But Heather had a special, spellbinding effect on him. He'd always been focused on her breasts (although he loved her ass too), but all this talk of her walking down the busy school halls with a skirt on her front half but nothing covering her ass was rapidly turning him into more of an ass man. The fact that her ass was right there in front of him, constantly squirming and flexing as if prowling the air, searching for something to be impaled upon, helped matters considerably.


        He heard some urgent whispering between Joy and Janice, right behind his head.


        Suddenly Janice turned him 90 degrees so he was staring at Joy's back. She whispered, "Joy won the bet. She gets to be fucked first. For some reason, we're both in the mood for anal so bad all of a sudden, but we don't know how. We need Alan to show us how to take a cock that way for the first time, I'm sorry. But that means you get to do her doggy-style instead."


        Joy was on all fours now, pressed in the narrow space between the clothing and the closet door. Janice pushed Sean to his knees, rolled a condom onto his cock, and then used her hands to feed his cock into Joy's steamy pussy.


        But Janice herself was so turned on that she continued to stroke and fondle his thick and sticky erection for quite a long time, and in fact seemed unwilling to give it up. The only reason she eventually relented and pushed his boner into Joy's hole was because Joy was starting to make annoyed moans, and Janice worried about Heather overhearing them.


        Finally, Sean was in. However, the prospect of fucking the sexy brunette cheerleader only held but a fraction of his attention. He turned his head and plastered his eyes to the slats so he could see what was happening with Heather. Now that he was on his knees, he was nearly level with Heather's ass, wiggling just a few feet in front of him. He could make out every single bead of sweat and drop of girl-cum so clearly that he could almost taste her skin.


        Janice need not have worried about Heather overhearing anything - Heather was completely insane with her lusty anal desires.


        Alan leaned over Heather and got into a doggy-style position of his own, with their butts pointed towards the closet. As he lined up his big erection with her asshole, he said matter-of-factly, "The other problem with keeping you stuffed with a Bitch Trainer like that is we've got to get that out quickly if the urge to fuck your ass suddenly hits me. So Simone will have to be with you at all times. She's your official dildo mistress, as you know. She's also pretty muscular and athletic, so she can help fend off all the gang rapists from getting to you ... most of the time. Of course we'll have to let them win a couple of times a day at least, or it would just be too cruel on the guys. And if she walks around topless, that'll help divert some attention from your ass. In fact, you should walk around topless too, so there will be crowds in front of AND behind you wherever you go."


        The more outrageous his fantasies, the more she loved them. She shrieked, "Oh, Sir! If you don't fuck my ass this very instant, I'm going to die! DIE! PLEEEAAASE!"
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        Alan finally showed some mercy. His cock was drenched with cum and pre-cum, so he rammed it into her with one big push. He was surprised to find that her sphincter was still remarkably tight despite the fact that such a big dildo had been inside her all day. Yet she was still nowhere near as tight as Amy. He was able to get it all in with one massive and (for Heather) very painful push.


        Heather screamed as if she was being split in two. There was an incredible agony in her voice, as if she'd just been branded with a hot iron.


        Alan worried that he might have really hurt her and caused Heather's ass to bleed. However, he needn't have worried so much because Heather had an unusually strong and muscular ass that could take a tremendous amount of abuse. At the same time, her voice carried the unmistakable sound of pure ecstasy. As her cries continued, less pain could be heard, and more pleasure.


        Her whole body convulsed and shuddered as her asshole rippled powerfully up and down, all along and around his deeply embedded erection, as a great orgasmic wave of deep anal fulfillment washed over her.


        Alan had only gotten hard a few minutes before, but he very nearly lost it from the way her ass kept clenching and squeezing his entire cock in unexpected ways. At times it felt as if his dick would be completely crushed, but it "hurt so good". Finally, Heather's tremendous anal climax ended and her body fell back and to the side, taking the still-attached Alan down with her and crashing him into the closet door on the way down.


        Alan's ass only lightly banged the closet door as they collapsed together, but it was enough to cause Janice and Joy to scream in surprise (Sean yelled as well, but that muffled sound could hardly be heard by anyone).


        Alan and the rest thought that their ruse had been discovered by Heather for sure, but Heather was so out of it that, if asked at that moment what her name was, she wouldn't have had a clue. The screaming of very close female voices registered in her head at some level, but her brain wasn't really capable of thinking about anything beyond her butt at the moment.


        He was also too overcome to do much. He thought about pulling his cock out just to rest a while, but that took more energy than leaving it where it was inside her. Besides, the aftershocks of Heather's anal orgasm were still rumbling through her, and they felt so good to him that he wouldn't miss them for anything, so he left his still hard pole in her. Although he hadn't actually cum himself, he felt like he'd just had one of the best orgasms of his life.

      



      
        CHAPTER 8


        Several long minutes passed. The Talking Heads album was coming to an end and the song "Take Me to The River" was playing. For a while, Alan lost himself in the music, singing along: "Take me to the river. Wash me in the water. Dip me in the river. Washin' me down" He was loving life, even though his body was surprisingly exhausted. The only other sounds he could hear were a gentle, rhythmic thumping coming from the closet behind him, and the pounding of his own heart.


        All of a sudden Heather began talking in a voice that was nearly a mad rant. "You see? You see what I mean?! Everybody thinks I'm crazy. 'What happened to the old Heather?' Why do I let myself get pushed around? Why am I LOSING?! I never lose! But how can I resist that kind of assfuck? It's like a drug. Like the most addictive crack imaginable except it's my ass crack!"


        She burst into delirious laughter at this minor joke, and laughed so loud and so long that Alan half-worried that she was really losing her mind. He wasn't even sure if she'd been talking to him, or herself, or what.


        Then, just as suddenly, she turned her head back around to look at Alan and said, "Alan! Sir! Bitchslut Heather reporting for buttfucking duty. Sir!" She gave him a military salute, and then laughed a bit more, giddy as a little schoolgirl and not her usual bitchy self. "Will crush cocks for cum, Sir!" she enthusiastically added. Her asshole rippled and throbbed with powerful muscular contractions all around his deeply imbedded cock.


        The strength of the pressure she exerted caught Alan by surprise.


        He had never seen her so happy and carefree. It was as if all her walls and facades had seemingly come down all at once. At first she seemed crazy, but she passed through that and now she seemed kind, loving, and just plain adorable. She wore a very silly grin with the pure innocent emotion of a little child.


        "It's just my gut feeling, but I seriously believe that there's a loving and wonderful Heather in there, somewhere, trying to get out." As he looked at her, he heard his own words from that morning echo through his mind. Wow. I guessed right... and what a wonderful woman she is. I can hardly believe it!


        Meanwhile, Sean continued to plow into Joy with abandon, still going doggy-style, and flopped over her with his hands behind his back.


        Janice had tried her best to get involved, but had some trouble since she was facing his back. But after a little while she'd knelt and used one hand to alternately feed Sean's cock in and out of Joy, or play with his balls. Her other hand worked on her own clit and pussy.


        The only problem Sean faced was that he wanted to watch Heather in action more than anything, but couldn't always keep his face near the slats, since he couldn't move his hands or arms. But he caught enough. He was especially transfixed by the sight of Heather in her post-orgasmic glow. In fact, seeing her like that was almost an epiphany.


        He thought, as if struck by a religious vision, Yes. That's her. The girl of my dreams! The Heather I've known all along. The pure Heather. The good Heather. MY Heather! Thank you, Alan! I don't know about what you did with her before, but I forgive it all now for giving me the chance to see this unforgettable sight.


        Sean was so overcome with euphoria and a renewed sense of purpose to make Heather his very own that he very nearly forgot he was in a fuck sandwich between two cheerleaders. The pleasure they were giving him was almost incidental. Luckily, his hips and cock were able to run on autopilot, because his mental focus was almost entirely devoted to Heather.


        Heather, with Alan's cock still deep in her hungrily clutching ass, raised her top half up on her forearms and looked around the room as if trying to figure out where she was. Her eyes fell on Kim, sitting on the floor next to the bed. Both Alan and Heather had temporarily forgotten Kim was there.


        Kim sat naked, basking in her own self-induced orgasmic glow. She seemed quite content to quietly watch and listen.


        Heather took Kim's presence in stride and said, "Kim! Did you see that? Alan just gave me one of the most mind-blowing orgasms of my entire life, and all he did was put his dick in me! He didn't even move it around or anything. That's still coming up! Can you believe it? He did it all with anticipation. All that talk about me walking around bare-assed. Fuck! I'm getting so hot just thinking about it again, not to mention this giant tree trunk still plugging my ass. I'm in heaven!" She arched her back and stretched languidly, while her ass rippled and pulsed strongly with pleasure around Alan's imprisoned cock.


        Kim looked a bit wistful. "I know. I saw it. I heard it. It was amazing. I just wish someone would say those kinds of things about me and my ass, but I'm still so bony back there."


        Alan, being the chivalrous guy that he was, kindly said to Kim, "You're still growing into your body. Heather's a little older than you, and she's matured faster, but you'll catch up. You know as well as I do that getting on the cheerleading squad isn't so much a matter of skill as it's a matter of beauty, so that makes you one of the very most beautiful girls out of the one thousand plus girls here in this school."


        Heather replied before Kim could. "A great fucker AND a gentleman. I WANT this man! Alan. Sir. Your Bitchslut's ass is ready for a good solid pounding. Ready for buttfucking whenever you are, Sir." She pulled herself and Alan back up into a better fucking position.


        Kim smiled at Alan and stood up to put on some more music, given that the Talking Heads album had just ended.


        Back in the closet, Sean's mouth hung agape. He couldn't square the new vision of the "angelic" Heather he'd just caught a glimpse of with the words she'd just uttered and what she was doing. It appeared that only her face had changed; her mind was as wanton and sinful as ever. Then, as Alan began to rhythmically thrust into Heather's ass, to her obvious and very vocal delight, it really hit home to Sean that another man was fucking his dream girl while he was merely secretly watching. He suddenly felt ashamed that he was fucking someone else, and he nearly went flaccid in Joy's pussy. Nearly, but not quite: what Joy and Janice were doing together was simply too arousing for his body not to respond.


        As Alan and Heather picked up the pace of their fucking, Alan called Heather dirty names more and more enthusiastically as his energy level began to surge.


        Heather replied with even more enthusiasm. The two words of the day seemed to be Alan's new invention, "Bitchslut," and "Sir." Heather positively loved the word "Sir", now that she knew it was a word for her alone. She was saying it seemingly every other word. In her mind, "Sir" definitely needed to be capitalized. She even pulled her ponytail out of its tie so as to whip her hair around with increasing energy and excitement as she thrashed her hips in time with Alan's penetrating thrusts.


        For instance, he cried out, "Bitchslut, why did God give you those tits?"


        "For you, Sir, only for you!" she replied. (Both of them conveniently forgot that in fact her breasts had been surgically augmented.)


        Then he cried out, "Why did God give you your hot cunt?"


        "For you, Sir! So you can poke your huge cock in it, all day long!"


        Bringing up a lingering sore point, he asked, "But I thought I was a 'mere nerd?'" That reminded him that Sean was there and probably listening in. However, he was too excited to tone down his sexual talk.


        Surprisingly, she replied, "You ARE! But that's GOOD! Nerds are smart, and you're smart! Nerds rule! Now, rule my ass!"


        He was pleasantly surprised at that response and laughed out loud. Then he thrust into her even harder than before.
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        Every so often, Heather would ram her ass back onto Alan's stiff cock and shake, rattle, and roll through another anal orgasm while he flexed his PC muscle. Afterwards, they'd change positions and start fucking again, sometimes even before she had recovered. His control and stamina seemed almost inhuman in the face of her sexual demands as he rode her on the bed, off the bed, while he was pinned against the wall, then pinning her against the wall, and all around the room. The two of them were practically insatiable. She just couldn't stop cumming.


        Kim had revived and could have joined in, but Alan and Heather were so involved with each other that it didn't feel right to her to butt in. She merely kicked back and enjoyed watching them fuck up a storm.


        Before long, Sean found himself feeling very depressed. Partially, he was sad and hurt at seeing the insults given and so gratefully received. But more than that, it struck him that Alan was extremely talented at sex. At first, he was filled with bravado, and thought, Alan, you think you're so good, but I'll show you! When Heather makes love to me then she's going to know what pleasure really is, because I'm the one who really loves her. I'll be just like Darth Vader telling Obi-Wan Kenobi, "When I left you, I was but the learner. Now I am the master."


        Sean hoped to buoy himself with those words, but instead they just made him feel worse, and he actually broke into tears for the first time in years. No. Who am I trying to fool? This isn't some fucking movie; this is my best friend really fucking MY Heather! I've been learning so much this last week, mostly thanks to Xania, but there's no way I can compete with that. He knows exactly how to hit every single one of Heather's buttons, as if he can read her mind. I'll never be able to please her as well as he's pleased her today. There's no way! All that talk about him owning her body isn't just talk - it's really true! He's playing her like a master musician playing a violin. She clearly loves him in some weird way, and she still barely knows I'm alive! She'll never be mine. Never!


        He sighed as the tears rolled down his cheeks. But on the other hand, she'll never really be Alan's either. She had dozens of partners before she even met him! She IS a wanton slut! Look at her! All the names he's calling her are true! But I don't care. I love her! I know it'll only give me pain and sorrow, but I'm going to keep on loving my beautiful angel Bitchslut whore no matter what!


        Sean's body seemed to be acting as though it was completely divorced from his mind. His cock kept fucking even as he cried and felt sorry for himself. His cum finally erupted into Joy (though, actually, into the condom he was wearing).


        He was relieved the sex was over, for him at least. He didn't want to be with Joy or Janice anymore and didn't want to see or hear Alan and Heather anymore either, although Heather's seemingly incessant cries of anal pleasure made that rather difficult.


        He cried out into his gag so much after the sex was over that eventually Joy responded and pulled the gag away. She could see he was still crying, so she and Janice took turns French kissing him.


        That distracted him enough that his tears stopped flowing, but his heartrending sorrow remained.


        Sean whispered to the two cheerleaders that he needed his arms free.


        Together they managed to take the ropes off. They could see he'd been crying and asked in whispers what was wrong, but he didn't reply.


        He'd wanted to do so many things with his hands, earlier, but now that they were free his spirit was low and all he did was stretch his arms and hands to get the blood flowing again. Then he put his hands over his ears so he wouldn't have to hear any more of Heather continually begging Alan to pound her insatiably needy asshole.


        Sean had as much as he could take, and still his dream girl kept thrusting her butt onto another man's hard erection and grinding her hips into him with lustful abandon, obviously with no intention of stopping anytime soon. The fact that Kim had picked another lively album to play (Sly and the Family Stone's greatest hits) at least helped to drown out the sounds of hot and heavy sex, but that was small comfort for him.


        Finally, at long last, the end came as Alan and Heather climaxed together. Alan once again made a point of pulling out of her, painting her straining butt cheeks with his seed while her recently vacated butt continued convulsing in a powerful orgasm, completely overwhelming her senses.


        Sean couldn't help but hear yet more orgasmic yelling coming from the bed as their climaxes seemed to go on and on forever. But even that too eventually faded away, and then there was nothing but songs like "Everyday People" and "Stand." The happy mood of the songs seemed cruelly ironic to him.
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        Heather ended up falling again, and wound up on the floor this time. She sat up against a wall for a while, silent, letting the intensity of the shattering experience wash over her as she panted for air. She'd never felt so drained or so profoundly satisfied in her life.


        She thought, Good God, if I wasn't an anal addict before, I sure am now! Nobody's ever made me feel like that before. Fucking hell, he pounded my hole but good.


        She felt a deep sense of contentment radiating outwards from the sexual heat still burning inside her well fucked ass. Now if only he'd flood my ass with that delicious cum of his, life would be perfect. Her internal muscles pulsed and throbbed in eager endorsement of that idea.


        Joy and Janice continued to kiss Sean and try to cheer him up. They were slowly making progress, although he was still flaccid.


        But the three froze when they heard Heather say in a loud but weary voice, "By the way, Sir, what's all that noise I've been hearing coming from the closet? Is it just my imagination, Sir? I vaguely recall even hearing some screaming from in there while you and I were busy. Now that I think about it, I'm almost sure of it."


        She got up off of the floor onto her own unsteady legs and began weakly trying to pull the bed away from the closet door so she could open it.


        But then Alan got up too (he was none too steady either while standing up) and whispered in her ear. Remarkably, he said something that made her abandon her efforts.


        Alan, Kim, and Heather walked out of the room together a short time later, although Alan and Heather more staggered and wobbled than walked.

      



      
        CHAPTER 9


        Some minutes passed, and then Alan and Kim came back into Kim's bedroom. They moved the bed the rest of the way away from the closet.


        Alan said to the closet door, "Heather's gone now. You can come out."


        Sean, Joy, and Janice opened the door together, and they all stumbled out into the bright light of the room. The three of them seemed dazed, especially Sean, and for a minute or two they just stretched and adjusted to the light while saying a few things like, "Wow," and "Crazy shit."


        Then Sean stood before Alan and stared into his eyes. He said, "Man, I don't know. I don't know if I should punch you or hug you or praise you or kill you or what. My heart was pounding like a jackhammer nearly the whole time. I don't know if I'll EVER recover from that. What a mind-fuck! And other kinds of fucks!"


        He stared at Alan some more, then impulsively gave him a hug. But both of them were naked, and as they realized this fact they jerked away from each other, ending the hug nearly before it began.


        Alan sat down on the floor and leaned back against the bed, exhausted, while Sean flopped on the bed and the others plopped down and collapsed elsewhere in the room. Sean covered his crotch up with the corner of a bed sheet, but Alan had been naked far too often lately to bother with covering up.


        Alan said wearily, "Sean, I know you must be confused right now. This is like shock therapy. You saw how much of a slut Heather truly is. But did you see the good side of her, too? I did. It comes out sometimes when her ass is full. I know that sounds crazy, but it's true."


        "I did! I saw it," Sean enthused, happy to be talking about that positive point. "And I can't wait to make her feel that way and bring that out of her. But dude. Why did you trap me in there with Joy and Janice? That was seriously over the top."


        Alan looked around to Joy and Janice. Both of them had broad smiles. It was clear they'd had a good time.


        Then he focused his attention back on Sean. "My friend, are you telling me you didn't enjoy that? Don't even answer. I can see from your face and all the sweat and cum on everybody that you had a good time. That was all part of the plan. I just want everyone to be happy. Oh. And before I forget, I explained to Heather as she and I were walking out just now that Janice and Joy were in the closet and were getting off on just watching. She knew someone was in there, so I had to say something. Clever girl that she is, she'll look for and find Janice's car on the street, but she doesn't know what your bike looks like as she hardly knows you at all, so she'll have no idea a guy was in there too."


        "Wait a minute," Sean said. "Is it true what Janice told me about some kind of list? You're at the top and Heather's at the bottom?"


        Joy added, "Yeah. Is that true? Or is that just a sexy turn-on like Heather not covering her ass in school?"


        Alan replied, "It's true, if you all want it to be. I've been giving this a lot of consideration, figuring out how to keep Heather on the path to some kind of correction. I think it'll work better as a team effort. She needs her pride broken, so the more you all sexually use and abuse her, the better. Plus, this way, as a sexual team, we don't have to worry about sexual diseases."


        He didn't add that really a key reason for his new list idea was the football team attacks on him and the need to gain allies to fight back. That explanation would come later, once they got used to the list idea.


        Janice asked, "But what about Joy's boyfriend, Dean? And what if I want to have a boyfriend? I have one more often than not. Or Kim? Or Simone?"


        Alan explained, "Dean doesn't know yet, but Joy told me that they have an open relationship." He looked to Joy for confirmation and she nodded. "That's one lucky thing that would make this work. I'm sure Dean is going to be very pleased with the setup, given the male-female ratio in the S-Club and the quality of the females involved."


        He winked, and the girls gave a bashful but pleased reaction. "Anyone else can play the field to find their own serious boyfriend, but if you get to the point in heavy petting where you could transmit a sexual disease, no matter how tiny the odds or the contraception used, stop there. Only take the next step if you think it's going to be a really serious relationship and if you think the person would be into an open relationship. Then the rest of us should vote on if that new guy or girl should join. And I have veto power, because I feel like it. Does everyone agree to that?"


        Alan looked around the room, and watched the three girls and Sean nod.


        Then Joy asked, "But what if I have plans to have sex with my boyfriend Dean, and you come along and want to fuck me right then?"


        "Then Dean will have to wait. Dean may be your boyfriend, but as long as you're in the S-Club, I have top control of your body and will do with it what I like. If you have a problem with that, you can always leave. But that's not likely to happen very often. I'm very busy. Anyways, if you had a chance to fuck Dean or me, who would you pick?"
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        Joy blushed as she lay back on one of the couches and recalled the intensity of her recent fucking. "You. Hands down."


        Alan winked at Joy. "See? Non-issue."


        Sean, rather bewildered by all of this, said, "Dude, Alan, when did you get so, well, cocky? You used to be Mr. Go-with-the-Flow. And now you're like, 'I have veto power, because I feel like it.' It's just strange."


        "Sean, believe me, I'm not naturally like this. I'm not some kind of hedonist at all. I just keep getting drawn into more and more sexual stuff because, well, I don't really know why it happens, but these things keep happening to me. Things come my way, and it's too pleasurable to say no. But as long as all this is happening, there needs to be some kind of order. The only way it'll work is if I take charge, so I'm taking charge. Believe me, I'm NOT happy about this. It's a struggle, a constant struggle. With Heather, it's an all out war, and I have to win every single battle, or I'll end up HER bitch."


        Recalling what he'd learned at lunch, he added, "I think the only way I've managed to stay on top until now is that I had no clue about just how powerful she is in the school. If I'd have known, I probably never would have dared to touch her in the first place. I just thought she was a hot bitch. Literally."


        Kim commented, "Alan, you're the alpha male now. Not just kind of, but all the way. You've even handled the likes of Heather, which shows you can get any girl you want. And with a troop of apes, the alpha male gets all the females, doesn't he?"


        "Yes," Alan admitted, "but I don't want to be fending off challengers for the rest of my life." The desk painting incident from earlier was naturally at the forefront of his mind as he said this. "I just want peace, stability, and happiness. I need the support of guys like Sean and Dean, and the support of all of you. I want to keep everyone so happy that they'll never want another arrangement. Sean, I'm really hoping that you'll be able to take Heather off my hands, because frankly, she's my biggest problem right now, although I do have others." The scratches on his knee and elbow were an easy reminder of another big problem for him.


        Janice joked, "You want peace, stability, happiness, oh... and your own high school harem of primo pussy."


        Everyone laughed. But then Alan said, "True, but also not true. I'm getting extremely primo pussy back in my neighborhood, what with Amy next door, some amazing older women nearby, a new sexy woman with tits out to here" - he held his hands far out in front of his chest - "who seems to want to be my slave, and all kinds of other stuff."


        Alan continued, "Frankly, I'm looking more to change to a kind of emeritus status with this S-Club group. I need to focus more on my core group."


        "Emeritus?" Joy asked, perplexed.


        "That means like I'm kicked upstairs to a more symbolic post and I leave the day to day running of things to others." He looked at Sean significantly. "I'll just come by once in a while to see how things are going. Maybe poke around a bit." He winked to let everyone know he intended the double meaning of "poke around".


        Janice joked, "Boy, Alan, you really have it tough. 'Sir.'" She said the latter in an excellent parody of Heather's voice.


        Alan said a bit defensively, "I don't know why everyone enjoys having sex with me so much, but they do, so I'm going to enjoy it to the max while I can."


        Janice snorted in disbelief. "Sheesh! That's a hard one to figure. Joy, can you possibly imagine why girls like to get fucked by this guy?"


        Joy joked, "I think it's his haircut."


        Kim laughed. "Yeah. Definitely his haircut." She made air quotes around the word haircut because his hair, while fairly short, was quite unruly.


        Alan conceded, "So I like sex and I'm good at it. Is that so wrong? Maybe I'm being a bit greedy, but I want everyone to enjoy themselves and have fun, and no big psychodramas or heartbreaks. That's why I'm taking a firm hand, to prevent chaos. You all are free to walk away at any time. I don't want to force anyone to do anything. I'm just trying to make it too much fun for anyone to want to stop."


        There was silence for a while.


        Alan was contemplating his various sexual "burdens" and risks.


        Sean was mostly thinking about Alan's comment that he needed Sean to take care of Heather. He was still in a wistful mood thinking about his shattered perception of Heather, and the possibility of sex with others seemed unreal and unimportant at the moment.


        The girls, to varying degrees, were wondering why they couldn't be the alpha female, and what that would be like if they could.


        Then Janice, who had the most feisty personality of the three girls, asked Alan, "Why is it Sean and Dean are a level above all the girls? I mean, for one thing, Dean and Joy are boyfriend-girlfriend."


        "Good question. The way I figure, below my level, there are two guys and five girls. Six girls, if you count Amy, but I hope it goes without saying that she's only allowed to take part if I'm the only guy or there's no guy. Seven, if my sister wants to take part in all-girl activity."


        He lied, to deflect any suspicion of incest, "But she's so prudish and straight that I can't imagine that happening." He continued, "So it's simple supply and demand. If the sexual ratio gets more even, then we'll come to a new arrangement. Dean and Joy can do whatever they want together, but Dean has to share Joy in order to enjoy the other girls. Joy has told me he'll be more than willing to do that, won't he?"


        Joy nodded, but before she could reply, Kim blurted out, "I think you've more than earned the top spot, Alan. You just gave me the fuck of my life, and then you turned around and nearly fucked Heather to death! No offense, Sean, I like you a lot, but Alan's on top. That's just a fact. That's simple supply and demand, too."


        Janice agreed with a nod, and added, "Not to mention stuff like having Joy and I hide in the closet and surprise Sean. That was so much fun once we got past the boring waiting part, but who else would think up and actually implement something like that except Alan? But Alan, I just hope you're not too serious about this emeritus thing."


        "Yeah!" Kim agreed. "Alan, you control our pussies now. But we're going to get restless and the whole thing will fall apart if you don't 'poke around' here quite a lot." She wanted to say much more about her feelings for Alan, which were growing daily, but she restrained herself because she didn't want to say too much in front of the others.


        Alan looked a bit pained. "I'll try. I never wanted or expected to be alpha anything. I fear that I've gotten too greedy and involved with too many women, and this is all going to blow up in my face someday soon. I do need to lower my profile for a while. Listen. I'm opening up and laying it all out on the table here. Anyone here could screw it up and ruin it for everyone. I'm relying on your trust and your discretion, not to mention your own self-interest. Let's not blow a good thing. I need allies, and I need your support to keep our special sex club alive."


        There were more nods. But everyone was too tired to talk much, or even move. They all just lay there for a while, stretched out and naked.


        After a while everyone started to revive, except for Alan. With so many naked, attractive, and horny teens in one room, all with most of the afternoon left to kill, the prospect of more sex was a near certainty.


        But Alan didn't want any part of it, as he was saving himself for his mother. He knew Susan would be waiting, ready to give him a very warm welcome home from school. So he said to the others, "I hate to be a killjoy, but I really need to take a nap and rest up a bit before I go home. My energy level is crashing. Kim, can I go sleep in another room?"


        Kim nodded.


        Alan stood up. "The afternoon is still young for the rest of you. Maybe the three of you would like to get to know Sean a little bit better. Or each other, for that matter." He winked at Sean.


        Sean really wanted to talk at length with Alan in private; he felt like crying in despair, and also for joy at the same time. Mostly, he couldn't get the image of the radiant "good" Heather out of his mind, and he didn't know what to do about those feelings. But Alan looked wiped out, so he decided to save that talk for later.


        Alan made his way to the only other bedroom in the house and lay down to rest. He closed his eyes and began to drift off after a few minutes, but then it occurred to him that he should set an alarm to make sure he didn't sleep too long. So he roused himself and went back to Kim's room to ask for an alarm clock.


        But when he looked into Kim's room, he immediately began to reconsider his nap plan.


        Sean was literally smothered in female flesh. The whole group had hit a second wind, and they were going at it with abandon. Sean was fucking Janice with a steady rhythm, while the lightweight Kim was draped over his back like a fur coat, her hands roaming all over him, and Joy was feeding one of her nipples into Sean's mouth.


        [image: Janice]

        Janice noticed Alan watching before anyone else did, since she happened to be facing the doorway. She said, panting, "Alan, we need help! Look at all these holes that need filling! Have you ever done a double penetration on a girl with another guy? I think I need to be your first customer. Look at my mouth. It needs a filling of sweet cock-meat. Forget that silly nap. Take me right here, right now! Or do me in the ass while Sean fills my pussy. Come on!"


        Alan wavered.


        Sean pulled away from sucking on Joy's nipples and said, "The girl does make a persuasive case. Come on, mi amigo. If you don't help out, these three are going to kill me with their loving!"


        "Well..." Alan said hesitantly, his resolve weakening by the second. "I suppose one little blowjob never hurt anyone. God knows I'm a sucker for blowjobs. But I really don't have time to linger. I have some important things going on at home."


        "Mmmm hmm," Janice replied with an amused voice. "We'll see about that. Now come on over here. I imagine a stud like you has had a double blowjob lots of times. But have you ever had three tongues on your prick at once?"


        "Ooooooh," Alan said, smiling broadly now as he relished that possibility. "The girl does make a persuasive case indeed." He closed the door behind him and stepped forward towards the pile of tangled flesh.

      

    


	



    

      




    






SIX TIMES A DAY – Part 101

      Long Train Runnin'

      Day 72: Tuesday, November 26

    


    
      
        CHAPTER 1


        Susan was folding laundry when the telephone rang. She was wearing nothing but a sexy apron in anticipation of Alan arriving home. She rushed to the living room, where the nearest receiver was, holding her barely supported breasts to keep them from bouncing all over. She stopped and picked up the phone, but left an arm underneath her hefty rack. "Plummer residence."


        "Susan! My mistress Susan! Thank God!" It was Brenda. Her voice sounded panicky.
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        "Hi Brenda. Is there something wrong?"


        "Oh, it's horrible! Just horrible! I'm so horny and frustrated and there's not a damn thing I can do about it!"


        Susan smiled. Apparently there was no real emergency, just the usual hunger for cock that afflicted everyone in Alan's harem. "Why not?"


        Brenda whimpered. "You know why. I hate to sound the tiniest bit like an ungrateful slave, but it's so hard not being allowed into your house on Tuesdays. I've been climbing up the walls all day! Furthermore, I'll have to wait aaaalll the way until tomorrow night before I can tell Master Alan that I'm going to fully dedicate my life to sexually serving him and his family. It's torture! Pure torture!" She squealed in agonized distress, "I need his thick fuckmeat in me this very instant or I'm going to DIE!"


        Susan said sympathetically, "I know exactly how you feel. Exactly! Especially the craving for a long pounding of thick Alan fuckmeat; after you've had it once, it's a constant craving that never dies." She clenched and unclenched her naked ass cheeks as she savored that thought.


        "I know! I have that craving already!" Brenda wailed in frustration.


        "Yeah, well, that's because he's fucked you good! Just wait until AFTER he starts pumping your hot cunt to overflowing on a regular basis. You think you're suffering now? Ha!"


        "But I AM suffering!" she whined.


        Susan said more sympathetically, "I know. Just hang in there."


        "But it's HARD!" Brenda whined some more.


        "It IS! And thick and long and tasty, too!" Susan joked. It was hardly the most original joke in the world, but it cracked both of them up.


        That eased Brenda's tension some, so Susan continued more seriously, "Today hasn't been the best of days for me either. Even though it's a Tuesday, here it is, nearly four o'clock, and my son hasn't deposited a single load on me or in me, or practically even near me! Angel got to sleep with him all night last night and got a big deposit of his morning sperm load to boot, and then he rushed off to fuck some high school pussy before classes started. Then last night he said something about having an SA-Club meeting after school, which is mostly a collection of cheerleaders and other hotties dedicated to servicing his penis. And naturally, 'SA' stands for 'Servicing Alan!'"


        Brenda already knew about the SA-Club and what the 'SA' stood for, due to her frequent phones calls with Susan, but she loved being reminded about it just the same. "OH MY LORD! That's so exciting!"


        "I know! How can I resist a boy who has all the sexiest, bustiest girls in school under his heel?"


        "You can't, Susan; you can't! Oh Jesus! I'm... I'm... I'm playing with myself already! Not that it's even slightly surprising, knowing him! I'd be surprised if he DIDN'T have a collection of big-titted hotties at his beck and call at school! How do you think he does it?"


        Susan was bursting with pride as she theorized, "Well, I imagine he scouts the school for the sexiest girls he can find. You know, the ones with the sultry faces, curvy and fit bodies, and of course the hugest, shapeliest tits. Then he'll invite her to the SA-Club without explaining what that means. She'll go, thinking it's some kind of extracurricular club that she can use to pad her resume and get into a good college. Only she'll show up and find my Tiger in the center of a bevy of naked busty babes, all taking turns on his cock!"


        Brenda interrupted. "Oh God, oh God! That's HOT! She'll be shocked, but she'll see there's no way to resist!" Without realizing it, she started speaking as if this new recruit was her. "The other girls will all rip my clothes off and tie my hands behind my back! Then, naked and on my knees, I'll be forced to suck Master Alan's magnificent prick while the others all stand around and watch! They'll all groan with desire as he shoots a big load of his tasty cream down my throat!"


        Susan moaned agreeably. "Mmmm! Yes! So tasty!"


        Brenda enthused, "But that'll just be the beginning! Since I'm the new recruit, he's gotta fully break me in! Break my spirit, break my will to resist! He'll take me in every hole, totally taming my body, my mind, and my SOUL!"


        With fingers pulling on her clit, Brenda was rapidly approaching orgasm. But she suddenly remembered that she was on the phone with Susan and added in a sheepish tone, "Um, at least, that's what I think would happen. Is that what happens?"


        Susan chuckled, even though she too was busy frigging herself and getting close to her own climax "I noticed you changed that from talking about a girl to talking about you."


        That embarrassed Brenda, but she said, "Well, it could be me, couldn't it? ... Hey! Do you think he'd let me join? For real?!"


        "You could ask, but I really doubt it. Anyway, I don't really know what happens at these SA-Club meetings, but I have to assume it's something like what you described. After all, who could resist? Who would WANT to resist?"


        "Not me!"


        Susan sighed. "But there's a downside in having such a studly son, when my pussy and nipples, and heck, my entire body, throbs with need waiting for him to come home. Who knows how much teen twat he'll be fucking for how long before he finally gets around to me?"


        "God, that's so HOT!" Brenda wailed with excitement. "He's totally putting you in your place, isn't he? Making you wait, making you beg!"


        "He IS!" Susan agreed, finding her frustration highly exciting and arousing when it was put that way. Her fingers pulled on her nub and she gasped, "I'm gonna cum!"


        Brenda gasped, "Me too! I'm totally WET already! I'm soaked! He's such a stud! He's... he's... Well, I can't even put into words what he is and what that does to me. 'Stud' just doesn't cut it!"


        "I know, Brenda, and I agree one thousand percent! How can I stay angry at him when he's just so sexually overpowering? I just have to do what I'm told, and so do you! There needs to be a better word than just 'stud.'"


        Brenda breathlessly suggested, "What about 'fuck lord'?!"


        "I appreciate your enthusiasm, but let's not get sacreligious."


        "No, not THAT kind of lord, I mean 'the lord of the manor' kind of lord. As in lords and ladies."


        Susan's face brightened. "Oh! Right! I like the sound of that!"


        "Yes! Master Alan! My Fuck Lord!" In Brenda's mind the words were capitalized, as if referring to a deity. "Can you imagine him saying, 'I am your lord and master?!'" She shivered lustily, because the phrase "lord and master" held an extra erotic thrill for her.


        "OOOH!" Susan shivered lustily as well. She'd heard Brenda describe her pivotal "lord and master" conversation many times, and that phrase was starting to thrill her as well.


        "You're not mad at him, are you? A Fuck Lord like him NEEDS to spread his seed around!"


        Susan could feel her pussy quivering as her orgasm rushed over her. "Oh God! It's true! It's true! He's going to FUCK them all, and probably impregnate them for good measure! AAAIIIEEE!"


        Brenda had been holding back, just barely, waiting for Susan. But upon hearing that, she gave in to her lusty feelings and came hard. She screamed loudly into the phone with an incoherent wail.


        After a minute or two, Brenda recovered enough to say into the general direction of the phone, "Wow. Phew! That was just what I needed. Even when our master isn't around, he fucks me so good!"


        "Ain't that the truth," Susan agreed, managing to sit back up. "Every day, I have more orgasms just thinking about him than I do actually with him, and probably most of them are when I'm talking with you. But it's just not the same. I'm still climbing the walls. I mean, I'm absolutely undeniably climbing the walls! Brenda, tomorrow night is your special time with your unveiling as house maid and everything, but Tuesdays are supposed to be MY time. You and I just have to cope during these tragically unfucked and unfondled hours."


        Brenda grunted needfully.


        Susan fidgeted, but that only caused her to rub her legs together and made her more aroused. Fighting the rising desire, she said firmly, "We have to be strong!"


        "But how, Susan, how? He's just so dreamy and dominating. All I can do is think about serving him, helping him cum, feeling his thick cock sliding into my-"


        Susan cut her off before she could get both of them too excited again. She replied in as calm a voice she could muster, "Well, for instance, you know how Suzanne and I enjoy passing much of each morning exercising, and I've told you how that makes his time in school go by a lot faster. In fact, today we exercised for over three hours!"


        "Non-stop?!"


        "No. Off and on. But regardless, it feels good to know that I'm making my body more fuckable and sexually pleasing to my son with every weight I lift, every mile I run."


        "Ooh! That's really sexy! I'll bet you look really sexy doing it, too!"
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        "We do! Lately, we've been taking pictures of ourselves working out from time to time, because we look and feel so sexy and it's not fair that Tiger doesn't get to see us like that. In fact, I have one of Suzanne over here somewhere. Ah, yes." She picked up a photo. "Do I love her body or what?! What a body..." She lost herself staring at the photo.


        But Brenda brought her back to Earth. "I wish I could see all that with my own eyes."


        "Yeah, well, I'll show you some next time you come over. But my point is, we not only do the usual workout stuff, which we've been doing for years, but in recent weeks we've also been practicing our Kegel muscle control to better squeeze and please Tiger's cock with our tight cunts, deep throating and other cocksucking techniques to please his cock, working on anal muscle control, which also helps please his cock... In fact, pretty much everything we do is designed to better please his cock one way or another."


        "That's so brilliant!" Brenda stated very firmly as she started to play with her pussy lips some more, "And as it should be."


        Susan sighed happily, cupping the sensitive undersides of her breasts. "It makes me feel so good, knowing that every single day, I'm becoming a better sex toy mommy." She hefted her boobs up as if showing them off for her son. "And Suzanne and I usually help each other get a few orgasms in, which helps take the edge off of waiting a little bit. Just like with you, whenever talk about all the things Tiger's done to us recently, it's almost as good as really doing it all over again." She'd been hoping to talk about something calm and non-sexual, but belatedly realized her topic didn't exactly help matters.


        "That sounds great," Brenda sighed. She longed to ask if she could join in future workout sessions, and Susan might have been receptive to the idea, but Brenda felt that as house slave it wasn't her place to ask for such things. However, she resolved to start working out on her own immediately. She'd never lost her baby fat, and she worried sometimes that she was too chubby, even though she hadn't gained any weight in years.


        She frowned as she imagined neither Alan nor Adrian desiring her. "But I don't have what you have with Suzanne. Worse, Adrian is home from school already, looking so cute and fuckable. How I long to suck his balls dry to mark time until I can be with my master. My Fuck Lord!"


        Her own use of this new phrase caused Brenda to suddenly pant so much that she had to take a few moments to calm her voice. "Like you, I need something to take the edge off, and I've discovered cocksucking makes me feel so peaceful and content. It's like having a pacifier in my mouth. I could suck cock for hours! Days on end!"


        The idea of sucking on Alan's cock for days without stopping got Susan so excited that she suddenly lost her remaining cool and grabbed at her pussy again. Since she was wearing nothing but an apron, there was little impediment for her to reach her dripping slit. "Oh! Me too! Me too! I've told you how I find cocksucking so calming, even as it's endlessly exciting. How is it the same with you?"


        "I don't know. It just is."


        After a few moments, Susan cooled down a bit and pointed out, "Brenda, you and I are so similar in so many ways. It's our big tits, I think. You know my Big Tits Theory."


        "Know it? My mistress, that theory has become the guiding credo and code for my entire life! I just hope he's knocked off a couple dozen of the sexiest girls in that club of his, so they can all learn the truth too."


        "Knocked off? Do you mean knocked up?"


        "SUSAN! Good God! That's so sexy! Yes, knocked up! I hope he knocks them up right there in his classes, while everybody else just stands and stares! Wouldn't that be great? Can you just imagine DOZENS of the sexiest girls in the school, all walking around with fat bellies, all proudly admitting that Master Alan is the daddy?" She had to pause for breath because she found that idea so arousing.


        Susan gasped with pleasure as she frigged herself with her free hand. "Oh, I agree, totally! That would be SO HOT!" But then she said in a sadder voice, "If only Tiger could breed me. Sometimes I feel so... useless. What I wouldn't give to have him breed me!"


        Knowing from previous experience that that topic tended to greatly depress Susan, Brenda quickly changed the topic. "What are you wearing?"


        "Oh, it's my erotic-apron look. You know, just an apron and nothing else. It never fails to get Tiger thick and hard, and it doesn't get in the way of any of my 'naughty bits' at all." She could hear the sound of rubbing fabric from Brenda's line. She asked with an increasingly ragged voice, "What about you? Are you naked?"
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        Brenda looked down at her black dress in frustration. It was on so tight that she didn't have good pussy access, forcing her to rub herself through her clothes or lift her dress up. "No, sadly. Suzanne won't even let me walk around topless when Adrian is around. I've probably ruined this dress, I've gotten so wet... But I'll fix that! I'll be back in a minute! Oh, and switch to a speaker phone! I know I will!"


        Susan chuckled because it wasn't her intention to get Brenda naked; she'd just wanted to hear a sexy description of what her bosomy friend was wearing and doing.


        Both Susan and Brenda rushed off to find their speaker phones. Susan's was located on the wall by the kitchen counter, and she made it there quickly.


        Brenda took longer undressing, so Susan kept herself busy playing with her clit, slit, and boobs. She didn't take the apron off, but just moved it more out of the way. She was soaking wet between the thighs already.

      



      
        CHAPTER 2


        Finally, Susan heard a very breathy, excited, and totally naked Brenda returned to the phone.


        "Mistress, sorry that took a bit. We have video monitors all over the house now, as you know, and I don't want Adrian listening in. He's taking a nap right now, but I have to assume he could wake up and spy on me at any time. I had to disconnect the speaker phone from another room and bring it into my bedroom closet, the one place I can go where he can't see."


        "The one place? Don't you want some privacy?"


        "Absolutely not. Why should I? How can I serve my master or my son if I'm hidden in my room? Plus, it's so damn hot to be on constant display, always knowing he could be looking at me, even if he isn't! It makes me feel like a sex object all day long."


        Susan couldn't disagree with that sentiment. "That sounds pretty nice, I must admit. But what about your bathroom? I assume you have privacy there, right?"


        "No! Especially not the bathroom! I get so wet knowing that Aidy's probably jacking off most every time I take a shower. And you should see how much I get into my showers lately as a result. God, it's so good! I could lather up my tits and ass for hours, knowing that my son is watching - you should try it!"


        "I think I will! Truth be told, we've hardly begun to tap the video surveillance possibilities over here, though Suzanne and I did watch the footage of Tiger fucking Angel this morning after they left for school, when we were doing our morning workouts. But I'd want privacy when I go to the toilet, at least."


        "Well, actually, that is the one other private spot. When Mistress Suzanne helped with the installation, she made sure there was no camera pointing in the toilet seat area, since that's separate from the bathtub area. She said she didn't want Adrian to get some kind of weird water sports fixation. She's such a wise mistress. But other than the toilet and my walk-in closet where I have my computer set up, his eyes can follow my body just about everywhere I go! Frankly, I get horny just remembering that I have no privacy, that my every move is on display for his lustful eyes, that he could be shooting hot spunk into the air while looking at me at any given second! Even if he's not home, I walk with an extra bounce in my step and an extra jiggle in my tits, knowing that he theoretically COULD be watching."


        "Good Lord!" Susan breathed heavily. "That does sound really hot! Total devotion. Total submission. Total nakedness! I love it. We still have many rooms in this house not under video surveillance. I'm going to have to see about changing that. Although I don't know if the others would agree, especially Suzanne. Heck, and probably Tiger, too. Oh, poo! But in any case, you were talking about stuffing your son's cock down your throat for hours and hours! Let's get back to that. Tell me more!"


        "Sadly, it's just talk at this point. I can't even so much as fondle his dick yet, much less give him my tits to plow and plunder. GOD, I'd love to get titfucked by my son all afternoon! But Mistress Suzanne won't let me do anything!"


        "What?! Why not? Surely she knows that good mommies fuck their sons. Why, that's practically the very definition of a good mommy. That's what we do! That's why Suzanne and I and everyone agreed to give you a special exception so you could fuck Adrian until he gets a worthy girlfriend. Surely Suzanne would understand that you need to take the edge off when Alan isn't around, and you'll be helping Adrian mature at the same time. So why wait?"


        "I know, I know! But Mistress Suzanne said yesterday that I have to slowly seduce him. She says that I've got to draw it out and slowly teach him all along that Master Alan's sexual needs come first. She says it'll be tough for Adrian to understand that his mother is a sex slave willingly owned and controlled by some strange eighteen year old boy. I can see she has a point there. Since Adrian is male, he'll have trouble quickly recognizing my master's natural sexual superiority, and Alan's need to have a large harem of nothing but the sexiest big-titted nymphos around, including me. In fact, Adrian might find the whole thing completely absurd and do something crazy. He's naturally going to wonder why his mommy doesn't spend all her time fucking her own son."


        "Naturally!" Over the last two months, Susan had come to consider mother-son incest almost a moral imperative for nearly any family. Neither she nor Brenda had any idea how absurd their conversation might sound to an outsider.
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        "So it's complicated, my mistress. Suzanne's got a whole progression of seduction steps planned out for me. But it's going to take forever, it seems! I hate to be so uppity, but I want my Pooh Bear filling my tight, needy hole right now! Good God! I've got a big dildo in me at this very moment, but it's just not the same! I want flesh and blood! More than anything, I want Master Alan's eight inches! But all I've got is this double-headed plastic thing."


        "I'm so with you, Brenda. I hardly even use dildos any more unless someone's pushing it in me, because after you've been to heaven, nothing else comes close." She looked down at her own fingers pushing in and out of her steamy hole and sighed at how inadequate they were. "But you were saying?"


        "Yeah. My frustration! Between my having to stay away from Alan AND Adrian AND the Plummer house altogether, today has been sheer living hell. I'm sorry to take up your precious time with my petty problems, but I just had to vent to someone. Please forgive me, Mistress!"


        "Don't worry, I don't mind," Susan said honestly. "In fact, this is just the kind of thing to help take my mind off waiting around for my well-hung son to return to me."


        "Oh, Mistress! You're far too kind." Then, after a long pause, Brenda asked, "Susan, I haven't known you very long, but I already consider you my best friend. So tell me: do you ever have doubts about endlessly serving your master as a sex toy?"


        Susan asked, "Are you serious?"


        "Of course I'm serious."


        "Brenda, may I remind you that we don't have any choice in the matter. That's what the Big Tits Theory says. We were born this way, born to serve. Just like a lion is born to eat meat and a lamb is born to eat grass, we were born to suck and fuck. But even if there WAS a choice, I wouldn't change a thing. I've never been happier in my life."


        She went on, "That said, of course I've had my doubts, and I still do sometimes. I have pangs of guilt from remembering that I'm still a married woman, or thinking about what my parents or siblings might think if they knew about my new lifestyle, that sort of thing. I especially wonder from time to time if I can square my lifestyle with being a good Christian. But those kinds of feelings are usually fleeting, and as each day passes, they bother me less and less. What about you?"


        Brenda replied, "You're so right, as usual. Times like this, the waiting, it's so frustrating. I have my doubts too, especially during these between times when we just wait and wait. But I'm just like you in that my doubts seem to be lessening day by day. Except for the problem of having sex with Alan and Adrian at the same time. I know that's going to be big trouble before long."


        Susan said, "You're almost certainly right about that. But never fear. Alan and Suzanne will manage to overcome whatever problems arise. They're really good at that. Don't forget your true nature. You were made for sex. Just lovingly serve your master and seduce your son, according to plan, and keep Alan and Suzanne informed so they can make adjustments as need be."


        "Sounds good. Thanks for the reassurance." Brenda loved how much she and Susan were on the same wavelength.

      



      
        CHAPTER 3


        "Just a minute." Susan stopped fondling herself and looked around, because she thought she'd heard something over the sound of her own pussy squishing noises. "Ah. Amy! How ya doing?"


        "M'kay!" Amy stood behind Susan, only a short distance away. She hadn't been hiding, and in fact she'd been quietly standing there a while now. It was just that she didn't want to interrupt while Susan was talking on the phone. She'd wanted to fool around with her original mother a bit, but Suzanne was busy and had sent her off to the Plummer house.


        Susan resumed groping her own left breast and pistoning fingers in and out of her pussy as she asked Amy, "Do you have a question for me or something?"


        "Nope. Sorry for butting in. I'm just bored. Waiting for tonight, waiting for my O.B."


        Susan laughed. "Join the party! That's Brenda on the speaker phone. We both have the waiting for Alan blues. Why don't you listen in? She's about to tell me the latest about her seduction of her son Adrian. Brenda?"


        Brenda sighed. "Hi, Mistress Amy. Susan's exaggerating, unfortunately. I don't really have any good stories to tell. I was just telling her that Suzanne wants my seduction of Aidy to go slow. So I have to hold back. And I have my maid living here. Anika. Have either of you met her?"


        Amy and Susan both said "No."


        Amy added, "I haven't even met Adrian. I've only seen a photo." She began talking off her clothes as she said this.


        "Well," Brenda said with resignation, "Anika is wonderful. She's an older lady from Austria, and I kind of think of her as my grandmother. But she's also like my conscience made flesh. She's very old school, very European. Very strict. She knows all about my lust for my son and is fine with it." She didn't realize how contradictory this would sound to a typical person.


        She continued, "She doesn't have any sons of her own, but nonetheless she recognizes Aidy and I share something special, something that needs to be shared physically. So normally she would be a big help for me. The only problem is, Suzanne has recruited Anika to sort of be her eyes and ears to make sure my seduction doesn't go too fast. It's so frustrating! I feel like I'm on a short leash, and I don't mean that in the good rape and spank your helpless sex slave on a leash kind of way!"


        Susan laughed, and then replied, "But knowing you, you must have done something. Tell me what happened- oh! Sorry. Amy surprised me. She's dropped to her knees and started licking my ass crack. Where was I?"


        "You want me to tell you what happened today?"


        "Exactly. Oh yessss! AMY! Where did you learn to do that?"


        Amy was rimming Susan's anus while running a finger across a sensitive spot in the perineum, the space between Susan's pussy and ass. She answered, "Nowhere special, Mom. I'm just really into asses these days, after what Alan did to me last night."


        "Ah. Well, don't stop. I've got my front side covered for now. Brenda, you were saying?"


        The loud squishing sounds coming from Brenda's line died down a bit as she resumed talking. "Oh, yes. So when I got up this morning I was going to make breakfast for Adrian naked. Actually, I should say help Anika make breakfast. She really does everything and I supervise. Ever since I've been de facto divorced I really don't have anything to do all day except fantasize about Master Alan, and now my son too. But I digress. Anika asked me what my excuse for being naked at breakfast would be, and of course I didn't have one. So I had to put on something to wear. I chose the skimpiest bathing suit I could find. She allowed that, since I could claim that I was going to go swimming once he left for school."


        Amy switched from licking Susan's ass down to her pussy, and then back again.


        [image: SusanAmy]

        Susan was so overcome that she had to brace herself up against the wall to remain standing. She said between heavy breaths, "You should try the erotic apron look for breakfast. That's what I wear most every morning, and my Tiger never gets tired of it. Just an apron and nothing else. It's good for cooking AND raising cocks."


        "But don't you see, Mistress Susan?" Brenda complained. "I can't even do that, because I can't give a plausible non-sexual excuse for wearing just that. Ad-"


        "GOD! Amy's tongue is so far inside me! Jesus, Amy! Oops. Sorry for interrupting, Brenda. It's like she's stuffed her entire head inside my ass crack."


        "That's okay. I wish I could be there right now to see it. So much! ... Where was I? Oh yeah. Adrian isn't even supposed to know how badly I want him buried up to his balls in the hole he came out of. It's so aggravating! So I did the best I could. I wore this one bathing suit I just bought the other day. It's fairly normal at the bottom, a real high cut and practically a G-string in the back, but the top is strange. A thin strip of cloth rises from the bottom piece at the hip, then goes over a nipple and not much else, crosses over the back, then goes back down over the other nipple and attaches at the other hip. It looks like a big red X from the front. There are no shoulder straps at all."


        "No shoulder straps?" Susan asked. "How on Earth does it stay on? That can't give much support at all, and you need a LOT of support."


        "It doesn't!" Brenda announced happily. "All you have to do is look at it funny and the top comes right off. That's why it's my new favorite suit. And as for support, rather than hold my tits down, it actually causes them to bounce and protrude even more than if I was buck naked. So I was pretty happy with wearing it. Anika grumbled though. She said, 'Vatch out. Remember, don't disappoint dat Suzanne voman.' I should mention my maid has the cutest Austrian accent. I can't really do it justice. But in any case, when Adrian walks into the kitchen area and sees me like that, he flips out. But not in a good way. He's suspicious. He says, 'Ma, what's going on? Yesterday, you dressed so... well... unusual. And today you're just the same. You never dressed this revealingly when there was a huge heat wave, but it's November already. I don't get it.'"


        Brenda continued, "I had to sit down and explain some things to him. I said, 'Pooh Bear,' - that's my little nickname for him, by the way, since he loved Winnie the Pooh when he was a baby - 'Pooh Bear, you may have noticed I've been acting differently these past couple of weeks.' He agreed to that. Then I explained, 'It's because I have a new man in my life.' He expressed shock, and pointed out that my divorce still wasn't finalized. I said that didn't matter and that if I'd been happily married I would have had to divorce my husband just the same, once I'd met my new man. My new love means everything to me. Then I said, 'Furthermore, he's an incredible sexual dynamo. Since I've started seeing him, all I can think about is sex! I get so excited I just want to run around naked all day, thinking of my new love.'"


        "Uh-oh," Susan commented.


        "Yep. Naturally, Adrian was upset about this. Deep in his heart, he hoped that he would be the only man in his mother's life. I never would have understood this until I met you all, but now I can see more of what's going on in his head. Now I know he has a serious case of that Oedipal urge, probably like most sons with sexy mommies. I wanted to kiss him so hard and so long for loving me in that carnal way, but then I looked at Anika with her disapproving, wrinkly scowl. Agonizingly, the only thing I knew Anika would allow me was a hug, so I hugged my Pooh Bear tight for a long time and managed to rub my boobs all over his chest until Anika finally gave me a swift kick in the shins. But then came the hard part. I had to break it to him that sometimes there are very special men like Alan who are entitled to take and fuck any women they want, any time they want, even big-titted mothers hot for their sons."


        "Did you actually tell him that?" Susan asked, excitedly. She absolutely loved hearing other experiences of mother-son incest and hearing about her son's sexual prowess was even better, so she was in seventh heaven. The fact that Amy's tongue was in her ass crack and keeping her on the edge of a climax naturally improved her enjoyment of the story.


        "Sadly, no. I didn't need a kick or a 'Vatch it!' from Anika to know that it wasn't time yet to tell him all of that."


        "Yeah," Susan noted, "It can't be easy for other males to accept Tiger's natural superiority. There's bound to be some resentment."


        "Yes. Sad, but true. So instead, I stood up and began pacing around the dining table where he sat. Not only was I trying to wobble and jiggle and sashay around to subtly show that I was a horny mother in serious need of a good son-cock stuffing, I was also stalling for time to think. I'm not good at these kinds of things. I just want action! But finally, I said, 'Aidy, you'll come to understand my new love in time. It doesn't mean I love you any less. In fact, he's already taught me how to appreciate you much more than before.' My Pooh Bear looked puzzled, but I didn't explain what I meant, exactly. Instead, I said, 'As I said, my lover is extremely sexual, and he wants me to be very sexual. So that's why I've started to wear things like this.' I came up with that on the spot, but it seemed to me that was a better excuse for my scandalous outfit than just saying I was going to go swimming."


        "Good thinking."


        "Thanks. I ran my hand over my body as if I were a model pointing out the various attributes of the bathing suit. But I was puzzled because he stared at me open mouthed. I thought maybe my words had been too shocking until I realized that he was staring at nothing but my right boob. I looked down and realized that the strap had fallen off my right nipple, and was only precariously hanging onto the other one because my nipples protrude so much. Like I said earlier, it doesn't take much to get that top to fall off, and I guess just walking a few steps did the trick."


        "Cool! I want one!" Amy said happily, as she briefly rested from her licking.


        "Me too, dear," Susan chimed in. "Suzanne keeps telling me that it's sexier to wear a little than nothing at all. I'm sure Brenda will tell us where to go to buy that kind of thing, but for now let's not interrupt her story too much. Okay?"


        "M'kay." Amy drove her tongue back into Susan's ass crack.
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        Brenda resumed, "Instead of fixing my top, I held up my hand and smiled, saying, 'Now, Aidy, this is a case in point. You'll notice my top has slipped a little bit. Don't be alarmed! My ma-' - I almost said 'my master' but luckily I caught myself - 'my man likes me to wear extremely revealing outfits. Naturally, he loves outfits that show off my huge hooters. That gets him hot to suck, fondle, and-' Anika coughed very loudly there, which was probably necessary because I was about to launch into how much I love it when Alan titfucks me. Then I said, 'My nipples are so-' but Anika had another coughing fit. Apparently, I wasn't even allowed to tell my son how incredibly sensitive my nipples are and how they long to be pulled and pinched and kissed and sucked."


        Brenda's voice turned petulant and pouty. "She's so tough. So mean. I tried to calm down a bit and said, 'He wants me to practice wearing all kinds of scandalous outfits all day long, and he doesn't care if my son sees me outrageously dressed or not. Can you handle that, if I wear those kinds of things around the house like I've started to do lately? Can you handle it if a nipple or two gets exposed from time to time, like I'm exposed right now? Please tell me you won't mind!'"


        Susan asked excitedly, "What did he say?"


        With all the talk about exposed nipples, Amy had come around and started feeling up Susan's chest. But since Amy was naked, that quickly evolved into a mashing of their impressive racks into each other, while fingers continued to explore and pinch nipples.


        Brenda answered, "He was shocked, but he said, 'No, I can handle that.' You should have heard how much he stuttered on the 'no.' It was so cute. But then Anika coughed again, and when she caught my eye she looked at my chest very disapprovingly. I reluctantly pulled my top back into place. I think Adrian was even sadder to see me fix my clothes than I was. But I still wasn't done. I said, 'I'm so glad to hear that, Aidy. You're the best. But I should warn you, my lover doesn't just like to see my tits. He loves the rest of me, too. For instance, my ass. He wants me to learn how to show off my ass as well. I have to admit that I've sort of lost my seductive techniques these past years of marriage, but that's changing. For instance, what if I bend over like this?'"


        "Bend over!" Susan said to Brenda with surprising authority. "Bend over, just like you're showing yourself off to him, right now!"


        [image: Brenda]

        "Okay! So I bent over right in front of Adrian, and in fact wiggled my way back up to him until my ass was practically in his face. The suit was so thin and so narrow that I'm sure he could see every fold of my pussy. My tits drooped down like two water balloons. I could hear him gasp quite loudly. He'd been sneaking peeks at my tits and ass for years, but it was rare for him to get a perfect moon shot like this. He's such a shy boy, and sadly, never takes advantage of me. I taunted, 'Do you think you can handle it when I wear something that reveals all of my ass cheeks like this? Is that too shocking for you?' He muttered something about how he wouldn't mind that too much, and I stood up. I was going to then show him my pussy region up close and talk to him about that, maybe even pull up on the thin strap down there to better show just how much I was juicing while thinking about my new lover, but unfortunately Anika said I was needed in the kitchen. Then she took me aside and told me to cool it. So unfortunately that was pretty much it until breakfast was over."


        "Awww," Amy pouted. "Is that all?"


        Susan, on the other hand, was so busy being pleasured by Amy that she was fighting to concentrate on the story and was in no shape to ask questions.


        "No. There's more. As soon as we finished eating, I got up to clean off the table and of course that gave me all kinds of opportunities to have my suit slip down. You should have seen Aidy! It was so cute, but so frustrating for us both. I swear, his cock looked like it was going to burst through his pants and then drill a hole right up through the table. He was sweating. He was panting. He was blushing. He was soooo turned on! I must have made five trips back and forth between the table and the kitchen, and my nipples were more often exposed than not during that time. Finally, I think it got to be too much for him. He looked like he was about to faint and I imagine he was wondering if he'd be able to cope with many more days of this new dress code. He asked, 'Momma, why do you do what this new guy tells you to do? Don't you find it demeaning?'"


        "And...?" Susan prodded.


        "I walked back to the table, stood up above him, and leaned far into his direction. I love doing that because it causes my tits to sway forward and practically slap him on the face. You should have seen the way his eyes all but popped out of his head. I said, 'Aidy, you have to understand, whatever my lover says, I do. There's a lot of competition in his harem, and if I want to stay in his good graces-' my voice trailed off because he was staring at me like I'd just sprouted another nose. He screamed, 'Harem?! Harem? You've got to be kidding me! This guy has a harem?!'"


        Susan gushed, "I LOVE the sound of that word! 'Harem.' My son has a harem! Harem. I am a slave in my son's harem! I'm one of many sex slaves owned and controlled by my son, in his harem of big-titted babes! ... Sorry, don't mind me. Please continue."


        Brenda paused briefly and sighed. "I'd thought that I was playing it cool by giving the competition excuse. I thought that sounded a lot more moderate than giving the real reasons I do things to please my master, that I worship the very ground Alan walks on. But apparently I'd said the wrong thing. For some reason, he was totally hung up merely on the fact Alan had a harem at all! He's such a naïve boy. One can see right away why he's not the harem-keeper type, but he's my son and I love him dearly just the same."


        Susan interrupted, "Yes, not everybody has what it takes to be a harem master. My son is so special!"


        Brenda went on, "I tried to calm him down and said, 'Really, it's no big deal. It's such a small harem, as harems go.' But it turns out that wasn't the right thing to say either. He looked at me like I'd sprung two horns, and then he fled to his room making some kind of wordless cry the whole way there. I think he cried, but he wouldn't let me into his room. He left for school completely crushed. What did I do wrong?"

      



      
        CHAPTER 4


        Amy stopped fondling Susan and spoke up. "Brenda, no offense, but the way you and Mom carry on like this is, well, it's weird. I mean, I'm on the inside of all these events and even for me it sounds weird. I was listening for a while before Susan noticed me and the way you go on like Alan is some kind of lord-"


        Brenda cut in, "Are you saying he's not?!"


        Amy laughed. "Yeah! He's not! He's really special, and I love him all up, but he is human just like the rest of us. Come on, you two, chill out a little bit! No wonder Adrian freaks out. Brenda, whenever you talk about Alan you have such a worshipful expression on your face, not to mention something in the tone of your voice. It's weird."


        Brenda desperately wished she was in the same room so she could look at Susan's face for a reaction. She pleaded, "Susan, help me out here. Why, just a few minutes ago you were calling him a fuck lord, like I was."


        Susan felt sheepish about that now and bowed her head a bit. "I did, at your suggestion, mind you. But Amy's right. That's not a good idea. We have to make sure he's well-adjusted and, uh..." Her voice trailed off as she ruminated and regretted her recent inattention to normal mothering duties.


        "But I can't help it!" Brenda complained. "He IS a fuck lord. That's how I feel! I have to devote my busty body to his pleasure. I HAVE to! It's what I was built for. I'm not worthy to suck his balls, though God knows how much I'd love to spend the rest of my life doing just that!"


        Amy laughed some more. "Brenda, you're so silly. And Aunt Susan, you're not much better. Brenda, right now you think so highly of Alan because he's been nothing but impressive in your presence. But even though he is our master, he puts his pants on one leg at a time like everyone else. What's going to happen when you see him screw up, have a bad day, pick his nose, and all the rest? You're gonna be super disappointed, because you put him up so high on a pedestal. And it's not healthy for him to be treated all worshippy either. I mean that for both of you! Mom, you should know better because you've seen all his weaknesses growing up."


        Susan stood up and protested, "But I love him even more because of all those things! I've always loved him so much, it's just that now I get to love him in a sexual way, too." She began pacing in agitation.


        Amy looked at Susan disapprovingly, like a mother frowning at a daughter.


        Susan looked away, not wanting to deal with Amy's dose of reality.


        Amy walked right up and backed her to the wall, forcing Susan to look at her right in the eyes. "I love him and worship him too, but I don't want to see him get a big head and all know-it-all-y. True, we're all here to constantly sexually pleasure him, and nobody deserves a big sexy harem more than he does. But we also have the job of helping him keep his sanity. I mean, it's not like we're going to be able to change back to our less sexual ways, so he has to be more able to deal with all this non-stop sex. The more we fall over each other to get access to his thingy, the tougher it's gonna be for him to stay the old Alan."


        Susan sighed. "Amy, you're such a downer today. I get so hot talking to Brenda about my son's sexual potency - she and I could talk on the phone all day! But then you cool me down with this reality stuff."
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        Despite the serious talk, Amy didn't want to ruin the sexual mood. So as soon as she heard this, she pressed her chest into Susan's, pushing her into the wall. Susan's apron hung uselessly around her stomach. Amy began grinding her breasts all over Susan's upper torso, even as she continued to stare at Susan intently from a short distance away.


        "Me too," Brenda complained, unable to see what was happening. "I was working up to another big 'O' with this dildo, but now I've lost all my momentum."


        Susan said to Brenda, "I know, and I'm sorry about that, but I have to admit it's good Amy brought this up. Being a good mommy means more than just endlessly fucking and sucking our sons. I, uh, I..."


        She found it hard to continue, with the way Amy's bare chest continued to rub all over her own. She noted with chagrin, Oh dear me! It seems nearly impossible for me to think about anything other than sex these days.


        But she forced herself to go on. "But I'm not really so good at that other stuff. The truth is, I never was, and luckily for me, unconditional love has helped make up for the fact that I can't really tell my children 'No.' Amy, do you think you can pick up some of the slack there? We really do need someone with some backbone to restrain the 'Bad Alan', but as you can see that's not exactly my strong point, or Brenda's either."


        Amy looked contemplative, even as she continued the tit-rubbing. "I don't know. I'm not really good at saying no, either. I'm not all super backbone-y. The only reason I said something just now is because I don't want to see Adrian cry and the way Brenda was handling things made him cry. That's bad. Brenda, you do need to go slow with him. I mean, talking about the harem in the first five minutes practically? Give him some time to adjust, m'kay?"


        Brenda sounded like she was the one about to cry. "Oh, Amy! You're such a wise mistress, but it's so tough! I just don't have any willpower! But I need to be a good parent for Aidy, too. He only has one parent now, so it's all up to me. It's tough. I'll try. At least I acted a little better when he came home."


        "What happened?" Susan asked eagerly, hoping to get the conversation back to something more arousing.


        Brenda turned on a dime from despondent to excited. "Well, I wore another revealing outfit, naturally. It was a dress this time, kind of a medium blue. Strapless, my favorite kind, and it has stiff supporting cups that really make my twin assets stick out."


        "As if you need to draw attention to them," Amy giggled. "Geez, Louise!" She cupped Susan's boobs and hefted them up while she continued to press against them.


        Brenda puffed up with pride, though the others couldn't see her do it. She went on, "But the best part was, my nipples could pop out if I just took a breath! Damn, I love it when my long nipples get exposed. Aidy seemed a lot calmer about things than when he'd left. I guess he'd been thinking about the harem thing all through school. Thankfully, Anika gave me a lot of advice about what to say, and I played it pretty cool. You would have been proud of me, Amy. I explained it was kind of like in Islamic countries where one man can have up to four wives. I think he liked that because it made me seem more like a wife than the completely obedient sex pet, or even sex slave, that I really am. Like I said, I was really toning it down. Anika sat right next to me at the table, ready to step on my foot if I started to get too carried away again."


        Amy and Susan began to hear squishy sounds coming through the phone line again.


        Amy giggled at that. She leaned forward and began licking and kissing all over Susan's face.


        Susan just closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations.


        Brenda said, "But just being that near to my Pooh Bear gets me so excited these days! Before long, I was less talking to him and more posing and preening and letting my dress slip down. I just can't help it. Amy, you're so right about the need for more backbone, but maybe different people have different roles. My role is to serve! That's what I'm good at. We're a team and we can all have different roles. I'd like my main role to be the one to spread my legs and take a big throbbing Alan log up my tight cunt at every opportunity!"


        Amy protested, "Hey, I want that role! Wait a minute. We ALL have that role. That's the fun part, the easy part. But what about the other stuff? We've got to do that, too. Like protecting him from bullies at school. I wanna help with that if I can. God knows how much I want to please that big log of his, but I want to help with the tough stuff too, if I can help somehow, because I love him. But anyways, let's hear what else happened."


        She cupped Susan's pussy, and began playing with the sexy mother's engorged clit.
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        "Oh, right." Brenda continued, "Before long, I was getting carried away with exposing myself. I tried to pretend shock whenever the cups of my dress would fall down, but I suppose in retrospect I couldn't contain my enthusiasm. Unfortunately, Anika caught on. She seemed to be stepping on my foot in protest more often than not. Finally, I was grasping my two heaving heavies in yet another attempt to put them back in the dress, but somehow it turned into more of a long self-grope session. I suppose Anika figured I went too far with that, because she finally barked at me, 'Brenda is feeling unvell. She's going back to her room. Right now!'"


        Susan and Amy were getting into each other more intensely now as Brenda's story drove them to higher and higher levels of arousal. Amy in particular, was getting surprisingly aggressive. Her hands and mouth seemed to be everywhere.


        Brenda sighed on the phone as she recalled her maid's chastisement. Anika had more or less replaced her mother in many ways, and she wouldn't think to disobey her. She continued, "So I reluctantly went back to my room, right into my walk-in closet. But then things got really fun! I went to my computer where I control the cameras looking into Aidy's room, and I watched him masturbate. The only problem is that he usually gets so excited that he shoots off right away. Not like Master Alan. With Alan, you really have to earn that sweet cum load with so many long minutes of licking, sucking, thrusting, or whatever it is that he fancies."


        Susan groaned lustily. "That's so true! Mmmm!"


        The sound of Brenda's squishy exploration of her pussy grew louder through the phone. "But with Aidy, it's like all I have to do is show him a nipple and he runs back to his room, and boom! The cum is flying everywhere. But this time, he was so excited that he never really lost his erection after he climaxed, and he just kept on going, Alan-style. He really got into it the second time. What was really cool was that he talked out loud. I could hear him moaning thanks to the excellent sound system connected to the surveillance cameras. He kept saying, 'Oh, Momma!' Over and over. 'Momma.' That's me!" She giggled. "Every now and then he'd say something else, like, 'Those big tits,' or 'You're too stacked,' or 'My own mother!' You all can imagine how wet I get when I hear that kind of thing!"


        "Oh YES!" Susan suddenly yelled, surprising everyone. If the way Amy was grinding her entire body into her own wasn't enough to excite her, something about the way Brenda said "Those big tits" took Susan to an even higher level. Susan had once been modest about her bountiful endowment, but now she just absolutely loved the phrase "big tits." She could hardly think of the word "tits" anymore without the word "big" in front of it too.


        Brenda plowed on, her voice increasingly ragged, "My favorite though was when Aidy said in a low guttural moan, 'It's so wrong!' Isn't that just the cutest? He's trying to be a good son and hold back from fucking his mommy. Little does he realize that soon he'll be dumping gallons of son-cum into every hole Momma has! It's going to be so fun! But the waiting! The waiting is killing me!"


        Susan gushed (in more ways than one), "Brenda, that gets me so hot! 'Gallons of son-cum'! I just adore that. I want entire buckets of spermy son-cum splashed all over me! Soon my Tiger is going to come home and he'll be depositing another load in one of my holes! But I'll never get enough. Amy, I appreciate what you were saying, but a big-titted mommy has many roles. Her main job is to keep her son happy and loved. And a happy son is a well-drained son... Oh yes! Amy, keep doing that! ... His cock needs to be emptied into Mommy's holes at every opportunity! She needs to, ugh! Oh yeah! She needs to spread her legs and take a good pounding every day! Buckets of cum! Buckets! Don't you agree, Brenda? Yes! Yeeeess! A good busty and beautiful mommy has to be hot and sexy for her son every minute of the day! Fuck! You never know when he might say 'assume the position' or even 'bend over and take it, bitch!' We have to be ready! Uh!"


        Susan and Amy were rhythmically thumping into each other and into the wall. As soon as Susan finished talking, she attacked Amy's lips with a great hunger. Both of them were so worked up that they were moments from climax.


        "Oh yes!" Brenda moaned. Not only were Susan's words turning her on, but she could tell something very physical was happening on the other end of the line, and she loved imagining what Amy and Susan might be doing to each other. "Gallons and buckets and rivers of cum! Cover me in Master Alan's creamy seed, Susan! I want to see him paint my face with dozens of ropes of cum! Plaster my skin with it!"


        Amy too imagined the cumulative pleasure involved in being on the receiving end of gallons of Alan's cum. She didn't have the same passion for covering her skin with cum like Brenda and Susan did, but in her nearly deliriously orgasmic state, the idea of gallons and buckets of Alan's sweet cum sounded absolutely fantastic.


        The three of them moaned and frigged their way to one tremendous mutual climax.


        There was complete silence for a while as they luxuriated in a post-orgasmic afterglow.


        Brenda said, "God, that was so good. So... cathartic. Thank you, my mistresses. Was it good for you, too?"


        "Yes, it was," Susan replied for both herself and Amy. "It's still not nearly as good as the real thing, but it makes the waiting bearable. Thanks for distracting me."


        Then Brenda thanked them both for listening and ended the phone call.

      



      
        CHAPTER 5


        Suzanne walked in the front door of the Plummer house wearing a blue business jacket and black skirt. As usual, she removed her bra and panties, putting them in the underwear cabinet, then dressed again in the remainder of her clothes before walking further into the house.


        Amy was sitting in the living room alone. Seeing Suzanne come in, she got up and went to her, giving her a big hug and an even bigger smile. "Hey, Mom!"


        Suzanne smiled back. "My Honey Pie. What's up? Where's Susan?"


        "Oh, she's in the kitchen. Can we go upstairs for a minute? I want to talk to you about something kinda private-y."


        Suzanne naturally agreed to that, and the two of them went upstairs to stand on the sun deck where they could enjoy the view while talking without much fear of being overheard. Suzanne was fully dressed (except for her lack of underwear) while Amy was completely naked, but neither of them were bothered by that at all.


        Amy said, "It's kinda about Susan - well, part of it, anyway - so that's why I wanted to come up here." She proceeded to give the basics about Susan's phone call with Brenda and Amy's participation in it.


        Then Amy said, "So... long story short, that's made me think about the issue of 'backbone.'"


        Suzanne raised a curious eyebrow. "'Backbone?'"


        "Yeah. Brenda's neat; I like her a lot. And of course she's super sexy, and super duper ultra boobaliciously busty. But I'm kinda starting to think that she has the least amount of backbone of anyone I know. I hate to say a bad word about anybody, but Brenda is seriously spoiled. I can say that 'cos she freely admits it herself."


        Suzanne nodded. "That's very true. She came from a very wealthy family, and then married into even more money. To say she's had a pampered life is a dramatic understatement. I fear she's completely incapable of taking care of herself without help. If it wasn't for her maid Anika, plus all her other hired help, I suspect her life would be a mess."



        Amy nodded sadly in reply. "Yeah. Bummer, huh? But that's not the only bummer-y thing. Of course, Susan is super awesome. She's one of my very favoritest people and I love her all up. But she's kinda lacking in the backbone department lately too. We all know how much she dearly loves Alan, but lately she simply gets sexually excited too easily to be able to tell him 'No' on practically anything. Have you noticed that?"


        "I definitely have. It's hard to miss. She's taking this 'man of the house' stuff way too seriously."


        Amy said, "Yeah. But that's not all. It's sorta the same with Katherine. She's super way into this whole 'fuck toy' thing. Which is great for her, 'cos she's totally loving life lately, but there's no backbone there either."


        Suzanne nodded grimly.


        Amy continued without her usual smile, "Then there's me! What frustrates me the most is that I don't think I'm really good at giving my O.B. the backbone he needs. I totally want to, but I'm just too easygoing and agreeable to be a tough task master. Plus, I get carried away sexually, just like the rest of us. So when I look to the future, I seriously worry for my brother. Things are getting out of control. I mean, today on that phone call I was telling you about, both Susan and Brenda were calling him their 'fuck lord.'"


        Suzanne chuckled. "'Fuck lord?' That's a new one. That's pretty over the top, even for them."


        Amy looked worried. "Yeah, it is. And sure, it's fun and sexy to say stuff like that, but how could he not get a big head when he's called stuff like that day after day? Plus, he gets TREATED like that day after day! The thing is, I don't know how to fix this. You're, like, the only one around here with serious backbone. Phew! Thank goodness for that! But sometimes even you get carried away and lose your resolve."


        Suzanne frowned. "I know. Unfortunately, that seems to be happening more often lately. Look at me!" She held her arms out dramatically. "I agreed to be one of Sweetie's sex slaves, just like everyone else. Whether one calls it that or not, that's basically what we are now. And I get frustrated about that, but I don't regret it. I want to get carried away with lust and love too. The main snag, however, is that if we're all carried away with our powerful lusts and desires, then who does provide the backbone for him?!"


        "Exactly." Amy sighed. "One weird thing is that the problem isn't really with our lovable Alan. He's actually been pretty good at trying to keep a level head despite all this crazy, sexy stuff happening to him pretty much non-stop. It's more of a problem of you, me, and his other women getting carried away than anything he's done or not done. But that just makes solving the problem even more difficult."


        She added, "There is one thing I'm thinking though that could help."


        "What's that?" Suzanne asked.


        "We need reinforcements! Of the right type. I don't mind Brenda joining our harem, but she's going to pull things even more in the wrong direction when it comes to this backbone stuff. Since it seems a given that she'll become a key part of all this, we need to counteract her slave-y attitude, and then some. I'm thinking Ms. Rhymer would be pretty key. He's used to taking instruction from her. Don't you think?"


        Suzanne nodded thoughtfully. "I do. I've been rooting for her all along, and doing all I can to get her to join us. I think she would be an ideal addition. It's clear that she truly loves Alan. Plus, she lusts for him and I can tell that she gets off on being dominated by him, which is necessary for harem harmony. But she's nothing like Susan or Brenda. She's more like me. Most of the time, she's got a lot of backbone."


        Amy smiled. "Exactly! That's totally what I've been thinking. We're gotta make sure she joins us in the harem, all the way. I'm counting on you to take care of that, m'kay?"


        Suzanne grinned. She found it amusing that Amy was speaking almost like her boss. She replied with exaggerated obedience, "Yes, dear."


        Amy grinned back. "Sorry. I don't mean to be pushy, but you've got a special bond with her and I don't, so I can't help there. I'm just trying to be practical and figure out who can do what. I can help in another way. I'm thinking that even if Glory joins us, that's probably not enough. I mean, if you get Susan and Brenda together with their super slave-y attitude, and then Kat with her fuck toy thing, it's sexy and fun to just let them run wild, so before long all of us get into the spirit of that. And that's great sometimes, but not all the time. So I'm thinking we need MORE reinforcements! Specifically, Xania and Christine."


        Suzanne stared out into the backyard, thinking that over. "Phew!" After a long pause, she commented while still looking away, "That certainly is audacious. BOTH of them?"


        Amy responded, "Maybe. I mean, neither of them are a sure thing, so I'm hoping one of them will work out. I don't really understand Xania that well, but she seems to like living by herself. So it may be hard, or even impossible, to get her to fully join us. And Christine... boy! I don't know. That's kinda scary. She could be exactly what the harem needs, since she's probably the backboney-ist of us all, if you know what I mean. But the fact that she's so tough means she might not be willing to live the harem life, and I especially worry she'd never accept the incest-y stuff."


        Suzanne looked back at her daughter. "That is the problem. I think we see things the same way. Obviously, Xania's got a lot of backbone. With her, Glory, and me, plus you lending tacit support, this harem would have plenty of toughness to keep Sweetie from succumbing to his 'Bad Alan' side. But I just don't know if Xania has the right personality. Not everyone fits the harem life, you know. In fact, I'm sure the vast majority of women wouldn't fit. We're very, very lucky that all of us generally jibe so well. Xania is a 'lone wolf' type. She needs her space, a lot of space. I could see her visiting us once or twice a week, but otherwise continuing to live her own life in L.A. Who knows, things could go on like that for years."


        Amy asked plaintively, "Can you fix that? Do one of your awesome scheme-y things, maybe?"


        Suzanne chuckled ruefully. "I wish it was that easy. You can't change someone's basic personality with a scheme. To be honest, I don't even know why she's that way, and I've known her a long, long time. She's never wanted to talk about it, or discuss really intense personal stuff, period. Maybe there is no specific, fixable reason. Sometimes people are just the way they are, all the way since birth. They say signs of personality can be detected from day one, such as some babies crying a lot and others barely at all."


        Amy said, "I can believe that. But... it doesn't hurt to try, right?"


        "Right. Believe me, I'm already trying to bring her along. I figure we just need to keep exposing her to all the sexy fun and loving good times that we have. How can she not want to keep coming back to visit and get more involved? I'm continuing to play that by ear. It's key not to be pushy with her, or she withdraws."


        Suzanne found herself distracted due to looking up and down Amy's nude body. But she refocused, and asked, "Meanwhile, what do you think about Christine? You know her a lot better than I do."


        Amy frowned, and took her turn staring off into the distant horizon. "I don't know. It's like... high risk, high reward. I'm thinking it COULD be a really awesome thing if she could join us. Not only because of the backbone thing, but I've got a feeling I could end up being really good friends with her." She looked away shyly. "And... maybe even... her lover."


        Suzanne chuckled mirthfully. "A-ha! Now we get to truth time. So you've got the hots for her, do you?"


        Amy blushed slightly. "Well... kinda." She suddenly looked back into Suzanne's eyes. "I mean, if I do, what's wrong with that? Geez Louise! Just look at her! You'd have to be dead and buried six feet underground not to notice how super sexy she is! But she's, like, seriously sexually repressed, and that's sad. I want to help her with that. I just know somehow that once her sexual side comes to the surface, it'll be like unleashing a wild tigress! Once she opens up, she'll be great for Alan!" She looked away again uncertainly. "In fact, maybe... maybe too great."


        Suzanne said, "Ah, that's another problem, isn't it? Jealousy. You worry that she could outshine you."


        Amy nodded glumly. "Yeah. I've discussed this with Katherine. She feels the same way, only even more so. 'Cos let's face it: Christine IS awesome, and in virtually every possible way! She's as smart as she is sexy, which means she's super smart. And who can fail to notice how busty she is? Definitely not a certain 'tit man' who shall remain nameless." She rolled her eyes. "Plus, she always succeeds in being the best at whatever she does. If she sets her sights on my O.B., she could be unstoppable, like some kind of sexual tsunami!"


        Suzanne said, "That's true. Let me give you some advice. First, I think it's basically inevitable that he and she are going to hook up. These 'practice dates' they've been going on will get more and more serious. They've already French kissed by 'accident.' Soon, they'll be doing more, much more. And you know how sex with Sweetie is - it's like a highly addictive drug. Once Christine starts regularly sucking and titfucking Alan Junior, and enjoying the huge, frequent orgasms that come with that, she'll be hooked."


        Amy just stared at her mother with a worried expression. She couldn't deny any of that.


        Suzanne continued, "Trying to fight that is probably futile. Sweetie's been lusting after her for two years, at least. Now that he's discovered his sexual powers, of course he's going to use them on her. He seems to be genuinely trying hard to fight it, apparently out of some sense of honor or concern, but how long can he hold out? She doesn't stand a chance either, especially since she's so sexually inexperienced. If you get in the way of all that, you'll just cause bad blood. So instead, you might want to try the old saying, 'If you can't beat 'em, join 'em.'"


        After letting that sink in, Suzanne asked, "Because you're so laid back, you've had problems having as much sexual fun with Sweetie as the rest of us, correct?"


        Amy nodded shyly. "Yeah. Sometimes I feel a little left out. But it's hard for me to be pushy and say, 'Hey! Look at me.' That's not my way."


        "I know. And that's part of what makes you the oh-so-lovable girl you are. Furthermore, there are only so many hours in the day, and if Glory joins us, and with Brenda already joining us, and Xania visiting more often, and so on, it'll become harder and harder for you to get as much of his time, cum, and attention as you'd want. But if you latch yourself onto Christine, befriend her and even get intimate with her, you might be able to arrange things so that he can often partake in threesomes with the two of you. I know you're not pushy in a 'Hey, me!' kind of way, but you do manage to get what you want much of the time in more subtle ways. I'm not totally blind to your shenanigans, you know." She winked.


        Amy looked away, even more bashful than before. "Yeah... well..." She suddenly changed the topic. "I've kinda been thinking some of the same things you've been thinking. But what if she's, like, totally opposed to the whole incest thing?! Frankly, I'm so certain that she'll be that way that I think we've gotta be super duper careful to make sure she NEVER learns about that. At least not for a really long time. So how could she join the harem?! And she's gonna hate the harem idea even without that. I've gathered she's got really traditional notions of boyfriend and girlfriend and white picket fences and all that."


        Suzanne responded, "Yes, well, that's your challenge. I barely know Christine, though I certainly have heard a lot about her, so it's hard for me to have much leverage over her, plus there are the age differences and such, so I have no leverage over her. But you're in an ideal situation to befriend her, and even seduce her."


        "Seduce her?! Mother! That's impossible. She hasn't given off any kind of sexual vibe to other girls, like, at all."


        "Maybe not. And I don't mean you should seduce her directly. No way! But think about how great sex with our Sweetie is. Think about how he makes us so very, very aroused sometimes that we just about lose our minds. I don't know about you, but there are times I get so into it that I would practically do anything, such as the time I crawled on my hands and knees and totally humiliated myself. What if Christine gets like that with him, except that you're there too? If you could manage to kiss and fondle her a little bit, you could test how receptive she is to that sort of thing when her guard is down. If you time it just right, when she's absolutely losing her mind cumming with Sweetie, I'll bet she'd be VERY receptive."


        "Really? Why?"


        Suzanne shrugged. "I don't know. I guess I just feel that most women have the potential to be bisexual, at least to some extent. It's just that most never explore that potential. It's a different situation than with men, where homosexuality is considered much more of a taboo, and seems to be hard-wired as an either/or thing most of the time. Plus, I know how it feels to basically lose one's mind like that. She could be 100 percent straight, and I still think she'd enjoy kissing and fondling you in the heat of the moment! Nobody can resist, when Sweetie heats things up as much as he sometimes can! The question is how she'd feel about it later, once she cools down. It's tricky. Very tricky. But like you said, it's high risk, high reward."


        Amy nodded thoughtfully.


        Suzanne added, "The only thing is, I don't want you to do anything that could put the whole harem at risk. We do have to walk a very fine line when it comes to Christine, since there's a clear and present danger there, especially if she learns too much too soon."


        Amy gave a single, sharp nod.


        "But that aside, if you could help things along with her, it could improve the backbone problem considerably." Suzanne suddenly grinned wickedly. "If you do end up getting intimate with her in some sort of threesome fashion, that could help you get a lot more Alan time, and it could even be a foot in the door towards getting her all the way into the harem eventually, at least potentially. Because if she can get used to intimately sharing him with you, then we could eventually add to that. For instance, imagine her sharing him with you AND me some sweet day!"


        Amy's face lit up. "Wow! That would be awesome!"


        "It would. In short, I think it's worth the risk. What do you think? Are you up for that challenge?"


        Amy furrowed her brow, deep in thought. "I think so. I'll need to think it over. Like you said, it's tricky."


        Suzanne patted her back. "You do that. Meanwhile, I'll keep doing what I've been doing with Glory and Xania. Namely, encouraging them to get more and more involved. Glory is a must, in my book. Things are pretty tough with her right now, and it's going to be a long road, in any case. But if we can get her to fully join the harem some day, that'll go a long way towards solving the backbone problem and providing a counterbalance to the submissiveness that tends to get out of hand."


        Amy nodded. "Amen to that. I know there's probably nothing I can do there, but if there is any way I can help, please let me know."
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        Suzanne playfully ruffled Amy's hair, and then gave her a hug, not minding that she was fully clothed while Amy was buck naked. "I will, my Honey Pie, I will."


        Amy commented as they hugged, "It's been great having this talk with you, because you told me some things that were almost exactly what I was thinking already! On just about everything, but especially about the Christine stuff. Except all I've been doing so far is thinking and observing. In order to make things happen, I've gotta take action. Talking to you gives me the confidence that I'm on the right track. So maybe that'll help me finally get off my duff and do more to improve matters."


        Suzanne grinned. "I can't say I'm surprised that we're thinking along similar lines. I've underestimated you for far too long, since I've had trouble coming to terms with the fact that you've grown up so much. But I'm going to try hard not to keep making that same mistake."


        "Thanks, Mother." They French kissed.

      



      
        CHAPTER 6


        A couple of minutes later, Suzanne came downstairs first.


        Suzanne walked into the kitchen and found Susan there, still wearing nothing but an apron. "Hey, number one mom. What's up?"


        Susan turned around. "Oh, not much. Just waiting for a certain sperm-filled young man to come home. Today is a Tuesday!"


        Suzanne smirked. She teased as if she was genuinely surprised, "You don't say?"


        "I do! It is! It's so great! I'm just doing a little cleaning to help pass the time until I'm naked and kneeling, slurping and bobbing on my son's great cock!"


        Amy came bounding down the stairs (naked, naturally), and soon the three were sitting on sofas and talking.


        Amy and Suzanne presented to Susan much the same "backbone" discussion that they'd just had with each other upstairs. Except they framed things differently in order to better appeal to Susan's submissive nature.


        The three of them soon came to the same conclusion Amy and Suzanne just had: the harem as a whole wasn't likely to have much more willpower, so Alan needed more backbone, and some of his other lovers needed to help him in this with more guidance and support. Suzanne in particular was expected to be the main one to give him the discipline the others were too sexually obsessed to provide.
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        As they talked, Susan noticed that Amy seemed to be acting differently than she had when Brenda was on the phone. Her eyes were riveted on Suzanne, and she seemed to be striking one sexy pose after another. She stared directly at Suzanne with a surprisingly intense and sultry stare.


        Suzanne, on the other hand, seemed flustered by Amy's behavior. She would feast her eyes on Amy, and then try to look away, but before long find herself looking at her daughter again, and the pattern would repeat.


        Then it hit Susan: both Suzanne and Amy were thinking about the complete sexual consummation of their love this evening, and even during this serious conversation they couldn't turn off their attraction for each either.


        Susan felt left out. She was mollified that at least the two of them were fully and seriously participating in the conversation even as their bodies were having another quite different conversation with each other.


        Susan wasn't seeing things completely eye to eye with Suzanne on this, ironically because she had such great confidence in her best friend. She said, "Ultimately, I'm not too worried, because I know you're on the case. In my opinion, there's literally nothing you can't accomplish if you put your mind to it."


        Suzanne sighed. "I wish it was that easy. But I don't have super powers. I definitely have my limits, especially in this situation. I'm just as much in thrall to his cock as anyone. He knows about my weakness now, the way my cunt can completely take over and bend me to its will, so that leaves me pretty helpless. I can try, but I can't do it alone. I need some help too, you know!"


        Susan suggested, "I know! Why don't we have Xania join our harem? She's definitely fuck-worthy, and even inner-harem worthy. Tiger really likes her. She's got the necessary tit size, beauty, personality, AND she's got backbone. With her worldly experience and vast sexual history, not to mention her psychological wisdom, she doesn't drop to her knees the first time he snaps his fingers. You and she can do it together!"


        "Yeah!" Amy seconded the notion with her usual enthusiasm, not letting on that she and Suzanne had already agreed on that. "And I love her super duper long tongue!" She shifted her naked body into yet another alluring pose.


        "I'll concede she's got willpower," Suzanne agreed. "However, she might not have as much as you assume. One reason she can come across as independent and strong as she does is because she lives far away and has her own career and friends and everything. If she lived here with us, perhaps she would slowly succumb like everyone else. I mean, this house, the constant talk about his thick, long, and oh so tasty dick and how we all have to service it better - it's so damn infectious and fun! The smell of his cum has completely permeated everything, making it impossible not to become and stay aroused in here pretty much all the time."


        At this, all three of them couldn't help but sniff the air and sigh in satisfaction. Actually, the place smelled like pussy more than anything, but they all liked that smell too.


        However, Amy stayed focused, and asked, "You don't know that for sure, right?"


        Suzanne responded, "No, I don't. But I think she would change at least some, because she's got such a strong sex drive. However, the bigger problem is her solitary personality. Susan, as a matter of fact, Amy and I were just talking about this a little while ago."


        Suzanne went on to explain more about Xania's "lone wolf" ways, such as her inability to maintain long-term romantic relationships. She had to repeat much of what she'd told Amy to make sure it was fresh in Susan's mind too, but she went into more detail, explaining more of Xania's personal history that Amy hadn't known.


        Eventually, Suzanne concluded, "So I don't think we can count on her joining the harem any time soon. We can hope she'll come around eventually, but we shouldn't spook her by pushing her too hard. In a way, that's a good thing."


        "How?" Susan asked.


        "For the time being, at least, she can be like our ace in the hole. Remember, she's not just one very sexy lady; she's also a professional therapist. If all of us fall too deeply under Sweetie's spell to give him the guidance he needs, we can call her in as an emergency measure. We can even make sure he has a formal talk with her that takes place in a serious psychologist setting, so they don't just fuck like rabbits the whole time." She grinned a little and added, "Well, most of the time, naturally, but hopefully not the whole time."


        Amy and Susan grinned back and nodded as well. They could see Suzanne's logic, and they also deferred to her decision-making. They watched her while she thought deeply about the problem some more.


        The three of them went on to discuss the possibility of bringing Glory all the way into the harem. Again, this largely repeated what Suzanne and Amy had just discussed, but they wanted to make sure Susan was on the same page.


        Susan had no problem agreeing to pretty much all their thoughts on Glory. She thought Glory would be a great fit in the harem, for a variety of reasons, but especially because she knew Alan had a deep love for her that went well beyond physical attraction.


        Suzanne considered bringing up Christine as another "backbone" possibility, but decided that situation should remain something between herself and Amy, at least for the moment. She didn't want to raise Susan's hopes that Christine could join the harem, because she considered that to be a long shot at best. She was more hopeful that Alan, Amy, and Christine could wind up in some kind of threesome arrangement, but even that was highly problematic. She knew that Susan would take almost any talk about Christine joining as if it was already practically a done deal.


        So instead, Suzanne concluded the discussion about Glory by saying, " We could go over all the other possibilities with his other lovers, but it's clear in my mind that nobody could help with the 'backbone problem' more than Glory. Agreed?"


        Susan and Amy nodded.


        Suzanne spoke dramatically. "Enough talk, then. It's time for action! I'm feeling inspired after all this discussion, and I've got an idea or two. I'm going to give her a call right now, and hopefully pay her a visit right away."


        Suzanne called Glory, with Amy and Susan secretly listening in on speaker-phone. Suzanne said very little except to insist that she had to meet Glory immediately for an Alan-related emergency.


        Glory reluctantly agreed.


        Suzanne hurried out the door very shortly thereafter, saying, "Wish me luck!" She deliberately failed to put her panties or bra back on before she left.


        As soon as Suzanne was gone, Susan gave Amy a big hug. "Amy, my daughter, I want to thank you so much. Sometimes I get so horny that I can't see the forest for the trees. Brenda and I do get really carried away when we get to talking to each other. We relate so well on a big-titted level. Suzanne mentioned that you were the one who brought up this 'backbone' issue when you were talking to her upstairs just before I got included. I'm so proud that you did, because that shows real love."


        Susan went on, "The signs that the 'Bad Alan' has been slowly taking over have been there for weeks, but I've been too blind to say or do much about it. To be honest, I get kind of hot thinking about Bad Alan taking over and forcing me to do increasingly nasty things. But I can't just think with my tits. That's selfish of me. I think you've just shown the kind of character that tells me you'd make him a good wife."


        Amy's eyes lit up. "What?! Are you serious?! Mom! No way! Me? A wife? Alan's wife?! Ohmigod! Oh. My. God. No way!" She gave Susan a big hug, and they necked and caressed. Amy was still naked and Susan only wore the apron, so they were able to get into it fairly passionately.


        However, Susan broke the kiss before long in order to say, "Now, don't get too excited. I was just saying you'd make a good wife; I wasn't proposing on Tiger's behalf! So don't get your hopes up."


        Amy, though, couldn't be discouraged that easily. As she fingered Susan's pussy she exclaimed, "WOW! Me! Alan's wife! That's too cool for school! Little old Amy? Married to my dreamboat loving brother, my beau? Master of his own entire harem? Wow! What a trip that would be. Aunt Susan, watch out! You just took one of my most treasured fantasies and made it seem real!"


        Susan laughed some more. "Now Amy, calm down. I shouldn't have said that. Odds are Tiger isn't going to marry anyone. He can't marry Angel because she's his legal sister, and if he marries someone like you, my precious Angel will be simply crushed. He would never do that to her. He's too kind and caring. What I should have said is that kind of attitude shows that you'll make a very good sex slave for him."


        Amy responded, "You're right. Don't worry. I'm perfectly cool with being one of his slaves, and I'm not gonna try to get all pushy about being his wife. But just the thought that he MIGHT marry me, if things were different! WOW! That gets me really excited! Come on, Aunt Susan, let's play!" She stuck a finger up Susan's hot hole and swung a leg over Susan's thigh.


        Susan was more restrained, so she limited herself to fondling Amy's wide butt cheeks. "I'd love to. However, Tiger's going to come home from school pretty soon. I'm not going to miss that for the world. If you don't mind, since this is a Tuesday, I want to be alone with him when he arrives. Maybe you can find your sister and have fun with her."


        They both disengaged.


        "M'kay. Thanks, Mom! You're the best! I'm going to be excited about this marriage thing for DAYS!" Amy kissed Susan yet again and went back upstairs.


        Susan went to the sink and started washing the dishes. That Amy. She's so irrepressible. All of us are. We're such an excitable bunch. Thank God there's Suzanne. I just know she'll solve this backbone problem if she puts her mind to it. She's never failed me. Never. I don't know what she plans to do with Glory about it, but as far as I'm concerned, if Suzanne is seriously on the case then the problem is just about as good as solved. Which means I can devote all my attention to Tiger getting MY attention when he comes home, hee-hee! Finally, we're going to start seeing some serious Tuesday action! But when will he ever get here? It's four-thirty already!

      



      
        CHAPTER 7


        Suzanne drove to Glory's apartment complex and briskly walked to the apartment she'd been in once before. She was in a big hurry because she had a lot to accomplish in the next couple of hours. She rang the doorbell.


        Glory answered. "Suzanne. Come in. What's this big emergency? Is Alan okay?"
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        Suzanne stepped inside and looked around. She knew that Glory was normally an extremely neat person, but her stylish apartment showed signs of having been hastily cleaned in just a few minutes. She looked at Glory and saw that she too wasn't in her best shape, even though she'd obviously spent the minutes since Suzanne called getting dressed and applying make up. She looked like she hadn't been sleeping much lately, which was true. Yet at the same time she was wearing a surprisingly formal and sexy black dress, as if she was going to a party and not just meeting someone for a brief chat.


        Suzanne quickly took a seat on a couch in Glory's common room and focused on the problem at hand. "Alan is okay. There's no sudden crisis, to be honest, it's just that I wanted to tackle this issue while I was still all worked up. Susan and Amy got me very concerned that Alan is slowly falling into darkness. Now, mind you, it's nothing that he's said or done lately. In fact, none of us have even seen him since this morning. That's because he's been at a regular periodic orgy. The SA-Club orgy. If you don't know already, the SA stands for Service Alan."


        That hit Glory like a punch to the gut. "What?! You're kidding me. Why haven't I heard of this? Just who is in this so-called club?"


        "Sorry, I can't say. But this is the kind of world he's living in, day after day," Suzanne continued. "And frankly, the problem is much more with us than with him. He's been doing the best he can under the circumstances. He's trying not to go bad, but power corrupts. It's just a matter of time before he falls. Like I said, the main problem is with us. His family. Please put aside your problem with incest for a moment because this is serious. We all love him so much; with his incredible sexual prowess we just can't say no to anything! It's like a race to the bottom as we fall over each other in our submissiveness. More and more, the talk is of him being our master. Hell, even I call him that sometimes, and I never imagined I'd do that for any man, ever."


        Glory gave her a disapproving look.


        But Suzanne said, "Don't look at me like that. I know you've felt the exact same thing with him at times, so don't try to deny it. It would be okay if it was just for sexual matters, but it carries over into everything. I don't know the last time anyone has asked him about homework, for instance. Or doing the chores he used to do. It's bound to corrupt him, and I don't want to see such a good kid go bad! I need your help. I need your strength! We have to tackle this together!"


        Glory looked at Suzanne with great concern. Then she spoke. "I see. In fact, I see very clearly. I know exactly what you mean because you're right: I've been noticing the same thing happening to me for some time now, and it frightens the hell out of me. That's one of the main reasons I've broken up with him. I can't say no to anything either when I'm around him. I feel like I'm going down with the sinking ship. I've been so torn apart, I don't know what to do! Look at me!"


        Suzanne gave Glory a good look again, but didn't know what to say.


        "You see?" Glory went on, increasingly agitated. "I'm like a junkie. I'm going through Alan withdrawal. But I can't do it! I don't have the willpower! You should have seen what happened at school today. I was so tempted. His big, fat, mouthwateringly juicy cock was sticking straight out, just inches from my face - don't even ask me how, it's a long story. You could have knocked me over with a feather. It's a near miracle I didn't fall on my knees and beg him to do me, then, there and forever! I'm still teetering right on the edge, even now. If he were to walk in right now and kiss me, I'd lose it completely! In fact, when you called I was moping around, drinking too much beer, and trying to decide if I should call in sick tomorrow because I just can't face him."


        She continued, "He wouldn't even have to say or do anything. All he'd have to do is smile at me and I'd be down on my knees, fumbling with his zipper, stuffing every inch of his glorious thickness down my throat. God, I need it! I'm hoping that if I miss school tomorrow and then there's the four day Thanksgiving vacation after that, maybe I'll be able to deal with him on Monday. Maybe. I'm praying the worst of the cold turkey withdrawal will be over by then, but who knows. So don't talk to me about strength. If you want strength, you've come to the wrong place. I'm an Alan junkie. I'm hopeless!" Glory dropped her head into her hands and began crying.


        "Now there," Suzanne said consolingly. She stood up and began pacing around. "Don't be so hard on yourself. We've all been there. Do you have any idea about how many weeks I've been grappling with the fact that a strong and dominant woman like me is helpless in the face of Alan's cock? It's been very humbling, not to mention frustrating as all get out. I've been there, been through what you're going through, and come out the other side. I've made peace with the fact that I'm one of his harem nymphos. I imagine you will too, in time."


        "Wait a second, Suzanne! Don't call me a harem girl. I'm not even seeing him anymore!"


        "Well, we'll see. But for my purposes, it doesn't matter if you're with him or not. In fact, it's better that you're not. I have to say that I'm truly impressed that you held out as long as you did. You may think yourself weak right now, but actually you're the strongest of us all! I'm so impressed with you. I really am."
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        "Really?" Glory stopped sobbing and looked up at Suzanne. In fact, she'd been very hesitant to allow Suzanne over to her apartment because she knew the red-headed Amazon held some kind of strange, spellbinding power over her, but she'd relented because of the emergency. One problem was, even though Suzanne had dressed as conservatively as she could just for this meeting, Suzanne simply didn't know how to turn her sexiness off.


        Glory found herself staring at a thin slice of pale flesh on Suzanne's thigh that had been inadvertently revealed when Suzanne stuck a curvy pose. She blushed and tried to look away.


        "Of course, really! Glory, you and I are like some kind of sisters from a previous life or something. I feel such a strong affinity for you, such a natural bond. I would never lie to you. I couldn't lie to you. The fact is, you're a tough, little, sexy surfer chick. You can kick some serious ass. I need your strength. Alan needs your strength. You need to realize just how strong you really are and show him that you can be there for him when he needs you. He needs you now."


        "He does?" She felt like a little girl being given a pep talk by her mother, but it was working.


        Suzanne suddenly sat on the couch right next to Glory so she could give her a comforting hug. "He does! Don't miss school tomorrow. And don't worry if you give in to his charms or not. That's irrelevant. Suck on that big fat cock of his if it makes you feel better. The important thing, from my point of view, is that you don't give up on him emotionally, regardless of what you decide your relationship with him should be physically. He needs you, Glory. He needs you badly. He needs someone who can tell him no. The rest of us are out of control. Now, admittedly, you can't tell him no all the time... But then again, you really wouldn't want to now, would you? I know I wouldn't."


        Suzanne's eyes grew distant and one of her hands dropped to her crotch as she imagined herself screaming "Yes! Yes! Yes!" while Alan lay on top her, plowing away.


        However, Suzanne quickly refocused, pulling her hand away. "But you can tell him no some of the time! That's good! You and I are just about the only women close to him who can do that."


        Glory didn't know what to say about that, so she stayed quiet.


        Suzanne prodded, "Do you love him?"


        "Yes." Glory's body tingled in a strange and delightful way as Suzanne held her, but she tried to ignore the sensations.


        "Do you want to see him go to a good college?"


        "Yes."


        "Do you want to see him drop out of school?"


        "No."


        "Do you want to see the bad Alan take over and destroy the very special young man we all love so much?"


        Glory was being cradled like a little baby now. She felt extremely comforted in Suzanne's arms. "No! God, no!"


        "Then please, don't walk out of his life! Don't go through Alan withdrawal and free yourself of him. I won't let you! You have a very special role in his life, a unique place in his heart. All the other women he loves have been there with him since before he could talk; you're the only one out of all the women he could choose that he's chosen to love. Think about that, and think about how much he respects your opinion on things. He'll listen to you. If you leave, he's going to drop out and go bad before long, I know it. I won't let that happen to my Sweetie! Please, I beg of you. Let's work together, you and I, to help each other give him the discipline he needs. Neither of us is strong enough to do it alone, but maybe we can do it if we join forces!"


        "I don't know," Glory said hesitantly. "Alan's broken my heart and as long as I'm with him, it'll just keep breaking. This whole harem thing, the incest thing, him and Heather together... I don't know..."


        Suzanne looked at Glory pleadingly from just inches away, and continued to squeeze her tightly in a loving hug.


        Finally, Glory broke the stare and broke her resolve. "Oh, okay already! I'm neck deep in this Alan mess, and I guess I can't pull out now. I suppose I have to see this through, at least until he graduates. I was so despondent I saw no way out, but maybe with you, maybe there is a way out. Maybe we can do it. But! But, even though I'm willing to go to bat for him emotionally, I am NOT going to get involved again physically. No way! If I do, I'll never get out of this Alan mess, never!"


        Partly, she gave in because she really did believe the words she was saying, but partly she did it simply because she couldn't bear to look into Suzanne's eyes anymore. She was frightened by the disturbingly intimate feelings she was having for the buxom and incredibly sultry mother.


        Suzanne's eyes lit up. "Oh, thank you, Glory! Thank you! I knew you'd see the light!" She leaned in and kissed Glory square on the mouth.


        [image: Glory giving Suzanne a scorching kiss]

        Glory was so taken by surprise by the unexpected kiss that her mouth opened up as if to shout, allowing Suzanne to slip in her tongue and get hot and heavy with the kiss. Glory felt a fire of passion suddenly come alight all over her body. Within seconds, she was eagerly kissing back. She wanted more, more, more!


        She wanted Suzanne and Suzanne's voluptuous body in every way. But at the same time, some part of her was horrified. This was her worst nightmare come true. This was why she knew she had to keep Suzanne at bay. Her eyes showed great shock and even terror.


        Suzanne could see the look in Glory's eyes as she kissed, and finally pulled away to ask, "What? Is something wrong?"


        "Something wrong?! Yes!" Glory leaned forward to kiss Suzanne again, even as she recalled all the horrible things her parents told her about the unnatural and forbidden love between women. She wanted to kiss and hold her new friend forever.


        [image: Glory holding Suzanne's head close, as if for a scorching kiss]

        But now Suzanne was the one to pull away, as remembrances of past experiences with Glory slowly returned to her. "Oh, Glory! I'm so sorry! I completely forgot. You told me that you don't have a lesbian bone in your body. I'm SO sorry! I got carried away there. You see, at the Plummer house, everyone kisses everyone else on the lips about even the smallest thing. That's how we greet each other and say good-bye, and it's such a habit that I... Oh, Jesus! Please forgive me!" She felt truly awful.


        But by now Glory was wishing Suzanne hadn't come to her senses. Yet, now that Suzanne had reminded her about her statements vigorously denying any lesbian desires whatsoever, she knew she'd look like a complete fool if she now pushed herself on this gorgeous redhead still holding her tightly. She felt so lonely. It had only been about twenty-four hours since she'd formally broken things off with Alan, but the break up had been a long time coming and she'd been on an emotional roller coaster for weeks. Ironically, she desperately needed Alan to help her get over the break up with Alan. If she couldn't have his touch, then she wanted Suzanne's. But she managed to control herself, barely.


        Suzanne had great sympathy for the wavering and emotionally distraught teacher, and didn't want to take advantage of her in her current condition. She got up off of the couch and said, "Sorry again. Let's forget that ever happened. I'm going to go powder my nose, and then when I get back we can talk about how you and I can work as a team to put Alan back on the right track."


        Glory nodded. She was afraid to talk, afraid to let out her true emotions.


        Suzanne went on, "We're not alone, you know. For instance, just today my daughter Amy showed surprising insight in pointing out the need for action with Alan in the first place. She allowed me to clear my head a bit from the usual non-stop fuck lust invading my every thought, which is why I had to come here fast, while I was still in the mood she helped create. And there are others, too, who might be able to help some, if you and I lead the way. Who knows, maybe we can even tap into Heather's willpower somehow. The harem needs to find a balance, a stability, that'll allow all of our special relationships to endure. Let's talk, okay?"


        "Okay."


        Suzanne gave another encouraging smile, got up, and walked out of the room.


        Glory was shaken up. She was extremely relieved that Suzanne had excused herself to the bathroom. She correctly surmised that Suzanne didn't have to use the bathroom at all, but just wanted to give Glory some time to recover. She walked into the kitchen and fixed herself a cup of coffee. The one thing she didn't want to do was think about the kiss that had just happened. Luckily, Suzanne had mentioned Heather, and that allowed her to turn her mental energy to the girl who was rapidly becoming her arch-enemy, at least in her own mind. Heather? Ha! I'm glad about Amy and the rest of what Suzanne said, but the day I ever cooperate with Heather... Ha! Fat chance!


        Her body still trembled from the emotionally intense kiss and finally her thoughts came around to the forbidden kiss. Suzanne is right. That kiss did NOT happen! It's bad enough that I'm so emotionally torn up about Alan. I simply have no room in my heart to think about Suzanne and lesbianism at the moment... She called me her "tough little sexy surfer chick!" Glory suddenly felt weak in the knees as she thought about that, and had to grab hold of the kitchen counter to remain standing.


        But then a wave of resolve coursed through her. I am NOT a lesbian! Not in the slightest. When I see a good-looking woman walking down the street, it does absolutely nothing for me. It's just that one remarkable pale goddess does something strange to my insides. That look in her eyes - I can't avoid it. It's like she's looking straight into my soul! Maybe I'm a Suzanne-sbian.


        She tried to laugh at her feeble joke, but failed. No, I'm not even that. I'm just emotionally worked up, vulnerable, and very confused. I'm going to forget it all completely. Suzanne is enough of a lady to see how that shook me up, and hopefully she'll know now to keep her physical distance. The two of us have to move forward in a professional manner and get Alan back on track!

      



      
        CHAPTER 8


        While a busy afternoon went by at the Plummer house, Alan was still at Kim's house, enjoying the S-Club (as he usually modestly called it) or the SA-Club (as almost everyone else involved called it). Janice had just talked him into joining the orgy with Sean, Kim, and Joy, which was already in progress.


        Alan was very eager to do so and had completely forgotten that it was a Tuesday and that Susan was waiting even more eagerly back home to give him some special motherly loving. He looked at the three girls draped all over Sean and said, "Okay girls, I'll stay, but on one condition. Put your cheerleader uniforms on. I think Sean would appreciate some costume fun, and I know I would."


        "But we don't have our uniforms here," Janice sensibly pointed out.


        However, Kim said, "I've got mine, and a spare too. I think we can wear two uniforms between the three of us, don't you think, Alan?" She winked and added in pretend distress, "Some of us might have to go topless or bottomless, though."


        Alan looked at Sean, "What do you think of that?"


        "Fuckin' A, man! God DAMN! You are ... wow. Does this kind of thing really happen to you a lot?"


        "Actually, it does. But I still love it just as much as ever."


        The girls were all up and about getting the cheerleader uniforms on while Alan still stood near the door. Janice quickly grabbed his arm and pulled him out into the hallway. She whispered to him as they wandered further from Kim's room, "You remember my problem with Joy?"


        "Sure." It was easy to recall. Just last week, Janice had confessed that she had the hots for her best friend Joy in a very intense way. But Joy wasn't lesbian in the slightest. She'd even tried doing some physical things with Janice in an attempt to please her best friend, but nothing worked for Joy.


        Janice continued to whisper, "Well, I was thinking about what you said, that I should just let go and enjoy her as a friend. A platonic friend. I know you're right, but I just can't let go! I dream of her every night. If she knew how into her I am, she'd totally freak. Can you do something to help? You know, like force us to be together or something? She'll do it if you order her to."


        Alan whispered back, "Now Janice, that's not very nice. That's not how I work."


        "Please?!" Janice pleaded. "I'll give you... fuck! What do you get for the guy who has everything?" She laughed. "It's not like promising you my body right now would do much good, since you're about to have me anyways."


        Alan chuckled, then said seriously, "It doesn't matter what you would offer, I'd have to say no regardless. It just wouldn't be right."


        Janice nodded with resignation, but as she continued to stand there, tears started to roll down her cheeks. She looked heartbroken and lost.


        Alan had always had difficulty saying "no" to a crying woman, and this time was no exception. "Tell you what, since it means that much to you... wait a minute... No. I can't force Joy, that wouldn't be fair to her either. I like to think I'm only a bastard to people who deserve it, like Heather. Hmmm. This is a real dilemma."


        The tears started to flow more heavily from Janice's face and she waited for his response.


        Finally, he said, "Tell you what. I'll just kind of try to put you two into proximity with each other. That was going to happen a lot in any case, but I'll try to make it happen some more. Whatever you and Joy want to do from there is your own business."


        Janice was ecstatic. "Good idea! All right! You just got yourself a very happy SA-Club member. I'll see you inside!"


        They happened to be standing near the upstairs bathroom, so Alan flushed the toilet and then waited for Janice to finish using the mirror in the bathroom to pretty her face and try to hide the fact she'd been crying. They arrived together at Kim's bedroom door.


        Kim and Joy were wearing parts of their cheerleader outfits. Joy asked, "Where have you two been, you're missing all the fun!" She nodded to Kim who had her face buried in Sean's crotch. Kim simply couldn't turn down a cocksucking opportunity.


        Alan replied, "Can you believe it? I go to the bathroom and Janice insists on escorting me, jacking me off the whole way. She even tried to jack me off while I peed, but that didn't work."


        Joy was wearing nothing but a cheerleader skirt and socks. She picked up two pom-poms and did a mock cheer: "Go Janice / And her hand / She wants to pee / Just like a man! Gooooooo Janice!"


        Everyone laughed, even Kim, who laughed so hard that she had to stop cocksucking Sean momentarily. Kim tossed Janice a cheerleading top, the last remaining item they had still unworn.


        Joy tossed the pom-poms to Janice, who thought for a few seconds as she put on the top. Then she moved to the middle of the room and began waving the pom-poms around in a more serious cheerleading mode. "Go Alan / Strong and wise / He keeps me wet / Between my thighs! Gooooooooooo Alan!"


        She tossed the pom-poms to Kim.
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        Kim felt the pom-poms hit her back, so she reluctantly took Sean's erection out of her mouth and got down on the floor. She smiled naughtily, and said, "You think I'm going to cheer for one of you all, but no. This is a selfish cheer: Go stiffies / Go cocks / Find a home / In Kim's box! Gooooooooooo Kim's hungry pussy!"


        That got more laughs.


        Sean looked hungrily at Kim, now lying on the floor with her legs spread as wide as usually only cheerleaders can spread them and her pussy on prominent display. He then looked to Alan and said, "Hey bro, can I have me some of that? You've put me into serious cheerleader stuffing mode."


        "Knock yourself out," Alan replied with a casual air. "And good idea, too, because as much as I'd love to hear more clever cheers, I'd love some direct cheerleader action myself. Who isn't busy right now?"


        Joy raised her hand. "Oooh! Me! The ass! One ass stuffing if you please, kind gentleman."


        Alan looked to Joy, then Janice, then Kim. "You all into the anal sex idea, I imagine?"


        Surprisingly, Kim said, "Nope. I've got all I want right here and I don't think that would be my thing. Look at Sean go!"


        Rather than fucking Kim, Sean was eating her out. She still had her legs splayed wide, her feet up in the air while Sean ground his face deep into her crotch.


        Alan was impressed that Sean didn't just stick his dick in and start pumping. He considered that perhaps Sean could end up a worthy apprentice after all.


        Kim still had the pom-poms in her hand, so she ad-libbed, "More cunt / no ass / Sean's tongue / is top class! Gooooooo Sean's tongue!"


        Alan smiled and looked back to Janice and Joy.


        Janice said a bit bashfully, "Neither Joy nor I have done anything anal before, but after seeing what you did to Heather..."


        But Alan replied, "Well, if you haven't done it, let's not try now. I think I'm pretty analed out for today, and I don't really want your first time to be a half-assed effort."


        Janice imitated the drum sound that often followed a bad joke: "Ba-dump chhh..."


        "Oops. Accidental pun. I should be careful shooting off half-cocked."


        The others all said, "Boo!"


        Alan grinned at his joke, which was intentional this time. "Anyhow, I found out recently that sometimes the first time can be a huge production if the hole is really tight." He reached out and pulled both girls into a hug, giving them each a kiss. "And somehow I suspect that the two of you might be pretty tight." He winked and let his hands wander down to cup a bare butt cheek in each hand. "So I'm thinking we should save that for later, when I'm ready for you and can do you right. I'm feeling more like some double-ended action right now. I've never done that before. What if Sean was to take a mouth and I were to take a pussy? We could do something new for probably all of us. How'd you like that?"


        Everyone liked it. However, Janice playfully poked Alan in the chest and said, "Heartless demon, just remember: I'm keeping my ass a virgin until you stake your claim to it. Obviously you're the only guy in school with the backdoor touch."


        "Me too," Joy nodded, leaning in closer to Alan with a longing sigh. "Sorry, Sean..."


        Alan didn't want to try to put himself over Sean, so he quickly changed the subject. "Let's get started then. Sean, since you're already working on Kim's pussy so ably, just stick your thing in and start pumping. I'll attack her from the other side and then we'll switch by and by. Janice and Joy, ladies, I hate to see you two left out, so please keep yourselves occupied with each other in the meanwhile."


        With that comment, he was trying his best to help Janice out in what he suspected was a pointless mission to get Joy to love her physically. In fact, he gave Janice a huge opening. As he walked over to Kim, squatted over her face, and shoved his cock straight down into her mouth, he made sure to keep a close eye on Janice and Joy to see what would transpire.


        Unfortunately for Janice, not much happened with her friend. There was no doubt that everyone was as aroused as they could get. The sight of Alan and Sean now pounding away at Kim's mouth and pussy respectively helped ensure that. But all Joy wanted to do was watch what was happening to Kim, and she made only the most perfunctory moves to touch Janice here and there. Janice eagerly kissed Joy on the mouth, but again Joy looked past her in an attempt to keep watching the action around Kim's two holes.


        Alan thought, Uh-oh, Janice is going to be seriously bummed. Why did I ever step into this mess between them? Joy is so obviously not a lesbian or even bisexual. Why can't Janice just accept that they've got a beautiful platonic friendship and leave it at that? It's not like Janice is a big lesbian herself; she's obviously way into guys. He watched while Janice tried to feed one of her breasts into Joy's mouth, but Joy almost rudely pushed her away. Man, I have a lot of talents, but matchmaker is not one of them.


        Alan was so focused on the problems between Janice and Joy that he hardly even paid attention to Kim. She was just another mouth on his cock, and he didn't really mentally register that he and Sean were doing the same woman.
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        He heard Janice ask Joy, "You don't think I'm attractive?" Janice mournfully held up her rejected breasts, and it looked like the waterworks were about to begin again.

      



      
        CHAPTER 9


        Alan could see problems afoot. The sex in the orgy hadn't been that good so far, and now a crisis was looming. It was time to do something drastic. All of a sudden, he yelled, "Switch! Janice, it's your turn!"


        Janice had nearly forgotten the rest of the action in the room. "What? My turn?"


        "Quick, Sean," Alan said, still trying to prevent any crying, "Don't ask questions, just tackle Janice! First one with his dick in her pussy wins the prize!"


        Sean didn't ask questions, even though it seemed an oddly short amount of time they'd been doubling up on Kim. Within seconds, they had Janice on all fours. Alan put his cock in Janice's pussy while Sean took the mouth.


        "Now that's what I'd call fast, Sean," Alan said flatteringly. "You've got the quick moves like Keanu Reeves in 'The Matrix.' Now let's see if we can get this puppy to cum!"


        Sean looked a bit stunned, mostly as he thought how this was just the latest weirdness in a long, strange afternoon. "I definitely took the red pill today, that's for sure," he mumbled. "What now, Morpheus?"


        "You're doing fine," Alan replied. "Just make sure that Janice proves her worth as cocksucker. Or we'll rotate again. Kim, sorry we were so quick with you, but we'll get back to you. You and Joy act as fluffers and make sure the three of us in the center of the action have fun."


        Kim went behind Sean, reached through his legs, and began playing with his balls. Joy saw what she was doing and did the same to Alan.


        Alan thought, Now things are starting to roll. Janice will forget about that little mishap with Joy in no time. I'm going to fuck her good to make sure of that. Let's see what this two guys on one girl thing is all about, anyways.


        Up to this point, Alan hadn't really seen what the big deal was with two guys on one girl sex. In fact, he figured he was doing the girls a favor, because he certainly didn't like to see Sean naked, and he avoided looking in that direction as much as he could.


        But then he heard Janice choking and looked to see her head buckle back as she momentarily rejected Sean's dick. "Sorry," she said, still gagging. "I lost concentration there and went too deep. Wow, I can't believe what a SLUT I am! I'm not performing my cocksucking duties properly because the big tree trunk in my pussy is driving me to distraction! And that's not even counting Kim and Joy joining in! Holy cow! I think I just crossed a line, from normal high school girl to bisexual fuck slut! Give me that cock, Sean! This cunt knows what to do with it! And you, Alan, fill me up with spunk! If I'm gonna go slut, I'm gonna go all the way!"


        Alan had always liked Janice a lot, and now he knew why. She had a certain intense and wild look in her gaze, and now he realized that look showed what kind of wild person she really was inside. The difference from the relatively easy-going Kim was obvious. Also obvious was the fact that Janice's sorrow over Joy was completely gone from her mind. She started bobbing on Sean with abandon.


        Alan saw that, and began plunging into her in time with her own forward thrusts over Sean's prick. It was then that he started to understand the pleasure of this kind of group sex. Soon, Sean and Alan had Janice caught in a relentless rhythm. Her whole body swayed back and forth, and the sight of her small but pale and firm breasts swinging underneath her was something to behold. Before long, Janice was no longer directing the action with Sean, but instead he was fucking her face mercilessly, thrusting his hips in and out in a perfect rhythm that kept her whole body swinging like a pendulum. XX01


        Janice began to cum. Naturally, she'd climaxed many times before during sex, but this was the first time she was unable to speak or shout about how great her vaginal penetration felt, because her mouth was stuffed full of cock. The realization of that fact hit her, and she came all the harder as a result.


        But not long after, Sean started shouting to Alan, "Dude! Help! I'm about to cum, but I don't want to! How do you keep going so damn long?"


        Alan shouted back, "Just stop! Stop! We'll stop and rest for a minute! Use those PC muscle techniques I was telling you about!" He could certainly see why Sean was having trouble holding out. Behind Alan, Joy now had her face buried in his ass crack and one of her hands still fondling his balls. She was part of the dance now, slowly swaying forwards and backwards as if she was on a heavily rocking ship. Alan could see that Kim was behind Sean and doing much the same to Sean's ass that Joy was doing to his own. They were like five parts of the same organism, a creature slowly swaying back and forth.


        But that soon came to an end, mostly with Alan's help.


        Janice cried out, "Damn! Don't stop! That's excellent! Fuck! I feel like the slut of sluts, and I'm loving it! I'm on all fours rutting like an animal, and I'm loving that, too! I'm an animal! A beast! These cocks OWN me! More! Give me more cock!"


        Alan had to practically tackle Janice to the ground because she wouldn't give Sean's cock a rest. After he'd pulled it from her mouth, she fought him for control of it so she could get both hands on it and shove it back in her mouth.


        A couple of minutes of rest to allow Sean to recover helped cool things down a bit. But Janice was indignant when Alan announced that it would be Joy's turn next.


        Kim was upset, too. "Hey! I got a bum deal! I got like the warm up job or something."


        Alan said, "Don't worry, we'll get back to you, too. There's plenty of cock here for everyone." He looked Sean in the eye, making sure not to look anywhere lower than that. "Dude, make absolutely sure you warn me if you're getting close to cumming again. If you have patience and take these little rests, it's amazing how long a guy can last. It's just that few have the ability to stop once they get rolling. You've cum three times this afternoon and I doubt you'll last longer than a fourth."


        "Dude, I came three times already? Shit! I did! And I'm still going! Man, this is so much better than masturbation!"


        Everyone had a good laugh at that, but they laughed with him, not at him.
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        Joy soon got the same treatment as Janice, and she enjoyed the doubled-ended sway just as much, though unfortunately she wasn't as lewdly vocal as Janice was.


        At first, Janice was content just to masturbate while watching Joy get plugged at both ends. The way she looked at Joy was almost frightening in its intensity.


        But after a while, Janice was no longer content just to watch. She took advantage of Joy's relative helplessness to work on Joy's tits rather than one of the guys, and this time Joy didn't seem to mind at all. Before long she was cumming hard, and Janice's hands were part of the reason. When she was done, she admitted that she'd never felt so slutty before in her life, and it felt good. She also said she never climaxed so often in so few minutes.


        Then the "fuck train" set its sight back on Kim. "Fuck train" was the name that spontaneously arose to describe the rocking three or more person chain. This time, it was great for her. Now Janice and Joy worked on Kim - and each other. As happened with Janice and Joy, Kim lost the central position when Sean got tired and had to rest.
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        Sean needed a more extended break this time, so Kim, Janice, AND Joy all got on their knees before Alan and shared cocksucking duties. There wasn't enough room for serious sucking, but they all were able to lick at the same time. After they got started, he realized this was the first time there had been three tongues on his cock at once. He kind of wished that this first had happened with some of his family four instead.


        It was then that Sean seemed to seriously appreciate how impressive Alan's sexual talents truly were. He said, "Shit, dude, I can't believe it. Doesn't that thing of yours EVER get tired?"


        "Yes, it does, Sean. It's taken me a couple of months of nearly non-stop fucking to get to this point. I've learned a lot of endurance tricks along the way. The main one is the PC muscle thing, and strategically timed pauses, so keep working at that. And you have no idea how often I've been forced to talk while being blown. It's getting to be second nature to me. But I'm just a little bit ahead of you in experience, and I reach my limits too. Right now, in fact. Girls, why don't you unleash your triple team attack on Sean for a while?"


        "Noooo!" Sean cried, knowing he couldn't hold out long against such a sexy attack.


        But they went after him anyway. They walked towards him shoulder to shoulder to shoulder, like a three-headed hydra.


        Sean nearly came just watching them come at him.


        Alan noticed that Janice and Joy were getting very physically close now. Janice was always the initiator, and it was always in the context of being with a man, either Sean or Alan or both, but Joy no longer seemed to resist. Janice nearly always seemed to have a finger or two in Joy's pussy, which was surprising, but what was really surprising was that eventually Joy had a finger in Janice's pussy.


        After the triple cocksucking, there was one more round of the "fuck train." The only problem was, it was so arousing for the girl in the middle that the "train ride" rarely lasted very long.
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        Again, Alan noticed that Janice and Joy always seemed to be touching in one way or another, Janice usually taking the lead.


        Finally, as Janice's turn came to an end, Alan looked at Sean and realized his friend badly needed release. He shouted, "Okay, Sean, on three, let that PC muscle go!"


        Sean did, and Alan did on his end, too (he was in Janice's pussy again, though this was just coincidence since Sean and Alan traded pussy and mouth positions more or less randomly). Janice had even bigger multiple orgasms than she did on her first "train ride," and the other girls soon frigged themselves to satisfaction as well.


        For a while the five of them lay resting on the floor in a big tangle of bodies. There was a little bit of talking here and there. The girls all complimented Sean and Alan's teamwork and insisted that this first "fuck train" wouldn't be their last. They noted that Dean was also on the acceptable SA-Club fuck list, and Janice in particular talked about how great it could be to have all three holes filled at once.


        But Janice made the most astute observation. She said to Alan, "I just realized something. That was a strategic fuck for you, wasn't it? I have a feeling this is all part of a strategy to get allies in your conflicts with the football team and Heather. You were saying earlier how you wanted to make sure we'd like being on your sex list so much that we'd never want to get off it. Well, you certainly succeeded in that!"


        The other girls laughed and agreed.


        Alan inwardly agreed that she was right about his motivations, though pure lust was an even bigger motivator. But he said diplomatically, "Can't I just want to have sex with three hotties without any ulterior motives?"


        But Janice said, "Yeah, it's just I don't think that's the only thought in your head. Not only that, but you seem to have turned us all into raving sex maniacs, and I'm not really joking with that. I mean, that double-ended penetration was, like, life changing! I'm going to have to seriously think about what happened to me here today."


        Joy said, "I know what you mean. However, Janice, I see one big flaw in his plan."


        "What's that, girlfriend?"


        "None of us are gonna go for that emeritus shit he was talking about earlier, that's for sure! Not after today. Dean has no idea how good his life is gonna be soon, and Sean is a very good lover, so those two guys could do it for us. But we want Alan on the fuck train!" She began singing Cat Stevens' song "Peace Train," but with changed lyrics:


        "Fuck Train holy roller,

        Alan get up on the Fuck Train

        Oh ah ee ah ooh ah,

        cum with the Fuck Train"


        The group broke into very loud laughter at that, but it also seemed to signal an end to the orgy. Before long both of the showers in the house were in use as everyone got cleaned up, but all five were so wiped out that there was no shower hanky-panky.


        As Alan said his good-byes to the girls at the front door of Kim's house, he managed to take Janice aside and have a private word with her. "Well, I tried my best to help you out with Joy, but I'm not really good at that kind of thing."


        She smiled. "That's all right. As you can see, it worked out. Not great, but okay."


        "I noticed. It seems that when the two of you are with a guy, Joy is much freer with her affections and runs her hands all over you."


        "Yeah." She tried to keep smiling, but she was fighting a frown.


        "Janice, I know what you're thinking. You're gonna try to build on that to get her to love just you, but I don't think it's gonna work. In a sexual frenzy, people's hands kind of end up anywhere. I imagine that in theory I could get so worked up that I might do something with a man, which is why I'm never gonna put myself in a position near another guy. In theory only, mind you. I hope to God I'll never have to be tested. Sometimes lust takes over and you don't know if you're coming or going, you know what I mean? I mean, seriously, there have been times lately where I've gotten so aroused that I pretty much didn't even know what my name was. But if you get Joy aroused in a situation like that, that doesn't mean that Joy is really even slightly lesbian, and she probably never will be."


        Janice looked like she was going to cry. "Well, I'll just have to take my pleasures where I can find them." It looked like she was going to say much more, but she merely added, "Thanks for all the help." She turned away and rushed back into the house to prevent him from seeing her upcoming tears.


        Alan felt confused about Janice and Joy. Had he helped or had he just made things worse? He didn't know. But he resolved to talk about the situation, without mentioning names, to wiser people like Suzanne or Xania, and continue to do what he could to help.

      



      
        CHAPTER 10


        Alan and Sean walked downstairs and out of Kim's house. They had their bicycles locked to poles and began to unlock them.


        Sean was shaking his head in wonder the whole time. He got his bicycle ready to go, then swung a leg over it. But then he paused and said, "Alan, dude, one question before we go."


        "What?" By that time Alan was also on his bicycle and ready to leave.


        "How do you do it, man? ... I mean, all the sex. All the women. You were nearly as nerdy as I was a couple of months ago, and now look at you! You have your own fan club! The friggin' "Service Alan Club," no less. If I read something like that in some pornography story I would just laugh at it being too over-the-top. I mean, what the HELL?! I've seen it with my own eyes, and I still can't really believe it!"


        Alan thought back to how things began: the wildly improbable medical verdict by Dr. Fredrickson, the unusually friendly nursing by Akami Fubuki, Suzanne's eagerness to help him reach his daily target, and so on. Step by step he had fallen into a life of sex, but the whole story was so bizarre that he knew recounting it would just freak Sean out even more. So he merely said, "It's like this. Some people are lucky. I've been wildly lucky. To win the lottery would be a come down from all the luck I've had lately. But it's also what you do with your opportunities that counts. I don't mean to brag, but I think I've handled my wild ride pretty well so far. That's what I'm trying to teach you: how to handle sex, love, and women."


        He paused and put his feet back on the ground, as he realized they'd be there a while. "Here's the thing. It's occurred to me that most men are bad lovers. They're horrible at sex. Sure, they teach sex ed in school, but they don't actually teach you how to fuck well. I don't think it's so much that I'm really good, although I guess I'm lucky with some physical traits like stamina, it's that I seem great in comparison to all the other guys. The thing is, most guys are just looking out for their own pleasure and don't care how much their girl enjoys it. And the guys who ARE good in bed let that go to their head and are usually arrogant assholes. Love 'em and leave 'em. I don't do that. I almost always get emotionally involved with the girl I have sex with. For instance, Joy and Janice are the two girls I probably know the least and have been with the least, but I even feel emotionally for them."


        He thought in particular about Janice's unrequited love for Joy. "And with an emotional attachment and true caring, the sex is soooo much better. Otherwise, you might as well be with a whore. Now I'm giving you the keys to the kingdom. You're a lot like me. You can benefit from all I've learned and have a harem of your own."


        Sean's eyes went wide at that. "You may find this hard to believe, dude, but I don't WANT a harem! Yes, I'll admit, the orgy just now was fantastic. No matter what happens, that experience is going to be burned into my brain for the rest of my life. But I'm in LOVE! I know you'll think I'm crazy, maybe you tried to shock me with Heather today to shock me out of love, but it didn't work. I see that some of the things you've been saying about Heather are true, but I still love her anyways."


        "Some?! Sean, ALL! From what you've seen today and what I've told you before, you still don't know the half of it. Would you like me to tell you some stories about what she's done?"


        "NO! Sorry, uh, I mean, no. Really, I can only take so much today and my brain is about to burst. I mean it's literally gonna explode like what happened to that guy's stomach in 'Alien'. There's too much to take! I'll concede that everything you say has been true so far and you're probably completely right about Heather, but give me time to adjust, for fuck's sake! Not only that, but why are you so keen on turning me off to her? Is it because you want her to yourself?"


        Suddenly Sean began to get angry, as he thought about his last statement. "Is this what this is all about, you're trying to remove me as competition, so you confuse me with orgies and say all these bad things about Heather? Well, it isn't going to work!"


        "Hold on! Dude! First off, I'm not going to sugar-coat this: you're no competitive threat when it comes to Heather. Until I started teaching you the ways of sex, you were just one more guy with a serious crush on her, one more guy looking all dreamy-eyed at her when she was walking down the halls. She didn't even know or care that you existed, and she still doesn't. You would never have had a snowball's chance in hell with her, and you know it. Only since I've started training you do you begin to have a ghost of a chance. I'm not trying to steal Heather from you, in fact, it's the complete opposite! I'm trying to throw her into your arms and get you up to snuff so you can have something lasting with her. But this is the kind of thanks I get?"


        Sean was feeling a little bit abashed, but not fully so. "But the orgy... You let me get carried away with lust. I cheated on her."


        "Listen, Sean. I'm not mad at you for doubting me, because the truth I'm trying to tell you is so wildly improbable. The fact is, I have half a dozen women right now whom I'm sleeping with regularly, whom I love deeply, and who are more attractive than Heather and a million times easier to be with than Heather. Why the hell do I need Heather?"


        Sean folded his arms and looked very skeptical. He didn't actually say "Who could be more attractive than Heather?" but it was obvious he was thinking it.


        Alan said, "I can see you're still doubting, so I'll tell you who one of them is. You know Amy's my official girlfriend. You might consider Heather better looking than Amy, but I don't. I'm also very intimate with Amy's mother Suzanne."


        "You're with Amy's mother?! HOLY fucking... Jesus H. fucking Christ! Mrs. Pestridge?! I'll concede that if there's a woman in this world technically sexier than Heather, it would have to be her. When she comes to any school event, it's like an awed hush falls over the whole place. But she's Amy's mother! You're doing both mother and daughter at the same time?"


        Alan smiled. "Not often enough."


        "What?! You mean you have them in bed at the same time even? My God! If my dick wasn't totally destroyed at the moment, I would be knocking this bike over with my hard-on. Christ!" Sean paused, then tentatively brought up a fond memory, uncertain how Alan would react. "Hey man, do you remember last year, how Mrs. Pestridge dressed at one of those parent-teacher conferences?"
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        Alan grinned as images of that night came back to him. "Do I remember? How could I forget? I assume you're talking about that business suit that showed off all her cleavage."


        "That's the one. Damn! You'd have to have gotten a yardstick to measure all the ivory skin in sight that night, 'cos a ruler just wouldn't have cut it. And those dark ruby-red lips and green eyes! And the way she walked, showing off so much leg! It's almost like she fucks, rather than walks, her way across a room."


        Alan laughed at that very apt description. "Pretty close!" He thought, Now that I know Mother better, I'll bet she must have had someone she was trying to seduce that evening because she rarely goes out in public quite that scandalously dressed. No doubt the lucky schmuck succumbed to her charms, whether he was married or not. I'm gonna make a mental note to get her to wear that suit again sometime.


        Smiling as he reveled in the fact that this incredible woman was all his now, he commented, "Every guy who saw her had to immediately sit down and cover their laps, if you know what I mean."


        "I do." Sean grinned and laughed like a naughty schoolboy, which wasn't very far off the truth. "The drag is, now I can't fantasize about her anymore... Hey, don't you call her Aunt Suzy sometimes? She's practically your second mother."


        Suddenly Alan doubted the wisdom of telling Sean about Suzanne, but it was too late to back out now. "Yeah, we've been really close. I shouldn't be telling you about her and me, but I'm putting my trust in you. Not only because you're my best friend these days, but also because you're vital to my plan."


        "I am? Plan? What plan?"


        Alan was relieved that Sean was going along with the change of topic. "My plan to get Heather out of my life. Turn her over to you. You saw the sex she and I had today, and it was great, but I have even better sex with the likes of Amy, Amy's mom, and others that I unfortunately can't mention by name since I want to respect their privacy. Incredible sex. Sex where you see stars, and that's not just a saying - it really happens. Sex where you're literally one with the universe. I tell you, the more I learn, the more I begin to think there's just no end to the amount of pleasure people can have having sex. I can't even begin to explain. Have you ever heard of a whole-body orgasm, for instance?"


        "A what?"


        "Remember that phrase and look it up on the Internet tonight. That'll give you a sense of what I'm talking about. I have a whole bevy of women whom I love deeply and I can't spend enough time with. If I never saw Heather again, I'd be a happy guy, because it would mean I could spend more time with the likes of Amy and her mother. Well, that's not entirely true - I do have a certain fondness for the blonde bitch, if only because she's such a character - but on balance my life would be a lot easier without her. But Heather's got her claws in me and I can't just walk away or all hell will break loose. You have no idea how powerful she is at school or how vengeful she can be. I just want peace and happiness; I don't want to deal with her endless psycho-dramas."


        Sean said, "I don't know about all that, but DAMN! I think she's just about the hottest girl on the entire planet! I could put up with some drama if I could grope her, her... well, you get the idea." He turned bashful, as he wasn't used to talking frankly about sex with Alan or anyone else for that matter.


        "Good," Alan replied. "You need to step in, if you think you can handle it. It's like that scene in 'Raiders of the Lost Ark' where Harrison Ford is in that jungle cave where the big boulder rolls behind him. Remember just before that, when he steals that golden idol statue and he replaces it with another object of the same size and weight to prevent all hell from breaking loose? That's exactly what I'm trying to do here. You'll take my place in Heather's life."


        "But all hell DID break loose," Sean pointed out. "The replacement wasn't exactly the same, so all the traps were sprung, like that big boulder getting released. Hell DID break loose! He nearly got flattened!"


        "Hmmm. Good point. This is going to be a risky operation, true. That's why you have to be trained and ready. You're not ready for Heather yet. I've put you on the fast track because each day I seem to get deeper into Heather's grasp. You should have seen what happened before school this morning for instance, but that's a story for another time. But that's why I'm pretty much trying to turn the S-Club over to you."


        "What? That does not compute. Putting me with other women will just draw my affections and energy away from Heather, won't it? I mean, I'm not in love with them, but I have to admit Kim, Janice and Joy are pretty cool. Still, what happened today has to be the last time for me with any of those three. I don't care how big a slut Heather is; I have to be true to her in order to respect myself." He seemed pained to admit Heather was a slut.


        "Sean, Sean, Sean. You have so much to learn about the girl you say you love. Not only do you still need more sexual practice with the likes of those three before you can have any hopes with Heather, but you NEED a harem of your own. Heather isn't going to respect anyone without at least, say, six sex slaves."


        Sean's heart skipped a beat and he stood slack-jawed. "Did you just say 'sex slaves'?"


        "I did. Perhaps I got carried away there. Let's say fuck partners. You see, Heather's not into loyalty or monogamy. She might say otherwise, but I know what she really wants. She'll fuck anyone she wants to fuck, male or female. She won't respect anyone who pledges undying loyalty and devotion to her."


        "Huh? Why not?"


        "Well, she thinks loyal is boring. Complete devotion is for suckers. Anyone loyal can be taken for granted and basically tossed aside. She wants challenge and competition. She wants a sexual superstar who's fucking as many, or better yet, more people than she is. That's like a calling card that shows the person is worthy of her attention. The more she has to fight her way to the top of the heap, the more she loves it. Plus, she's got me as her standard now, and she knows roughly how many women I'm with. My replacement has got to be similarly impressive. Of course, I'm talking about the Heather of today. We're going to try to change that. Remember, first you have to be attractive to the bitchy Heather, and only then can you start to change her and bring out the angel hidden inside that we both briefly glimpsed today."


        "But Alan! Dude! What you're suggesting here is soooo not going to happen. For one thing, I know I'm looking a gift horse in the mouth, but maybe I don't want a harem. Call me weird. Sure, I'd love the sex, but at what price? I have to admit, I have kind of a dark side. When I was fucking three girls at once just now, I felt like a big shot. I loved it, living like a lord. When you tell me you're fucking a mother and daughter at the same time, I'm like, 'Yeah! Do them both!' I get off on the sinfulness of it all. I'm so twisted that I even get thoughts of ordering them to kiss each other. I'm sorry. I'm not thinking about those two in general; I don't even let myself think about Amy in any sexual way since she's your girlfriend. I'm just talking about the 'mother and daughter together in bed' kind of thing."


        Alan thought, Hmmm. Maybe I might be able to tell him about all the incest stuff some day, if he has that kind of attitude. Maybe he's even more twisted than I am. But he's certainly got to pass a lot more loyalty and trustworthiness tests before I'd entrust him with that deep secret, even if he's totally okay with the general idea.


        Sean was continuing, "Then, when you said 'sex slaves' just now, well, you don't want to know what that does to me. You seem to have not let it all go to your head, but I'd probably go power mad at the first opportunity. That's why I need to be a one girl kind of guy. When I think of what I might be capable of with all kinds of women at my beck and call, well, I don't want to open that Pandora's Box."


        "Sean, I appreciate your honesty, and believe me, I'm grappling with the power issue every day. Sometimes I feel like I'm on the verge of losing it completely. That's one reason why I like talking to you, because finally there's another guy starting to understand what I'm going through. I'm hoping that we can help each other, keep an eye on each other to fight the whole power-mad thing. But in your case, having a harem is the only way to make headway with Heather. I'll be completely and brutally frank. You don't stand a chance of having her take you seriously as a long-term prospect unless you show her you're an amazing sex stud keeping many other girls well fucked. Competition is such a big motivator for her; you HAVE to use that as a lever or she'll ride all over you. Either go all out, or give up on her right now. There's no point in doing something in between because that's guaranteed to fail. I understand her mindset some. If you follow the path I've set for you, I think you really can win her heart in the long run, at least as much as anyone can."


        "But dude! I'm no sex stud. I'm a nerd who happens to have muscles from playing sports. I was a complete virgin until this last week! There is no fucking way I will come CLOSE to your sexual skill. Ever. No way!"


        "Don't be so sure," Alan said. "Ask Janice, or Joy, or Kim. I'm sure they weren't caring who was attached to whose dick when things were hot and heavy on the 'fuck train' up there." He nodded upward towards Kim's bedroom. "It was all equally good. True, I didn't really give that session my all, but you're just as handsome as me, just as athletic as me, and just as smart as me. Smarter, in fact. If I can learn things like how to give a whole-body orgasm, you can too."


        "That's not true," Sean complained. "I saw your very special way with Heather. Maybe some of that can be taught, but not all of it. What you did was natural talent, plain and simple. You knew just where to touch her and when, just what to say, everything! I'd have to have sex a thousand times before I could even begin to hope to do what seems to come naturally to you."


        "You've got a point there. I do seem to have a special affinity for this. In fact, I love fucking so much that I'm beginning to wonder if sex is pretty much going to be my main occupation from now on. I'm happily addicted. But don't count yourself out. You're way ahead of where I was at this point in my sexual development. You may discover talents you didn't even know you had. I did, and completely surprised myself. Maybe instead of having to compare yourself to me you'll end up doing something with Heather that's different but just as good. Who knows. You won't know until you try. If you're really serious about your love for her, you have to take risks. You have to risk the power-mad thing, the rejection, the not measuring up, and much more. But here's the thing. No matter what the final outcome is, I know you're going to live life to the fullest and have a hell of a time on the journey there. So what's it going to be?"


        Sean stared off into space for some time, and then looked intently into Alan's eyes. "Okay. I'm in."


        "Good. I thought as much. I didn't just pick you at random. I think you have what it takes, and in fact your hesitancy and moral qualms help convince me I picked the right guy. Now, let's get moving. My ass is starting to hurt standing halfway on my bike like this, and I'm already way late getting home."


        Sean pushed off and began to bicycle down the street. He still seemed confused and conflicted, and the hurt about what he'd seen and learned about Heather was still visible on his face. "So. You're really gonna set me up with a harem so I can train for Heather, huh?"


        Alan bicycled alongside his friend. He grinned. "It's a tough assignment for ya, but someone's got to do it. You should see the surprise I have planned for you tomorrow."


        "Unreal. Unreal. Just insanely unreal!" Sean reluctantly grinned too. "But please, no more surprises! That whole closet thing - I'm STILL recovering from the shock!"
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        CHAPTER 1


        Alan felt bad. Horrible, actually. Physically, he was a wreck. First, he'd pretty much fucked the afternoon away, and that was only the culmination of a very busy sex-filled day. His body was exhausted. His penis was lifeless and sore. Not only that, but now he had to bicycle back home from Kim's house, and it was a long and hilly ride. But worse than all that, he felt bad mentally. He knew that he'd screwed up. The plan for the SA-Club had been to surprise Sean with the display of anal sex with Heather, and then leave not long after that, leaving Sean and the remaining girls to have fun with each other. But he'd gotten sucked in and completely forgotten that it was a Tuesday.


        Now that he was bicycling home alone (Sean having soon split off to go to his own neighborhood), all he could think about was the fact that Susan was undoubtedly waiting for him, waiting to play. But he knew there was simply no way he could get sexually aroused. He'd come to know just what his penis could and couldn't do, and there was no doubt that it would need a few hours of rest at least before it could show any signs of life again. He needed a couple hours of rest generally speaking, thanks to his body's continuing energy problems. He prayed that Susan would be understanding and allow him a nap. Then he'd do his best to sexually pleasure her in the time remaining before his planned "non-romantic" dinner date with Christine.


        He cycled home as fast as he could to have more nap time, but ironically that only left him more in need of a nap.


        Alan parked his bicycle in the garage and dragged himself into the house. He was sweaty from the ride and so tired that he could hardly put one foot in front of the other. He heard clanging sounds in the kitchen and knew that had to be Susan.


        He considered going straight up to his bedroom and avoiding the kitchen altogether, hoping not to see his mother until after he woke from his nap. But he knew that would be cowardly and unfair. He needed to apologize for his current state and promise her better things for the evening and the night. After all, tonight would be the first time he was officially scheduled to sleep in the same bed as his mother the whole night long. He knew he was going to need a lot of energy for that big event.


        [image: Susan]

        He shuffled into the kitchen and looked around.


        Susan was over by the dishwasher, standing with her back to him, putting clean glasses away in the cupboard. She was wearing her French maid uniform for a change, the skirt of which barely concealed her behind, and her high heels. She was standing almost ramrod straight with her feet together, presenting him with a perfect view of her long shapely legs from behind, as she transferred the last few clean glasses from the upper rack of the dishwasher to the cupboard. She was even whistling a happy little tune that he had heard before somewhere, but in his current state of exhaustion he was too tired to try and place it.


        Ordinarily, the sight of his mother in her French maid outfit would have gotten a quick rise out of his penis, but he was in no shape for that. He coughed to clear his throat and said, "Hi Mommy. I've got some bad news. I'm soooo tired. So very tired. Some things kind of came up that I couldn't get out of. I know it's a Tuesday and everything, but would you mind if I take a nap first? I promise I'll make it up to you tonight. Everything has just hit me all at once and I literally can barely even stand on my own two feet."


        To his surprise, Susan didn't turn around, say anything, or even give the slightest sign she'd heard him. In fact, the only thing she did was to close the cupboard and dishwasher, and then continue standing there silently erect with her back to him.


        He felt horrible. This morning before he'd left for school, he'd promised Susan that there would be some motherfucking when he got home, and instead he'd gone and exhausted himself in an orgy with a bunch of cheerleaders. If there was one overarching guide for his behavior his entire life, it was to always do his best so he'd never disappoint his loving mother. But he tried to justify himself by the fact that sometimes his penis had its limits.


        He knew he could walk over and fondle her ass cheeks with his weary hands, and maybe even rub his completely flaccid penis up and down her labia and butt crack. He might even somehow rouse up enough energy to eat her out. But he knew that would be disappointing for both of them. She wanted a deep and profound filling of hard throbbing cock, and anything less wouldn't do.


        He turned and began to walk back out of the kitchen to his room, but he kept his head turned back, looking at the hinted curves of her ass so temptingly peeking out from under her skirt, and looking to see if she'd turn and react. She didn't.


        He'd almost left the room when Susan said in a very disapproving and disparaging tone, without turning to face him, "So. Very. IM-proper."


        Alan instantly halted in his tracks. On one hand, he almost felt like laughing at Susan's reference to her notorious tag-line, "so very improper," which evoked the seemingly ancient days when she'd actually resisted his advances. But more seriously, her words hit him like a slap in the face. It was no laughing matter at all. This was no mild or half-hearted protest; this was an angry, scathing rebuke. He almost felt like bursting into tears. On one hand, he would rather chew off his own leg than disappoint her in any way. But on the other hand, he'd been fucking for over two hours, nearly non-stop, and his penis was sore and lifeless. He was so sleepy he was nearly swooning. He didn't know what to do.


        He turned back and tentatively asked, "Um, Mommy?" But there was no answer forthcoming.


        He'd been about to walk out of the kitchen through the living room rather than through the hallway he'd come in from. That happened to put him near the counter that separated the kitchen from the dining room but on the other side of the kitchen from where Susan was still standing, perched tall and stiffly straight on her high heels with her back to him. He thought that she'd say something to him now for sure. She seemed to be seething with a barely controlled anger from the little he could glimpse of her face. But still, she didn't say a word.


        She had been standing at the counter with her feet together, but now she took a step back without turning. In complete silence she slowly spread her ankles apart until they were about two feet from each other. Then, ever so slowly, she bent over, keeping her legs perfectly straight and her upper body completely stiff as she rotated at the hips. She came down until her body was bent at a perfect ninety degree angle and her bountiful breasts were pressed hard against the cold counter top, the pillowy soft flesh spilling out on either side of her torso for lack of anywhere else to go.


        [image: Susan]

        Her French maid uniform was cut so that half of her ass cheeks were exposed if she was standing up perfectly still. But as she bent over, all of her firm round globes came into view. As she slowly leaned over onto the countertop, her skirt rode up over her backside and her pussy rotated into view. This revealed that she wasn't wearing any underwear.


        When her breasts were finally supporting her upper body, her hands slid around, behind, and then up the backs of her thighs until they reached her buttocks, moving any traces of her skirt aside in the process. Her fingers took a firm hold of the inviting flesh there, and she pulled her ass cheeks apart as wide as they could go, all without uttering a single sound.


        Alan felt his mother's silent anger; clearly, she was still seething. But even more than that, she was aroused. He looked at her pussy beneath her spread open ass cheeks: it was soaked and leaking. Furthermore, even from across the room he could see her asshole was glistening with lube, and silently clenching and relaxing before his very eyes. In fact, both of her holes were shaking. Actually, now that he was paying attention, her whole body seemed to be shaking.


        In a flash, he realized that despite everything he'd said and his obvious exhaustion, she wasn't deterred in the least. She had full confidence that he was about to give her the fucking of a lifetime, so much so that her whole body was trembling in anticipation and in mute invitation.


        He practically staggered at her confidence in his sexual abilities. He felt a stirring in his loins and looked down. To his great surprise, he saw that his penis had gone from a flaccid little thing to fully erect and throbbing for action in a matter of seconds. There was a huge tent in his shorts threatening to tear them right off. In a daze, he silently pulled his shorts down and stepped out of them.


        His brain was still trying to play catch up when he found himself moving silently forward, as if sleepwalking on autopilot, towards her. It was almost as if her exposed ass was reeling his penis in like a fish on a hook, pulling the rest of him along behind.


        He was still completely baffled by what seemed to be happening to him, until a memory of Susan talking to him the week before floated to the surface of his tired mind: "I want you to violate my boundaries more often! From now on, whenever you want to or need to really 'get my attention,' there's one way that's the best way to do it. Push your penis all the way into my ass and flex it around! Don't tell me you're going to do it or ask for my permission, just bend me over and stretch my asshole around your big, fat, hard, manly cock-meat any time you feel like it. You know my ass is always ready for you now, so there's no need for words whenever you stuff my butt with your humongous prick. This will henceforth be the proper way to 'get my attention' in the future and I will expect you to do it properly at each and every opportunity that presents itself, from now on. Do I make myself clear?"


        As he came out of his trip down memory lane, his hazy fog of exhaustion seemed to disperse slightly, to be replaced by a rising tide of lust. He thought, Dang! This just shows that I'll never get tired of fucking my mom, never! She has such a power over me. She's the most sexual creature on the face of the Earth, more than Suzanne, more than anybody! To get tired of her bombshell body would be like getting tired of eating or breathing. My God, am I going to FUCK her! And she clearly wants me in her ass and not her cunt; otherwise she wouldn't be holding her ass cheeks open like that, silently begging me to take that hole.


        He looked down and saw his throbbing, rock hard erection hovering just a few inches away from her mouthwateringly luscious backside, aching to penetrate the hole being so selflessly offered. He realized he too was trembling with excitement as he stepped forward towards her hungrily clenching anus.

      



      
        CHAPTER 2


        Alan wanted to surprise his mother, so rather than grab her ass cheeks to steady himself and help make sure his erection hit the target, he held his stiffness with one hand and guided it right to her well-lubed asshole. She was bent over so obscenely right in front of him that he hardly had to step forward to make contact.
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        He hit the bull's eye right away. As the bulbous cockhead tried to fit through, he suddenly grabbed both ass cheeks and held on for dear life, squeezing and pushing and clenching as he drove his stiff throbbing pole all the way home into her lusty asshole.


        He thought back to his experience with Amy the night before, and how it took so long to get his penis into her, but this was completely different. He went all the way into his mother's ass in a single, long, deeply sensual stroke. That's not to say it was an easy or loose fit; far from it. In fact, she was excruciatingly tight the whole way in. He felt like he was creating a new hole in his mother's soft flesh rather than merely filling one, and he put so much pressure on her as he went in that he worried he would injure her.


        She still didn't say a word, but she couldn't help but exhale deeply. Her big breath said more than words could convey. The whoosh of air carried a tremendous sense of relief and satisfaction. Her hands had let go of her splayed out ass around the time he had grabbed hold of her with both of his hands, and now she grabbed the counter edge for dear life instead.


        Then she breathed in deeply, which also said much. She was steeling herself for an upcoming battle with orgasmic ecstasy, the battle to endure her son's merciless, seemingly endless pounding, to get through all the upcoming orgasms and multiple orgasms without passing out. She knew that no matter how tired he had just been (and she certainly knew he was very tired indeed), he was going to ride her like a cowboy racing a horse across the countryside. There was nothing she loved better than to be used by him in this manner.


        She was still angry as hell that he had even thought for a minute that he could NOT properly greet her upon arriving home, because she knew he didn't absolutely have to go to the SA-Club orgy or stay so long. But that anger was fuel for her lust, and at the same time she felt a great deal of contentment, knowing that with her son's thick erection now fully filling one of her holes, all was well in the world.


        He needed to take some time to recover from that deep push all the way into his mother's ass. He felt his penis inside her ass throb and bounce a couple of times as his pulse raced and his heart pounded in his chest. He began to pant in short breaths, but otherwise he kept his penis where it was. The fit was so tight, and her rectal walls all around his shaft grasped him with such an insistently snug pressure, that it seemed to him his penis would never move again.


        But as he rested, he could feel the adrenaline begin to flow. His energy level surged, making him feel like The Incredible Hulk. One minute earlier, he'd been wondering if he could remain standing until he reached his bed, but now he felt he could lift an automobile with his bare hands.


        Suddenly, he pulled his hard-on back until it nearly escaped her tight hole, but then he rammed it forward again with all his might.


        She let out an extremely loud and satisfied gasp of contentment. Her gasp was so loud it was nearly a scream. She couldn't keep silent any longer, and in a voice still angry and mocking and yet somehow also loving and surprisingly calm, she said, "Oh. Hi Tiger. Mommy didn't hear you come in."


        He smiled, knowing that she'd heard him perfectly well. He flexed his penis inside her for extra effect, and then ground his hips against hers. He grimaced with exertion as he pushed in still deeper and said, "Oh, I'm in all right. In deep!" He pulled nearly all the way out, and then slammed forward so hard that her body shook all over.


        She groaned with longing and satisfaction as her asshole was emptied and then refilled so forcefully by her son. As he rested briefly from that tremendous body slam, she arched her back up and shamelessly gasped a pure orgasmic sound that couldn't be described, but which expressed utter joy. An anal orgasm ripped through her, to the very core of her being. But she was just getting warmed up, and she knew he was just getting warmed up too.


        He rode out her deliciously clenching muscle spasms, then pulled his penis back and drove it home for a third time. He was a little slower and a little less brutal now, because he wanted to get into more of a regular rhythm instead of one violent full penetration after another.


        But before he could do that, she looked back over her shoulder with eyes both simultaneously angry and shining with love, and said, "So, how was your day, dear?" She flexed her rectal muscles around his fullness, squeezing him so hard that it felt like his brain was melting.


        It was so indescribably pleasurable being there, deep inside her, getting his penis milked from top to bottom, that he found he couldn't move for another thrust just yet. He was captive to the incredibly talented things she was doing with her muscles.


        She thought, Good God, he loves me! I just want to shout to the whole world how much he loves me, and how good he makes me feel! I especially love that I could make him hard even when he's completely dead to the world. I wonder who he fucked at his SA-Club meeting. I hope he nailed Heather. She needs to be tamed by a fat cock. And Janice. She's a hot little redhead. Hell, I'll bet he did 'em all! That gets me SO HOT! Has any mommy ever been so blessed with such a studly son?! Thank you, Lord!


        She began rocking her hips back and forth ever so slightly, pushing back into his groin, wetting his balls with her leaking pussy juice. Her anal channel felt hot and buttery - there was so much heat churning up from her insides, surrounding his buried erection, that he was absolutely stunned. He realized that Amy's ass might be tighter, and Heather's might be stronger, but Susan's ass was just as incredible as either of those in its own way. Her asshole felt safe, welcoming, and somehow comforting. Putting his erection snugly into his mother felt like coming home after a long journey. He realized just how right it was to greet her like this, with a thorough buttfucking, after coming home from a long day at school.


        "I'm sorry I didn't 'get your attention' properly when I came in, Mommy."


        Her asshole flexed and fluttered in warm acceptance and forgiveness. "That's all right, Tiger. At least you came to your senses and remembered how to do it properly. You'll remember better next time, won't you?" she said wistfully, as she clamped down on him with her internal strength until he couldn't move again.


        Alan felt his eyes rolling back and his brain start liquefying again from the pleasure he was feeling. "Yes, Mommy, I'll remember next time." He thought, There's absolutely no way I'm going to be forgetting this!


        After feeling all that pleasure, he decided it was time to give back and then some. The energy and adrenaline were still coursing through his veins, so he finally began to get into a groove. He resumed thrusting with long and deep strokes, but he was very regular now, very rhythmic. In and out he plowed, marveling at how easily his penis could slide through her hot and buttery channel, and yet at the same time he felt so very tightly squeezed. It was like every last little bit of his penis was being fellated, a thousand tongues on him all at once.


        He chugged along for some time, moving with a steady metronomic pace like a train riding down a train track. He noticed that she was humming again. It was the same catchy tune that she'd been humming when he first came into the kitchen. He was puzzled because he was certain he'd heard the song around the house a good deal lately, but he couldn't place where it came from.
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        Little did he know, but the song was her own creation, "The Alan Song." She'd slightly adjusted the words that ran through her mind to better fit the occasion, She repeated over and over:


        I am Alan's hole

        In the kitchen here he'll take control

        I am Alan's ass

        He's gonna fuck my butt hard, fast, fast, fast

        I am Alan's butt

        He owns it all, his mommy slut


        Before long, the sounds of her humming turned more to grunting as the intensity and speed of their fucking slowly increased.


        Inevitably, with all the heat and friction, he felt the urge to climax well up inside him. In fact, the need to cum came upon him so quickly that he had to nearly pull out. He grabbed his penis at the base, and then again just below the cockhead, and he squeezed hard with both hands. He figured that if one emergency technique to prevent cumming didn't work, the other one would.


        He sighed with relief as the urge to cum passed. But ever so briefly he felt all of his weariness return. He slumped over his mother, resting on her back, inadvertently driving his stiff pole all the way into her ass yet again.


        She smiled and thought, That's my boy! He's no normal motherfucker, that's for sure! Most mommy fuckers would have given up their incestuous seed right there, but not my Tiger! He's just getting started! Us harem nymphos have to earn our cum loads with a lot of hard work and hard fucking. I spied him through the window over the sink and I saw how utterly dead to the world he was, but look at him now! He's doing his Mommy proud. He's putting me in my place! Mommy is Tiger's very proud and happy after-school sperm dump! If he only knew just how strong a fantasy he's filling right now! Filling literally and figuratively, hee-hee!


        I wonder if he remembers that this is the outfit I was wearing the first time he fucked me up the ass. I don't know if he fully understands just how strong my anal need is. He knows that I could get off over and over merely from sucking his cock, and he knows how his thick dick belongs deep inside Mommy's cunt. And he certainly knows that my big tits were made just for his hands to fondle and his cock to slide through and his mouth to suck on. But does he know that my ass is just as needy as all the rest of me? Every square inch of Mommy's hot body has been designed to give my son the utmost in incestuous pleasure! That's what I do now, that's what I live for. But then again, how will he know all that unless I tell him?


        "Thank you so much for 'getting my attention' properly, Tiger," Susan panted. "I know it's more than a bit selfish of me to have you greet me like this, but Mommy needs it so bad! Mommy's a completely insatiable slut for son-cock! I promise I won't always be this demanding, but I got so angry, thinking about you fucking all those dozens of hot, sweaty, juicy, teen twats at the orgy. I know that it's only right and proper that you fuck all the busty babes at school into submission, but not on a Tuesday! Please? Not on a Tuesday?"


        He laughed, happy to see that her anger was finally dissipating. "Mommy, it was only three cheerleaders, not dozens. Well, four, actually." He briefly chuckled at the absurdity of "only" four cheerleaders. "And I promise I won't be so late again. There's no one in the world I want to make happy more than you, nobody! It just about broke my heart to see you disappointed like that when I couldn't get it up. I couldn't stand it!"


        She was so eager, especially after hearing his virile admission that he'd just fucked four cheerleaders in a single afternoon, that she figured he'd already had enough time to rest. She began squeezing and flexing her rectal muscles around his penis in extremely delightful ways. It wasn't just a matter of on or off; now that she'd calmed down a bit she began trying some of the more advanced tricks that she and Suzanne had been working on in recent days. She started by squeezing around one end of his penis and then letting the pressure of her grip roll along his length much the same way that a crowd in a sports stadium will stand up to perform "the wave." A wave of pleasure coursed through his penis as she did this, but no sooner did she finish than she did the same starting from the other end.


        Alan was so surprised that his mouth gaped open and closed like a gasping fish. He'd had no idea such anal finesse was possible. He'd felt Heather's rectum rippling up and down his length before, but this was somehow completely different from that.


        But at the same time she was doing this, she spoke casually, showing just how easily she could do these tricks. "Tiger, my lover, I have a secret. This isn't just a fulfillment of the fantasy I was telling you about last week, the one where I told you to 'get my attention' by surprising me with a delicious cock stuffing up my butt. I loved how you didn't even touch me first, you didn't even go slow, you just crammed that whole huge thing into me in one massive thrust! What a good son! But actually, that kind of fantasy goes back a ways. What I mean is that long before I mentally allowed myself to dream of getting a good cunt stuffing from you, I channeled a lot of my energies into, um, anal domination fantasies."


        "Mom! Stop!" he cried out urgently.


        "What?"


        "That anal flexing thing you're doing, God, it's so good! But I'm about to blow, and I can't even pull out when you're doing that."


        "What, you mean this?" She let another ripple of flexing pleasure roll back and forth along the length of his erection, and then giggled with glee.


        "Yes, that!" He was sweating bullets, struggling not to cum too soon.


        She smiled from ear to ear, deeply satisfied that he was enjoying her new technique so much. "Oopsie. I'll stop. I'm so glad you like that, because, for once, that's something I seem to be able to do no problem while Suzanne can't do it at all. If you really like it when I'm doing THIS" - she did it again - "then that almost makes up for the fact that Suzanne's tongue is over an inch longer than mine. That woman is unreal. I'm soooo envious about all the things her tongue can do to your fat cock that mine can't!"


        "Mommy, I love it, but please!"


        "Oops. Such fun! But as I was trying to tell you, I've been having anal sex fantasies for so long. Pretty much since the start of November, so almost a full month now. In my fantasies, you completely owned my ass, which of course you do now, and I had to spread my cheeks for you at every opportunity! Why, I even imagined you plowing my ass while we were on the front lawn, and the postman walked by with a big look of surprise on his face! But almost always, the fantasies involved you doing me here in the kitchen, usually when you came home from school."


        She sighed in happy remembrance. "You know how much time I spend working in the kitchen, and for this past month, half the time I'm in here I'm fantasizing about you silently sneaking up on me and buggering my ass. For some reason, more often than not the fantasy has me just keep on doing what I was doing, washing the dishes or whatever, while you drill my poor little ass into oblivion! I'd often think about casually asking in mid-fuck, 'How was your day, dear?' as though stretching my horny asshole around your big, thick, hot fuckmeat was a perfect normal, everyday occurrence, and today I actually was able to say those very words! That made me so, well, as you kids say it, totally psyched!"


        She giggled, and then continued, "To tell you the truth, Tiger, my anal fantasies started that day that you were putting suntan lotion on all of us and were sliding your big fat mommy-splitter back and forth through my slippery ass crack. God, you got me so hot doing that! Even though I was fanatical about boundaries back then, since you were allowed to touch my ass to 'get my attention' I couldn't help but think that if you were to spread my ass open and cram your cock all the way up my butt that you would REALLY get my attention!"


        She giggled some more. "I thought at first that it would hurt terribly. I was really scared of what would happen if you did shove your huge man meat into my tiny little asshole, but it was also so terribly arousing to think about! I also thought that if I could take you in my ass, maybe that would satisfy you and we wouldn't have to perform the greatest of incestuous sins, vaginal intercourse. Fortunately I was so wrong and you take all my holes whenever you like now, because I'm your sinful mommy slut."


        She grinned and playfully squeezed his stiffness between her flexing butt cheeks. "It wasn't until I talked with Xania that I realized I needed you just as much as you needed me, that there was nothing wrong with my anal needs and fantasies, and that it was wrong to suppress them and feel shame about them. I was so jealous of Suzanne at first, when you fucked her in the ass that first time, but then when I realized that you'd liked it I resolved to become your butt slut mommy and started having fantasies about you fucking me up the ass all the time."


        Susan turned her head to look at Alan, the love shining in her eyes, "I don't know why, but when you put your mommy-splitter in my tight little ass, I feel loved by you in a way that I've never known before. It's the total act of submission. I feel so alive and free and happy when your big cock is in my butt."


        He was having a hard time talking, as he teetered on the edge of a great climax. But he managed to gasp out, "Isn't that...?"


        "A contradiction? You might think so, but not me. To me, submission IS freedom! I'm free to let go, free to love you and serve you with all my heart! I don't have to try to hold back and pretend to be normal, or live a complete lie. I'll never be a repressed prude of a woman ever again, so long as my son fucks me in the ass. So please, don't ever let me go nearly a week without a good hard buttfucking again. Your mommy needs her buttfucks!"


        While she was talking, he was listening but also thinking. Whether she knew it or not, she had him in the palm of her hand, and he didn't like that. He was right on the edge of cumming, and yet she wasn't obeying his command to stop her talented anal squeezing. Every so often, maybe about every twenty or thirty seconds, she'd give him another squeeze to keep him nearly mad with desire. He was fighting for his life not to cum, clenching his PC muscle like crazy. He felt he had to get back on top of things to retain total control of his favorite bouncy and milky mommy slut.

      



      
        CHAPTER 3


        Suddenly, the kind of creative inspiration that helped make him such a desired lover struck him, as he realized the silverware drawer was just within reach. As she continued to talk, he reached out, opened the drawer, and pulled out a sharp knife.
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        Normally, he would never have thought of bringing a knife anywhere near her. Her skin was far too perfect for him to want to chance nicking her, even if the odds were extremely low. She had no freckles, no moles, no bumps, no scars - virtually nothing on her skin of any kind except delightfully peachy and nearly invisible short light hair. An airbrush artist would have had nothing to do to her, except maybe cover up some unsightly veins on her feet and hands that inevitably came with age. However, he had an idea he just had to try and he promised himself that he'd use a knife this one time only.


        She felt the knife press against the skin of her arm and she shivered with excitement. She stopped her intermittent anal squeezing, which gave him a chance to calm down enough to more or less talk coherently.


        As he lightly held the knife against her skin, he asked, "Mommy, you've been a very naughty pair of big tits, haven't you?"


        "Goodness gracious!" she panted. Her son had never called her a "pair of big tits" before, and she loved it. She repeated it back just to make sure he knew she enthusiastically approved. "This big pair of big tits is so sorry, Son. Mommy's nothing but a pair of round, milky, huge, and needy tits! And hard and even more needy nipples. I need to pay! I need to get spanked! What exactly did I do wrong to deserve a royal assfucking, by the way, my cum-filled boy?"


        Pulling the knife away, he reached underneath her and found her slit. He pushed two fingers in and rapidly located her G-spot. "It's your outfit. While I love the way it says, 'I live to serve my son and drain him of cum,' it covers up too much of your skin. True, it leaves your ass and cunt exposed for all to see, but what about your tragically covered fun bags? Not to mention the nice bits in between? Your flat and toned stomach, for instance? I could spend years just running my hands over your hips and stomach, but this outfit is in the way."


        "I'm so sorry, but I-"


        "It's too late! I'm gonna fix it right now!" Knife still in hand, he reached down and cut the back of her maid uniform in two with one non-stop but careful cut. The cloth fell to both sides of her torso and he pulled it away, leaving her naked. He tossed the knife into the kitchen sink.


        "Oh my God! It's too much!" Susan was so excited that he'd cut her clothes off that she began to cum hard. She was so horny that she felt dizzy. Tingles of excitement were shooting up and down her spine and all over her body, with everything seemingly wired to her clit.


        As soon as she started to recover, she began frantically squeezing her anal muscles around her son's penis. She was so eager to please him that she no longer tried her talented but subtle flexing, but instead seemed to be attempting to squeeze the entire thing off.


        He barked, "Mommy-slut, that's much better! From now on, I never want to see you wear any clothes again! Ever! Inside the house or out! Your body is so hot that I want to see all of it, all the time!"


        "Oh God!" she screamed with shock, fear, and delight. She hardly knew what to respond to, the knife or his latest arousing comments. She felt like she could climax again already. "You cut my clothes off! You actually sliced them right in two! Dear God!" Then the full weight of his command not to wear clothes hit her and she shrieked, "You can't mean it!" The way he was massaging her G-spot while thrusting into her ass over and over was more than she could take, and it was all she could do to say that much.


        In fact, he didn't mean it. He knew that sometimes a partly clothed woman looked sexier than a completely naked one, and variety is the spice of life, after all. But she didn't need to know that at the moment. Unable to endure any more of her anal muscle tricks, he resumed thrusting in and out with long strokes. "Of course I mean it! Though, needless to say, that doesn't include your high heels or glasses. But that's it!"
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        The thought of being naked forever for her son, plus what he was doing to her G-spot and asshole, drove her over the edge once more. She pictured herself sashaying her way through the school halls in order to find him and take him home, while wearing nothing but black high heels. With a piercing scream, a multiple orgasm tore through her.


        At first, he was content just to watch her writhe as her fists pounded the counter helplessly, her body no longer under her control. But then he decided to take things one step further, and he started ramming his penis into her even harder than before. His attack was so fierce that he could no longer keep his fingers on her G-spot, or even in her pussy, but he did manage to grope around on the outside and set off her clit more than once.


        Thanks to his continued anal assault, her orgasm seemed to have no end. It went on for a minute or more. She simply couldn't believe she could feel so much pleasure.


        Finally, it was over and her body went completely limp. However, she didn't move much because she was still flopped over the counter and still had her son's penis deeply impaled in her ass. She sighed contentedly over and over as she slowly came down from the highest of highs to a more manageable high.


        Finally, she recovered enough to speak again. "Thank you, Son. So much. So good. I don't deserve a son as good as you. Can you promise me one thing? I want you to meet me like this every day after school. Every single day, surprise me by taking me in the ass or doing me doggy style. These holes on this pair of big tits belong to you, and I hope you'll use them at every opportunity."


        "Oh, I will, Mommy. But sadly, not every day after school. I do hope to work you into my busy fuck schedule at least once a day, but it's up to me to determine the where and the when. It's more fun when it's a surprise."


        "Oh, Son! 'Work me into your busy fuck schedule'. I love it! Of course, that is your right and your privilege. This pair of big tits must obey you in all things. Oh, and I loved what you said about me being naked all the time! But what will I do when I have to go outside? Or what if we have guests?"


        "If we have guests, I assume they'll be sexy women wanting sex. You'll crawl on your hands and knees and service their pussies, naturally. Nakedness obviously will not be a problem. If they're male for some strange reason, we'll hide you away until they're gone, because no other man should be allowed to see my cum-starved mommy looking so extremely sexy. As for going outside, that is a bit more of a problem. If you're going to do something like go shopping at a supermarket, I'll allow you to wear a little more. You can wear cow ears, a cow bell, and a cow tail sticking out of your son-loving butt. Oh, and a collar around your neck. You can put your money underneath the collar in a wad, like the way strippers keep their tips under a garter when they're dancing naked."


        "Fuck! FUUUUCCK!" she cried out desperately. She'd been too wiped out to squeeze his still very erect penis buried in her ass, but she climaxed again and involuntarily squeezed it some more. "Oh shit! You just made me cum again, you big meanie! Is that any way to treat your helpless mother? Those little cow things don't cover anything at all. Are you serious about this no clothes rule? We'll get in trouble and then everything will be ruined!"


        She said with a serious urgency, "I love the idea of everyone seeing that you're my master, but we can't! I'm so sorry, but I can't let that happen, I can't let them take you away!"


        He rolled his eyes at her gullibility. "Relax, Mommy. It's just sex talk. Of course I like seeing you dressed or partly dressed in sexy clothes. Although... Maybe we can do some stuff like that from time to time. For instance, one of these days we should try a Bound and Naked Mommies Week, where you and Mother are tied up naked, tied to each other for the whole week. Would you like that?"


        She was panting frantically as she thought about that. "Would I like it? God, it makes me so fucking hot! Shut up, please, now, or your butt slut is going to cum again and I don't think I could take it!"
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        He wiped the sweat from his brow. "Oh no. Cumming again. That sounds horrible," he said sarcastically as he began plunging his erection in and out of her asshole some more. He had his second wind now and was ready to get his satisfaction. The truth was, he'd worked himself up with all his talking too, and he was ready to get off.


        "NooooOOOOooooOOOOooo!" she wailed. "Not the mommy-splitter! Not the big fat mommy-splitter! It's too good! Far too fucking GOOD! UGH! MMMM! I'm truly gonna lose my mind!"


        As she started to rhythmically slam into the kitchen counter, he decided to push her a little bit more. He reached forward and grabbed her breasts with both hands. They were flattened down on the counter as much as the two massive round pillows could be flattened, but he quickly took care of that by lifting her up by his hold on her rack.


        "NooooOOOOooo!" she wailed even more. "Not the tits! Not the tits! Anything but the tits! They're too sensitive! I'm going to cum so hard I'm gonna cry! Please have mercy!"


        "Tits? I'm not holding your tits. I'm holding your udders. Are you or are you not a sex cow, making milk and pussy juice for your children to drink up every day?"


        "I am! I AM! Milk your mommy's tits! Squeeze them until they burst with milk! Use me! Abuse me! Drown me in milk and sperm! Milk and sperm! No! Noooo! Nooooooo! Here comes another one! Oh God, please! Mercy!" Yet another multiple orgasm tore through her brain and body, seemingly electrifying every nerve ending she had.


        Alan now had his mother under his complete control. Her body was a limp rag. She was unable to consciously do much more than beg or breathe. He realized he could literally fuck her until she went insane. It was actually in his power to give her so many multiple orgasms that she lost her mind, unless she fell unconscious first. But of course he didn't want to do that. He loved his mother more than anyone in the whole world. His energy still surged through him like a man possessed, but he decided it was time to end their fun.


        "I'm gonna cum, Mommy, cum! I'm gonna fill your ass, fill your ass with cum!"


        "Yes! ... Fill me! ... Hot seed!" The remarkable thing was that the nearly hyperventilating Susan was somehow still able to say that much.


        Soon, both of them were screaming like their guts had been ripped open. They screamed as if the orgasms washing over them were their last acts on Earth.


        And in a sense, that was true. They both felt as if they died while cumming. It's not for nothing that the French words for orgasm, petite morte, translate as "little death."


        Once his penis was emptied of cum, his energy seemed to drain out of him all at once. He fell to the ground, taking her down with him. They ended up in a sweaty heap on the floor, with her mostly sprawled out on top of him. Neither of them could do anything except simply struggle to keep breathing.

      



      
        CHAPTER 4


        Upstairs, Katherine and Amy had been happily engaging in their daily pussy shaving ritual. It was something they'd started a month ago and still managed to do almost every day, although on some days other events, usually involving sex with their brother, took precedence. The actual shaving of their pussies was only a small part of the ritual. The "cleaning" and "testing out the new pussy" parts of the ritual usually took much longer, and that's what they were busy with at the moment. They were sitting on Katherine's bed, grinding away pussy to pussy, when they heard horrific screams from the floor below. But they weren't concerned.
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        "Sounds like Big Brother is really giving it to Mom good," Katherine pointed out calmly.


        "Yep," Amy nodded. "It's kinda frustrating though, don't you think?"


        "I wish I had my own day! Geez, Amy. This Tuesday thing has gotten to be such a big deal. I get all excited when I hear the word 'Tuesday' now, and I'm not even involved in the ritual!"


        "Well, you are a bit. Mom gets even hornier than usual, and we all benefit, if only from the smell of a cunt in serious heat all day long."


        "True," Katherine conceded as she continued to grind her wet pussy against her sister's.


        Just then, they heard yet another blood-curdling scream. It went on and on, and they waited until it was done.


        "Jesus!" Katherine exclaimed. "And to think, these walls are supposed to be soundproof. Imagine how that would sound if we were in the same room."


        "Do you think they need our help?" Amy asked as she casually fondled Katherine's boobs and rubbed her soaked pussy against her sister's equally drenched box. "They've been going at it like that for a while."


        "Yeah. The term 'fucked to death' comes to mind. Even if they're okay, curiosity is getting the best of me. I wanna check it out!"


        Amy giggled. "Curiosity killed the Kat."


        Katherine really liked that joke, and giggled too. "Let's go!"


        "M'kay!"


        When the two girls got to the kitchen, Susan and Alan looked like a couple of corpses piled on top of each other. Alan's face was mostly pressed against the floor tile while Susan stared glassy-eyed nowhere in particular. The only way they could tell she was alive was the occasional blink and the slight rise and fall of her chest.


        Amy and Katherine just let them be for a while. They got a pitcher of orange juice out of the refrigerator and sat at the counter stools, waiting for their two fucked out lovers to show greater signs of life.


        Finally, Susan seemed to snap back into full consciousness and managed to roll off her son. But she still couldn't get up.


        "So Mom," Katherine eventually said. "Was it a good fuck?"


        A Cheshire cat smile slowly spread across Susan's face. She replied with pride, "My son fucked me. Do you have to ask?" She paused, and then added, "It was the best! The best! He did me in the ass..." Exhaustion overtook her and she had to stop talking.


        But as she lay there, her overall feeling of intense satisfaction was slightly marred by guilty thoughts. As good as that was, it was selfish of me. Tiger was so tired, and I must have drained his last reserves of energy... But he's just too handsome and too sexy! How can I not want to fuck him until we both die of exhaustion?! This is how I want to go, with my son buried in me to the hilt. What a way to live and die! ... I'm a fully responsible, completely sane, mature adult, and I want to be fucked by my son until I die!


        And to think, there are millions of people out there who go the whole day without a single good orgasm. Heck, they go for days on end without seriously steaming, sweaty, sticky sex. Weeks, even! So sad. The only problem is, this whole thing Amy was talking about earlier, with Tiger gaining more and more control of our very souls. I should be helping, but I think I'm only making things worse. The problem is that he's only been fucking me since Sunday night. Maybe I'll kind of calm down after a while. I was far too demanding and pushy earlier. I get so carried away! The things I just said, like "This pair of big tits must obey you in all things." That's not exactly helping his problem, is it? But it's so true! He gives me so much pleasure I want to worship his cock and every other last inch of him. I can't get over the fact that my own son is such a MAN! Brenda's right. He's a real fuck lord!


        I just hope Suzanne and Amy and the others have more willpower than I do. After a fuck like that, I not only wouldn't mind being called a "pair of big tits", I'd proudly legally change my name to that, if he wanted me to! I'm so endlessly ecstatic that he loves my big tits so much. I wish they were even bigger, like Brenda's. She began groping her breasts with both hands, lifting, pulling, and pinching them in every way.


        I could just imagine being at a shopping mall and hearing a voice over the loudspeaker: "Attention, Pair of Big Tits Plummer. Paging Pair of Big Tits Plummer. Please report to the white courtesy telephone. Pair of Big Tits Plummer. If anyone sees Mrs. Big, er, I mean Mrs. Plummer, please notify security immediately. There's a family emergency as her son immediately needs her in a quote biblical way unquote. For those on the lookout, Pair of Big Tits Plummer is said to have, well, quite an impressive pair of tits. And also a saucy and firm ass. Paging Pair of Big Tits Plummer, please report to the white courtesy telephone..." Hah! That would be so much fun! She began laughing out loud.
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        Susan looked up and realized Katherine was standing directly over her, looking down into her eyes. "What's so funny, Mom?"


        She reluctantly stopped playing with herself. "Oh, nothing. Just fantasizing. I think you can roughly guess who I'm thinking about because I can't get him out of my mind. But I really need to get up. And we have to get Tiger up. He's supposed to have dinner with his friend Christine in what? Less than two hours, I think, and I don't think he's had his afternoon nap."


        She rolled over and looked at her son. "Tiger? You up?"


        "Yeah." His voice sounded beyond weary. "Barely... Kind of drifting in and out..."


        Susan, though beyond weary herself, took charge. "My daughters, can you give us both a hand? I need to get him to his bed. I think I'm too fucked to walk, and I think he's feeling the same. Maybe you can kind of drag us along."


        So Amy took Susan while Katherine took Alan, and somehow they got them up the stairs. Alan and Susan partly walked and were partly lifted along. They stopped at the bathroom along the way because Susan finally noticed Alan's many scratches from falling down the stairs earlier in the day. As a typical worried mother, she insisted on applying antiseptic immediately even though his minor wounds didn't really need it. But the application process woke him up some.


        Then Amy said dreamily, "The ass. Did you hear that, Sister? He did her in the ass? Isn't that just the superest?" One of Amy's hands languidly wandered around to her own naked behind.


        That didn't help Katherine's mood, and she replied grumpily, "The ass isn't all that. I'll take it in the cunt any day of the week." She was horribly jealous at how thoroughly fucked Susan was, but she kept quiet about that.


        When the group finally arrived at Alan's bed, Katherine asked Susan with some suspicion, "Okay. We made it here somehow. It's obvious why we had to carry Alan here, but why you? Don't you want your own bed?"


        "I do, I do. But my role as my son's big-titted sex toy is not yet done. My breasts are simply bursting with milk, and someone's got to help drain them. I was thinking Tiger could fall to sleep with his lips on my nipples, if he's up for it."


        Alan was too tired to even reply to that, but Susan sat up against the bed's headboard, and he was planted with his face in her chest. Unthinkingly, he closed his eyes and began to suck.


        Katherine was miffed, especially since she wasn't allowed to lactate.


        But her anger was mollified a bit when Susan said, "Angel, you realize I love you very deeply, as much as a mother can possibly love a daughter. You know that. My other nipple is needy. Won't you help?"


        Katherine helped. Within seconds, she had her face on a big pillowy boob and was happily sucking away. But she was still irked. She knew that what her mother said was true: Susan did love her as much as a mother can love a daughter. But she also knew what was unsaid: a mother can love a son even more than that, when that mother literally lives to get fucked by that son's penis.
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        Amy just stood there, naked as usual. She asked, "What about me? No more nipples for little ol' Amy..."


        "I'm sorry, Amy," Susan said apologetically. "Why don't you join us on the bed and play with Katherine's body, since Alan and I are all fucked out at the moment."


        Amy happily did so without further thought. She curled up behind Katherine and was content for the moment to just hold her and nuzzle her face into her neck. She knew that now was a restful time and not a time to get into anything heavily sexual. Alan would undoubtedly fall asleep in a few minutes and then the rest of them would go.


        Susan continued, staring at the ceiling with dreamy eyes, "It's just that I want to share a moment with my two original children. I'm feeling nostalgic. Katherine? Alan? Do you remember how life used to be just a couple of months ago?"


        Both of them mumbled "Mmmm-hmm's".


        "When I look back on how I used to be, I don't know whether to laugh or to cry. I'm so glad that we have our new video monitoring system because now we can save our memories forever. For instance, I know I'm going to watch my royal assfucking from today over and over again. But I'm not thinking back all the way to my previous prudish existence, but more to how things slowly changed. I wish we had some video of those first days. Tiger, do you remember how this all started? Why, there were days when you actually had to masturbate many times to reach your six-times-a-day treatment! I mean, the very idea of you masturbating. It's so absurd. If you ever masturbate again, some sadly underfucked girl somewhere is going to cry."


        Katherine and Amy giggled at this, but Alan just kept suckling away. He was already starting to lose consciousness, and Susan's words seemed more like a dream than reality.


        Susan continued, "Maybe I'm feeling so nostalgic because I said 'so very improper' to my Tiger today under some pretty unusual circumstances, and I got thinking about all the times I'd said that before. There were times when I said that and actually meant it! I truly thought there were sexual limits. But now I know there are no limits. None at all. Some people might look at our family and be horrified, wondering if we're collectively insane to be sucking and fucking all the day long, but I don't care. I've never been happier in my life! I don't think it's even possible to be any happier than I am right now. What do you all think?"


        She looked down at Alan.


        "I think he's asleep," Katherine whispered from her vantage point on Susan's other breast.


        "Hmmm. I think you're right," Susan murmured. "Can you two finish my tits off in your room, Angel? You can drink some mommy milk too, Amy, and then I'm going to take a nap myself. I think I'm going to sleep for hours."


        Everyone carefully disentangled themselves and quietly left Alan sleeping on his bed, dead to the world.


        "Wait a second," Katherine said, once they were all in the hallway and Alan's door was closed. "Don't sleep too long after we finish milking you. Amy and I were talking a little while ago during our shaving session, and we both are thinking it would be really good to go to a sex shop tonight." They all headed into Katherine's room as she talked.


        "That's right," Amy seconded as Susan lay down on Katherine's bed. "There's so much we need to buy right away!"


        "Like what?" a skeptical Susan asked.


        Her daughters lay down beside and on top of her where they could start sucking on a nipple each.


        "Like, some serious bondage stuff for Brenda," Amy suggested. "We have to make her unveiling tomorrow night super duper special, and she's way into bondage, but we hardly even have a pair of handcuffs in the whole house! That's just not right."


        "True," Susan noted, "but that can wait until tomorrow during the day. We've got a lot to do tonight and I'm pooped."


        Katherine stopped suckling long enough to look at Susan pleadingly. "But Mom! I need my cat gear. To be honest, I'm feeling a little bit unloved lately. I so very much want Alan to take special notice of me and I'm hoping cat-themed clothes will help. Can't we do it tonight? Please? Please?!"


        Susan smiled. "Hrm. Well, let's see what your mother thinks. Your other mother, I mean. She should be back from visiting Glory in a little while. She's more of a planner than I am, and much more responsible and realistic. I'm just a big softy. If she thinks we can fit it in without cutting Amy and Suzanne's official sexual consummation short in any way, then I'm all for it. I'd have some things I'd want to buy, too."


        She thought to herself, If I can't give my children the discipline they need, at least I can recognize my failings and hopefully Suzanne can pick up the slack. Things like that are what make the two mommy system so great. Or I should say, the two big-titted nympho sonfucking mommy system, hee-hee! She finished off with, "All right, but we shouldn't disturb our favorite cum-filled boy with our shopping chores. Let's surprise him with some of our new purchases later tonight."


        "Good idea! Thanks, Mommy!" Katherine said happily, though quietly so as to not disturb Alan. She was so delighted that she'd probably be able to buy cat-related sex products soon that she wanted to jump up and down.


        Alan was finally left all alone. He slept with a very contented smile. As exhausted as he was, he had no regrets about fucking Susan over the kitchen counter. Perhaps they were all heading to ruin with their sex obsession, but if so, he was going to go there smiling all the way.

      



      
        CHAPTER 5


        Suzanne drove the Pestridge family car while Susan sat in the passenger's seat and Amy sat in the back. Katherine drove the Plummer family minivan, and followed along right behind Suzanne. She was taking a separate car because she said she had some dinner plans with a friend later, just as Alan had dinner plans with Christine. All four of them were dressed conservatively, as they always dressed when outside the house. The two cars were headed to "Stephanie's," the local sex shop that Suzanne preferred shopping at.


        Susan said to the others in her minivan, "This is nice. Girl's night out. But I can't believe I'm actually going to go to the-"


        Amy interrupted, singing, "Love Shack! Baby, Love Shack!" She was a big B-52's fan.


        Susan pointed out, far too seriously, "I suppose you could call it a love shack of sorts. But really, don't you think one of us should have stayed back to be with Alan? What if he wakes up with a big thick woody? He always does. There won't be any nymphos there to help drain him of his precious seed! You know what a cum-filled boy he is. If he doesn't get instant relief for all that semen building up... well, I don't know what! I'll feel horrible. What if he actually has to masturbate?! The horror!"


        Suzanne chuckled at the gravity with which Susan considered these issues. "Relax, Number One Mom. He's so tired from all the non-stop sex he's gotten today that it would take a herd of elephants to wake him up. He needs his rest. I daresay if he wakes up he might even enjoy just relaxing by himself for a while. Plus, don't forget we left that new cell phone and a note by his bed. If he really needs our help, he'll call, and at least one of us will rush back and have his thickening cock in one of our hungry holes within fifteen minutes, max. So just chill out."


        Susan frowned. "I suppose. But still, I'm going to feel guilty the whole time we're gone. You have no idea how AWFUL it is to be a male and have an untended stiffy. I can barely even contemplate it myself. Why, the very idea gives me the chills." She reached up to cup one of her breasts, but then stopped herself when she looked out the window and was reminded that she was outside her home.


        Amy said from the back seat, "Mom, I think you're exaggerating. Every day at school, I see lots of guys with stiffies standing around. You should see when our whole cheerleader team is together doing our routines. It's like stiffy lookyloos a-go-go, especially since practically the only underwear we wear anymore is the painted on kind. But the guys manage. And after a while, their thingies go down without even so much as a hand job!" Amy sounded a bit surprised at this herself, but she added, "It's not the end of the world."


        "It is, too!" Susan said petulantly. "I get all fidgety thinking about his untended cock, but the irony is that the one thing which would most calm me down is a good long cocksuck, but the lack of that is what's making me fidgety in the first place."


        Surprisingly, Amy said to Suzanne, "Come on, Mother. You're not heartless. Don't you feel sad about all that untended cock?"


        Suzanne looked in the rear view mirror at Amy and frowned. "Okay, it's true. I'm imagining his penis waving and bobbing in the breeze as he lies in his bed after he wakes up from his nap, just like you probably are. But get a grip. Long before all this started, he was perfectly capable of fending for himself. Once we get to the store, we'll have other things to occupy our thoughts."


        But Susan was adamant. "That's easy for you to say. But as the Big Tits Theory proves, he's special, and he needs very special treatment and constant cock tending. Are we forgetting his special six-times-a-day diagnosis? Are we forgetting the sweet taste of his cum that practically begs to be slowly savored and swallowed? If he has a hard-on, it NEEDS to be drained, immediately! Let's not talk about this anymore. I'm beginning to get more and more anxious thinking of him waking up in the house all alone, without so much as even a blowjob to greet him upon waking. Let's hurry up and get back home!"


        Suzanne chuckled some more. She found Susan's obsessiveness amusing. She could at least take solace in the fact that Amy was a bit more reasonable. She'd noticed during another glance in the rear view mirror that Amy had rolled her eyes with displeasure at Susan's mention of her Big Tits Theory.


        Suzanne said to Susan, "Relax. He's going to sleep like a log. And remember that the things we're going to be buying will help us all arouse him even better in the future, allowing us to squeeze even more cum out of him more often. We all have a lot of things to buy that need to be bought sooner or later, like stuff for tomorrow's poke-her night."


        Suzanne looked at Susan, who stared off into the distance with a dreamy expression. Chagrined, she added, "Mom, let me guess. When I said 'sleep like a log' you got to thinking about Alan's log, and you didn't hear anything else I said."
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        Susan blushed, but then defended herself, "Not entirely true. I did hear you say something about squeezing cum out of him. God, just thinking about that third leg of his and how it's always stuffed full of cum and in need of draining, it gets me so-"


        Susan finished her sentence, but the other two also chimed in with the same word at the same time: "HOT!" Then Suzanne and Amy burst into laughter while Susan blushed even more.


        "But it's true," Susan said defensively, once everyone had settled down. "Sorry if I don't use a lot of fancy words. I'm a simple and direct woman. I state exactly how I feel, and it so happens I feel hot and bothered a lot lately."


        Suzanne patted her fellow mother on the shoulder as she pulled the car into a parking lot. "That's okay. We're just yanking your chain a bit. We love you just the way you are, and we love how just about anything and everything makes you 'so hot' for your son's cock. It's cute, how sex-obsessed you are. Now, before you start fixating on my use of the word 'yanking', let's review what we're going to do, because we're here." She pulled into a parking space as she said this.


        Moments later, Katherine parked her minivan in the space beside them.


        Everyone got out of their cars, but Suzanne corralled all four of them together for some instructions right there in the parking lot. "Okay, ladies," Suzanne said seriously, "remember that each of us is only allowed to spend $400. I know the temptation of wanting to buy everything, but it'll be a lot more fun to come back here from time to time to get new stuff to surprise Alan with, instead of buying the whole store all at once. I'll be buying more than that limit, but only because I'm also buying some gift items for Brenda. I'm under the same restrictions as you all with the stuff I'll be getting for myself."


        Katherine whined, "But Mother, I was telling you about this no-brainer idea to take full advantage of my Kat name. Don't you think that I need-"


        "No," Suzanne interrupted. "You can deck yourself out as a sexy cat several times over with that money. We've got over two hours and Angel you have one hour, so there's no need to rush. But on the other hand, let's not just sit here in the parking lot yakking the whole time, either."


        So the four of them walked into the store. However, Katherine and Suzanne had a secret that they weren't sharing with Susan and Amy. They'd already been in the store in early November, and became physically intimate with the employee named Ginger. Suzanne had called Ginger earlier in the day before agreeing to the trip, because she wanted to confirm that Ginger would be there. She was, and Suzanne talked with her for a while regarding a scheme to seduce Susan.


        Suzanne knew very well that Ginger was no ordinary employee. The attractive blue-eyed, blonde-haired college student was such an avid connoisseur of sex that she practically made the Plummer women seem like prudes. She worked at Stephanie's mostly to meet other potential sex partners, both male and female. She had a particularly strong fetish for S&M, and was able to see who else shared her interest in this by what purchases they made. But even this wasn't enough, so she worked at a second job at a restaurant attached to a nursery, so she could meet horny and sexually neglected young mothers.


        It was remarkable she found any time to remain a part time college student (in fact, her enrollment was less about getting a degree and more about finding yet more sex partners). Ginger wasn't a perfect ten in beauty, but she was so dedicated to finding new partners that she'd built up a large stable of very desirable beauties and slept with a different one nearly every night.


        So, needless to say, Suzanne didn't exactly have a hard task convincing Ginger to go along with her scheme. The main part of the scheme was for Katherine and Suzanne to pretend that they'd never met Ginger before, and let Ginger seduce Susan. Seducing Amy would be so easy that there wasn't much point to it; instead, she could join in the sexual fun later. But seducing Susan would be a pleasantly difficult challenge, due to Susan's phobia of exposure in public places and obsessive devotion to her son. Ginger loved the prospect because she often wanted to have sexual liaisons with complete strangers in the store, but rarely was able to do it due to some rules she'd set for herself regarding sexually transmitted diseases.


        The inside of "Stephanie's" was divided into two sections. The front section of the store contained clothing, costumes, lingerie, and accessories that were sexy, but still tame enough to be found in a racy Victoria's Secret. Presumably, they didn't want anything too "scandalous" that could be seen from the large front windows. The back and larger section of the store contained all the naughty stuff - if there was lingerie back there, it typically would be crotchless or edible or special in other ways. After Ginger let the store's four new customers in, she put a "closed" sign on the front window. Luckily, there were no other customers there at the moment, so she locked the door as well. Suzanne had asked for the privacy, but Ginger also knew from Suzanne's previous business that closing up shop was a good business move. The number of purchases this group would make would more than compensate the potential loss of other customers.


        Suzanne had a scheme she'd worked out in advance that necessitated Susan and Ginger being alone in the back of the store. So, after she guided Susan back there and connected her with Ginger, she got Amy and Katherine's attention and brought them out again to the front section.


        "Look, you two," Suzanne said as she pointed to a display rack she was walking towards.


        "Oh my GOD!" Katherine shrieked with glee. "Someone restart my heart!"


        There in front of them was a rack that displayed nothing but cat-themed clothing. Katherine rushed up to it and started to feel the fabric of several outfits. Most of them were leopard-skinned or tiger-striped type items.


        Amy just stood back for some moments and reveled in Katherine's show of jubilation.


        But then Suzanne tapped Amy on the shoulder and gestured at other clothing racks in the same vicinity as the cat-themed one. "Look, Honey Pie. This whole section is nothing but sexy costumes. Don't you think it would be fun to surprise Alan with some special outfits tomorrow night? Kind of like a fashion show and poke-her party rolled in one."


        Amy's eyes went wide as she took a good look around. "Excellent! Mother, that's is such a super cool idea! Ooh! Yes! He can poke us in our new outfits!" She ran from one display to the next in excitement (though she knew to leave the cat-themed items alone, as that would be intruding on Katherine's turf now).


        Suzanne smiled. Seeing Amy and Katherine suitably distracted for her purposes, she headed to the back of the store.


        Katherine held up a cat-patterned bikini and looked around for Amy. "Aims! Look at this! Look how little fabric there is! Sure, I wish there was even less, but you can't have everything. Oh my God! LOOK at all this stuff! Damn that spending limit. I could buy this entire rack!"


        "Put something on," Amy sensibly suggested.


        "Why, I think I will. Look. There's changing rooms just a couple feet away. Does life get any better than this?" With the bikini still in her hand, she stepped into a changing stall and closed the curtain behind her.


        Amy didn't want to miss out. Mindful of the fact that most of the store's front section could be seen through the glass windows leading to the sidewalk, she figured most anything sexually interesting would take place in the changing rooms. She went to a row of costumes that she liked, checked the sizes until she found one that fit, and headed into the same stall that Katherine was using.
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        Katherine was already halfway into a leopard-skinned bikini by this time. She wasn't too surprised Amy had come into the same stall and merely said to her as she finished adjusting the bikini straps, "So, what do you think? I really like it, especially since the bikini bottoms is more like two loincloths that aren't connected between my legs. There are so many ways I can knock them aside to give that 'fresh pussy and ass here, come and get it!' signal." She struck a sexy pose, but didn't really feel in the mood just yet. Her smile looked a bit forced. She still had a lot of other things on her mind.


        "Let's see it in action."


        "Sure." Katherine smiled with more feeling as she spread her legs a bit and let the front loincloth fall to one side.


        "Mmmm. Fresh and bald pussy!" Amy licked her lips. "Looks like you have a good shaver." She winked at this reference to herself.


        Despite the positive reaction, Katherine felt a bit shy in the store and quickly let the loincloth fall back to cover her privates, even though they were behind the closed door of the changing room and no one could see them. But she still preened and posed. "Can you imagine Alan's cum all over this? Just imagine his fresh goo sliding and dripping down my breasts."


        Amy replied as she dressed, "I can totally imagine it. I can practically see the splooge dripping off your chin. I think it looks awesome. It's way super poke-y. You look really jungle-y, too. It's like he's Tarzan and you're Jane."


        That image perked Katherine up a bit more. "Oooh! I like that. I can just picture him picking me up, throwing me over his shoulder, and carrying me back to his jungle lair to serve him along with his other jungle women." She stared off into space.


        "Totally! I can totally picture Aaa- uh, him, swinging through the trees from vine to vine. That would be fun! ... But do you think we should mention his name? Who knows who can hear us?"


        "Good point. Maybe I'll ask Aunt Suz- Hey Amy! What are you doing?! You're putting on a cheerleader outfit!"


        Amy giggled with glee. "I know. Isn't it cute?" She preened for her sister, and waved her pom-poms.


        "But Aims, you already ARE a cheerleader."
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        "I know, but check this out! It's like the porno version of what we wear. The top is so teeny weeny and tight, like it shrunk down to nothing after someone left it in the dryer for days. It doesn't even come close to TRYING to cover my boobs. But what's too groovy for gravy is the skirt! Look!" She turned around and bent over, thrusting her ass out towards Katherine. "It's all starchy. You can get it to hang up above the ass, like, permanently! It just stays there. Wouldn't it be a total BLAST to do our routines before a big crowd dressed in this?"


        "It would, except for the painfully bouncing boobies. But don't sidetrack me. Cheerleader outfits, even that one, are so done already. The whole point is to dress in something exotic."


        Amy frowned. "Oh. Right. M'kay. I'll go get something else, then." She turned to go, but paused, adding, "Still... Wouldn't it be cool if we could give Alan special cheers at home, wearing special outfits like this?"


        "What, you mean like, we walk in on Alan fucking your mom, and we put on some scandalous cheerleader outfits and pom-poms and cheer them on?"


        "Yeah! Just think of the cheers we could do. Like, 'Deep! Deep! Knock her up and make her weep!' And think of the kind of pelvic thrust stuff we could do."


        Katherine thought back to some weeks before, when she'd given Alan some private, semi-nude cheerleader routines. She thought, That was fun. And it's been WAY too long. What's the point of being an incestuous cheerleader if you can't do sexy routines for your brother? She said, "I'm warming up to the concept. Good idea. But is it worth putting in the 'must purchase' pile when we could just use our school outfits? I think not."


        "M'kay. Bummer." Amy walked out of the stall still dressed in her cheerleader outfit, despite the fact that the outfit left her breasts completely exposed.


        Katherine sighed in frustration. Amy was irrepressible when it came to nudity. But left alone for a few minutes, her enthusiasm for the cat clothing died down as she recalled a conversation she'd heard in school near the end of the day.

      



      
        CHAPTER 6


        Katherine had been talking to Alan in a busy hallway between classes when Christine walked up. After some brief greetings, Katherine heard Christine say to Alan, "So, we still on for dinner tonight?"


        Alan turned away from Katherine to fully face Christine, and replied, "Sure." Keeping in mind that he needed to reinforce the strictly platonic nature of their dating, especially with his jealous sister there, he suggested, "But you know, the last couple of dates we went to such fancy places that it took a big hit out of my pocket book. Why don't we just go to some kind of normal restaurant and dress normally this time?"
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        Secretly, Christine was very disappointed by that. She'd recently visited her young aunt Kirsten again to borrow yet another stunning outfit, just for this upcoming date. She thought, I'm so pathetic. First, I had to run the gauntlet of yet more of Kirsten's embarrassing questions about my practice dates before she'd loan me anything. It's not easy keeping the full, painfully embarrassing truth from her.


        Then, to make matters worse, with my mom asking about these dates and the way I'm dressing for them, I had to give her the impression that I'm really dating Alan, and not just practice dating. She basically thinks he's my boyfriend! Worse, she told Dad everything, so now he thinks that too. I've never lied to my parents before that I can recall, but they've been pressuring me so strongly to date somebody. Here I am, supposedly one of the best looking girls in the school, and I'm making up lies so I can borrow a dress that I can't even wear. Pathetic!


        She thought some more about the dress that she'd modeled in her bedroom just the night before. She'd gotten into an argument with her mother about being allowed to wear it. She said it was too sheer. Well okay, maybe it was a little sheer, but so what? Isn't that the whole point, to look a little sexy? Mom would probably be happy if I went on all my dates wearing a potato sack. Besides, she did let me wear it in the end. What's frustrating is that Kirsten said I need to return it to her in a few days, so now I'm going to have to return the damn thing before Alan can even see it!


        But she kept all these thoughts to herself and played along. "Yeah, I know what you mean. I'm hardly Ms. Moneybags myself. Although going all out can be a lot of fun, don't you think? What if we do that, like, every other time?"


        "Okay, sure. We'll do that next time. Any type of restaurant you like for tonight? I'm totally flexible."


        "How about Thai food?"


        "Great!" Alan replied.


        Katherine noticed though that Alan spoke more to Christine's chest than her face. Unusually for the Nordic "Ice Queen," her top was actually a little revealing. In fact, Katherine realized that Christine had been wearing more daring outfits for at least the last week.


        But then Alan turned to Katherine and asked, "What was the name of that place we ate at a while back? 'Taste of Thai,' right? Wasn't that pretty good?"


        Katherine replied, "Oh yeah. Very good."


        She turned briefly to Christine and gave her a bit of a glare. Even before she'd consciously admitted her incestuous feelings for her brother, she had a bad impression about Christine due to unrecognized jealousy. Lately, those feelings had flared up again and even grown stronger, especially since she'd heard about how Alan and Christine had French kissed.


        Christine was so focused on Alan that she didn't notice Katherine's mean look. She leaned forward, revealing a bit more cleavage, and said in a low tone, "Um, Alan, it is just you and me tonight, right?"


        "Yes. Just us," Alan said casually, oblivious to the tension between the two girls. "Why?"


        Christine drew even closer, as if she was saying something just for Alan, but Katherine leaned forward too, careful to listen. "Nothing," Christine said. "It's just that, I have some things I want to say to you in private. Important things about, well, about stuff like what happened to you this morning in first period and everything. Can I have your complete confidence?"


        "Sure. My lips are sealed." He pretended to zip his lips closed, and then shot her an infectious grin. "How 'bout seven o'clock? I'll meet you there."
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        "Sounds perfect." Christine smiled genuinely at Alan, and then gave Katherine a serious look that didn't come across as friendly at all. Even though she didn't see Katherine's mean glare, she was picking up on Katherine's anger toward her, and didn't like that Katherine wasn't giving them any privacy. Turning back to Alan, she waved and walked off.


        Katherine played this encounter over and over in her mind as she stood in the sex shop's changing room. Let's be brutally frank. Christine is an exceptional girl. She's one of the best students in the whole high school - popular, a leader, beautiful, intellectual, trustworthy, altruistic, and so on. Blah, blah, blah! She could challenge Heather for Homecoming Queen this year if she really wanted to, especially if she were to get into all the intrigues and popularity battles. But she has higher priorities than that, which is only even MORE frustrating for me! In fairness, I can't even really call her a bitch.


        All that wonderful stuff is great for her, but sucky for me. She's everything that I am, only way better! And don't even get me started about her bust. I swear, it walks into the room two minutes before the rest of her! She stared at her own chest and thought, Curse the tit fairy that gave Christine so much. Enough of the goddamned tooth fairy; when is the tit fairy gonna visit me?


        So now they're going on ANOTHER damn "practice date," huh? Probably to practice a lot more kissing! I'm sure it's not a coincidence that today, of all days, she happened to show more cleavage with her school clothes than she probably ever did before. That worries me, big time. I can't forget what happened when I intervened in their earlier "non-romantic" date. I seriously doubt it would have remained non-romantic if it weren't for my help. And Christine's mention of wanting to talk to Brother about "stuff like what happened to you this morning" in complete secrecy... What the heck is that all about?! I'm so curious that I'm ready to burst!


        Just then, Amy came back into the stall, completely naked except for some clothing she carried in her hands.


        Katherine snapped out of her contemplation and complained, "Amy! What the hell?! You do know people can see you from the street, don't you?"


        "Oh, that? So what? There's tons of stuff between me and the windows. Plus, today is ladies-only day."


        Katherine nearly threw her hands up in the air in frustration. "That's only on the inside of the store! That doesn't stop guys from walking down the street. Geez! What am I going to do with you?" Inwardly, she grumbled to herself that it was hard to keep in mind that Amy wasn't a complete ditz; she just seemed that way sometimes.


        Amy sidled up to Katherine and rubbed one hand over her sister's stomach and another over her butt. "What are you gonna do with me? I can think of lots of things. For one, we've only shaved each other once today, and I'm gonna need a super excellent shaving for what's gonna happen between me and Mother tonight." One of her hands slid underneath what little bikini there was covering Katherine's pussy.


        But now that Katherine had Christine back on her mind, she wasn't in the mood. She turned around to prevent Amy from getting her pussy all worked up. She asked hesitantly, "Do you think sometimes it can be right to scheme against Alan?" She quickly added, "You know, to give him a surprise, or to help him out in some kind of way?"


        Amy replied brightly, "Oh, sure! That sounds like fun! What kind of scheme-y thing are you planning? Can I help too?"


        Katherine had been keeping her back to Amy out of embarrassment, but Amy seemed so earnest and infectiously happy that Katherine couldn't help but turn back and smile. "No. This is just my little surprise for now. But I'll tell you all about it later, okay? If you can promise to keep a secret, too."


        "M'kay! Now, are you just gonna stand there in that bikini all day, or are you gonna try some more stuff on already?"


        "Oh, shit! Time's a wasting! I'll be back in a jiff." Katherine started to open the curtains and walk out, but she noticed that Amy was busy putting on another costume, and she lingered long enough to see what her sister would come up with.


        It was obvious that Amy was dressing up as a policewoman, but Katherine waited to see the full effect.
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        When Amy was done, she stood up proudly and struck a pose. She tried to give her sister a serious and intense stare, but she couldn't quite wipe the smile off her face. "Officer Amy Pestridge, reporting for duty, ma'am."


        "Nice, Aims, very nice," Katherine nodded with approval. "Why, I dare say, you look ... arresting."


        "Arresting! Ha! Good one, Kat. I'm afraid you're going to have to be PUN-ished for that one."


        "Oh puh-lease! You know a bad pun like that is a criminal offense. But seriously, you look really hot. You know, you should be a traffic officer."


        "Why?"


        "Because you'd have no problem stopping traffic. If the rest of your body isn't hot enough, the fact that you're not wearing anything below your top and that your pussy is completely exposed would certainly bring all traffic to a complete halt. And those handcuffs! They give me all kinds of ideas."


        "Me too! Wouldn't it be fun to surprise him and lock HIM up?"


        "Yeah," Katherine agreed, though not enthusiastically. "But what would be even better is if he locked YOU up. I can see it now: our brother finds you patrolling the street like that, and makes a citizen's arrest. He handcuffs your hands behind your back and rips the buttons off the front of your top. He does you right there on the sidewalk, with everybody watching!"


        "Cool!" Amy's hands went to her moistening pussy.


        "Then, after he's filled your pussy to overflowing, he can't find the key to unlock your handcuffs, so he has to wait for another police officer to show up - me! He arrests me too!"


        "What charge?"


        "Who cares? I'll surrender willingly in any case. He'd handcuff my hands too, as he slowly takes control of the all sexy babe police force, one by one. Then he'd be able to... ah, damn! I really have to stop. This is too exciting, but he isn't here. Man, if he was, he'd be soooo all over you. If fact, I'd be all over you this very minute except this is such a rare shopping opportunity. Damn. Damn, damn, damn!" Katherine was very mindful that she had to leave the store early. "I'll be right back. Then maybe we can play around a bit."


        "M'kay!" Amy spontaneously leaned forward and kissed Katherine on the lips. It turned into a very long smooch before Amy finally let Katherine go.


        Out in the front room again, Katherine composed herself. Between all these cat clothes and interesting costumes and Amy being Amy, it's hard to stay bummed for long. I really should tell Amy more about what I'm planning on doing tonight, but I just can't. What if she disapproves? And I've already set things in motion. It's just no fair that everyone is so fucking amazing. Amy's so busty and sexy. Christine, if anything, is even more stacked. So unfair. It's like there's some kind of vast big tits conspiracy against me. Every female Alan knows seems to be better than me in every way. I have to do something to stand out! I can't just stand here and get trampled by all these busty, porn star perfect girls.


        Maybe if I find out what Christine has to say, then maybe I can get some kind of edge, get some kind of inside knowledge I can put to good use. I have to really wow him somehow. The fact that I'm his sister just isn't good enough! The pressure is too much, and he hardly ever fucks me anymore. True, he fucked me this morning, but it's just not fair the way he pays so much more attention to the other three. Damn! Not only that, but I don't trust that Christine further than I can throw her. They don't call her the "Ice Queen" for nothing. She puts on a good show of being all kind and helpful, but she hardly has any truly close friends because her heart is cold.


        Amy told me when Christine talked to her that Christine said that it wasn't so bad Amy turned down her idea to be Alan's second girlfriend as it was probably unworkable anyways. Then she added, "For one thing, I'd never live it down at school." I don't know if Amy realized just how significant that is. It shows that she's prideful and cares more about her place in school than about him. That kind of woman is dangerous. I can't let her put her claws in him. I really have no choice but to do what I have to do. Brother might not understand, but I'm doing it for him!


        Not only that, but assuming she shares what she knows about the football player problem, I may be able to learn some things and act on my own to help out. I'm sure there's stuff I could do that Brother won't let me do 'cos it's dangerous and he doesn't want me to take risks. But maybe I could become the big heroine and take care of the football player problem. Then he would THANK me for listening in on his date. I'll make it up to him and then some!


        Amy walked out of the changing stall, again buck naked. She looked at Katherine, who had been gazing into space, and pointed to the policewoman uniform that she now carried in her hands. "Hey, Kat, where should I put this? This is definitely a keeper! Let's start a keepers pile."


        "Okay," Katherine replied, and she turned back to the cat-themed rack. That brightened her up a bit. "Good idea. But please, wear at least something when you're standing in the store, okay? What would he think if some strange guy saw you buck naked? He wouldn't like it at all."


        "M'kaaaaaay." Amy dragged that word out, as if begrudgingly responding to a nagging parent's command. The two resumed perusing the clothes racks and Katherine managed to push all thoughts of Christine out of her mind for a little while.

      



      
        CHAPTER 7


        While all of this took place in the front of the store, Susan had been left with Ginger in the back of the store.


        Normally, there were two employees to help the customers at all times, but Suzanne had arranged for there to be just one at the moment. She had plans for Ginger and Susan, and her scheme could now be kicked into motion.


        Ginger walked up to Susan dressed in a dark blue military uniform. At least, it was a reasonable likeness, but in fact no real military uniform would show off as much cleavage as this one did. She happened to be dressed that way even before Suzanne had called earlier; she often wore costumes as a way to encourage customers to buy them. She also had a new haircut since the last time any of the Plummer women had seen her (a few weeks back when Suzanne and Xania had met with her).


        She was giddy with excitement, and just barely managed to contain it. She thought, Suzanne told me that Susan was busty and beautiful, but I didn't expect THIS! Why, this Susan is the equal of Suzanne or Xania. Damn, I love my job!
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        Ginger saw Susan holding up a pair of plastic cat ears. She snapped to attention and saluted. "Officer Ginger, reporting for duty. How can I help you, ma'am?"


        Susan chuckled. The uniform immediately put her at ease. "Look at this. It's like a second Halloween. Do you always dress like that?"


        Ginger stiffened up even more. "Yes, ma'am! I like to wear costumes as part of this job, ma'am!"


        Susan chuckled some more. "At ease, soldier."


        Ginger immediately relaxed and dropped the salute. She said in a more normal voice, "Looking for something catty?"


        Susan had been fingering the cat ears idly while wondering if there might be cow-themed items nearby. She blushed and quickly put the ears down. "No. Uh, I was just uh..." She looked around as if in search of exits.


        Ginger gave a friendly smile. "My, you're so pretty. Much more than pretty, actually. A real stunner. What's your name?"


        Susan still looked anywhere but at Ginger as she shyly replied, "Susan."


        "Well, Susan, there's no need to be nervous. A lot of people come in here who are shy like you, but there's nothing to be ashamed about. I'll bet you have a special man and you're looking for something to make him happy."


        At the indirect reference to Alan, Susan immediately lit up with joy. "Oh, yes! A very special young man. And I do so much want to make him happy. He's the love of my life."


        "Well then, we'll have to get you something very special indeed. What is it you think your husband would like?" Ginger had already been prepped by Suzanne that Alan wasn't Susan's husband, but she'd been told that suggesting that he was would help get Susan in the right mood.


        "My husband?!" Susan blushed even more. "I wish! If only I could be so lucky! But sadly, no."


        Ginger went on as if she didn't hear the 'no' already. "Marriage. Wouldn't that be lovely? Can't you just imagine walking down the aisle with your special man, arm in arm, walking up to the preacher to exchange your vows?"


        Susan blushed still further. "Oh no!" She waved her hands in the air in front of her as if she was trying to swat away forbidden thoughts floating in front of her. "I can't think that! As lovely as it would be, it's not proper that someone like me should even THINK about such a thing!"


        Ginger was curious about the real relationship between these four women and between them and this "master" she'd heard they shared. Why would it be wrong to even contemplate marriage? But before she got answers, she wanted to start the process of getting her and Susan naked, and then see where things went from there. "By the way, do you mind if I take this jacket off? It's so heavy and warm."


        "Please, go ahead."


        Ginger quickly unbuttoned and removed the jacket, revealing nothing but camouflage underwear underneath. She made sure to keep the officer's cap on, though.


        Susan chuckled again, but asked, "Aren't you, uh, kind of underdressed now? You know, for a job and all?"


        "For most jobs, yes, but we're in a sex shop. Nakedness is the order of the day. But I want to ask why you wouldn't think of asking, um, this man, for marriage? Uh, this special man, what's his name?"


        Susan looked around for Suzanne to see if she was allowed to give out Alan's name.


        Suzanne was lingering in the back of the store, keeping herself as far from Susan as possible while still keeping an eye on her (and occasionally checking out possible purchases). She saw Susan's look out of the corner of her eye, but she pretended not to notice. Part of her scheme with Susan and Ginger was also a test for Susan: she wanted to see how Susan would fare at keeping secrets in the outside world. She'd been cooped up so much that she'd never been tested, and Ginger was a good subject because Suzanne knew enough to blackmail Ginger in case Ginger ever learned too much and tried to blackmail any of them. She figured that Ginger's many affairs with married women could cause all kinds of trouble and Ginger would be smart enough to keep quiet. But could Susan keep her incestuous secrets secret when talking to strangers? This would be a good and relatively safe opportunity to find out.


        Susan said, "Um, I probably shouldn't tell you his name. You know, in case he comes in here sometime, because he probably will eventually. Let's just call him, uh," - she failed about, looking for the right word - "my superior."


        "Hmmm. Your superior, eh? That sounds sexy. Well, why can't you marry him?"


        Talking about marrying Alan was like someone putting a vibrating egg right on her clit. She felt her knees growing weak. "Oh, I'd love to! But why would he want to marry little old me? I mean, he's got so many other younger women to choose from."


        Ginger nodded in Suzanne's direction, then towards Amy and Katherine over the divider in the front of the store. "Oh, I get it. You all have the same master."


        Susan gasped. "How did you know?" Then she gasped again, realizing she'd admitted something she probably shouldn't have.


        Ginger knew that much mainly because Katherine had freely talked about her "master" when she was in the store before. But Ginger couldn't say that since she wasn't supposed to have met any of them before. So she just made up an answer. "Oh, I can just tell. I saw the four of you walk in together, and I honestly can't remember seeing one such exceptional beauty in my store, much less four at once. All four of you have the same look on your face, a combination of lust and love. You all look like you've been thoroughly ridden by a powerful penis recently and yet, as good as it was, it's only whetted your appetite for more. That's the sign of a truly superior master. He keeps his submissives satisfied yet still hungry."


        Ginger was bullshitting in the sense that she would never have guessed about them all having the same lover if she didn't know already. But in fact all four of them did have a "well fucked yet hungry for more" look about them.


        Susan's eyes opened with delight. "It shows?! Wow! Oh, and he does, he does! Ginger, you're so perceptive."


        Ginger smiled knowingly. "I try. Now, you may not be able to marry your superior master at the moment, but that doesn't mean you can't fantasize about it or even do some role-playing." She walked down the aisle she and Susan were standing in until she came to a rack of what looked like wedding dresses. She held one up. "Look. As lovely as it would be to fantasize about a marriage between you and your superior master in a typical wedding dress, wouldn't it be even better to fantasize about getting married in THIS wedding dress?"


        Susan eagerly walked forward, took the dress from Ginger's hands, and held it up for inspection. "What's so special about- oh my God! This isn't just a low-cut bodice; there's nothing in the front to cover the breasts at all!"


        "No," Ginger agreed as she grabbed the dress and helped hold it up. "The only thing above the stomach is a cleverly hidden wire base to help push the exposed breasts further forward. Though I would guess in your case that may not be necessary."


        Susan stared at the dress in wonder. "Oh my! This dress is just so... Well, it's too much! Why, the thought of getting married to my Ti-, uh, God, it makes me so HOT!"


        That caused a few snickers from Suzanne as she eavesdropped nearby.


        Ginger prodded, "Imagine standing in front of a crowd of 100 or more finely dressed friends and relatives, wearing this dress. You'd be saying to everyone, 'My superior master owns me, body and soul. Look, I'm such an insatiably hot bitch for his cock that I just have to offer him my naked tits right here in the middle of the wedding ceremony. It would be WRONG to cover these magnificent breasts, ever! Everyone who knows me needs to see he owns my body!"


        Susan stared wide-eyed at the younger woman. "Ginger! This is crazy! It's like you're reading my mind! Except that it sounds even better coming from you than me. 'Superior master' ... why do you have to say that each time? I love it, but it's making me too horny. We're in a public place!" She suddenly looked around the store in fear. To her relief, the only other person in sight was Suzanne, though she could also hear Amy and Katherine shopping in the front section of the store.
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        As Suzanne and Susan made eye contact from across the back room, Suzanne shouted to Susan, "Hey! Check this out!"


        Suzanne was sitting buck naked, holding some kind of gun in her hand. She said, "Look, it's some kind of dildo gun. I didn't even know they made this kind of thing. Isn't it neat?" She flipped a switch on the gun and the dildo end began vibrating and stroking in and out while she kept her hand still. She shot a lusty look at Susan and asked in her raspy voice, "Wanna give it a try?"


        Susan's mind simply reeled. Surely Suzanne is joking about trying that out right here, isn't she? On the other hand, she IS naked... The thought of Suzanne using the dildo gun on her raised her arousal a notch or two. But she couldn't help but exclaim, "Suzanne! You're naked!"


        Ginger recaptured Susan's attention by holding the wedding dress up in front of the sexy mother. She pressed it against her to see if it fit. It appeared to be too small, so she went to get another. "Susan, don't worry. You can clearly see Suzanne isn't worried. Didn't you see the sign out front? Today is a 'ladies only' day. We have days like that from time to time so women will be more comfortable coming to our store." That was true, though today wasn't one of those days, and even on those days no customer was going to walk around butt naked. It didn't matter in any case since the store was closed.


        "But, but..." Susan stammered, still staring wide-eyed at Suzanne sitting there in her birthday suit and looking over the dildo gun.


        Ginger said soothingly, "Look, it's just us ladies. Would you feel afraid to change your clothes in front of Suzanne in your own home?"


        "No, but-"


        "Well then, consider this just like your home. Here, put on these white gloves while I see if I can find one of these that fit you. In the meantime, tell me what's so special about your superior master."


        Talking about Alan usually put Susan in a dreamy and relaxed state, and she calmed down immediately as she began to think about him. "My master? Let's see. I don't even know where to begin. For one thing, he's so loving, warm, and considerate. Even though he's only eighteen, he has the wisdom and maturity of someone twice his age."


        Oooh! Ginger thought. Now we're learning something new. Only eighteen and he has THESE four women in some kind of submissive relationship?! This guy really must be something out of this world. I'm seriously going to need to meet him. Susan here must be twenty-eight or thirty. Any older and I'd have to guess she was his mother, what with the way her chest swells up with pride to an even more ridiculously huge size than usual whenever any mention of him comes up. And Suzanne is only a couple of years older than Susan, at most, so I doubt either he or the two girls could be their offspring. But there seems to be something familial about this bunch. Maybe this guy is a cousin or something. And Susan and Suzanne HAVE to be sisters; their faces are a bit different, admittedly, but their bodies are so similar that it's like they're identical twins from the neck down.


        The possibility that any of these women might be involved in some kind of incestuous relationship didn't bother Ginger in the slightest. She'd had so many wild sexual adventures already despite her young years that she would have been hard pressed to think of anything that might shock her. But she didn't want to voice her suspicions out loud for fear of alienating them in case she was wrong.


        Ginger asked, "I'm not so interested in his personality, after all, this is a sex shop." She lowered her voice down to a suggestively conspiratorial, smoldering tone. "What's he like... in bed?"


        There was nothing Susan liked to talk about more, and she was becoming increasingly relaxed with Ginger, so she launched in enthusiastically. "Where do I begin? He's so good! Having sex with my, my ... superior master" - she savored those last two words, saying them slowly - "is absolutely the best feeling in the whole wide world!"


        "Let's not beat about the bush, with the words 'having sex,'" Ginger interrupted as she held up a different wedding dress in front of Susan. She looked Susan directly in the eyes, her entire expression dripping with open lust. "Let's call it what it is: fucking. Fucking your superior master. Being fucked by your superior master. Fucking your fucking superior fuck master. Fuck!" Ginger was starting to get a bit carried away herself.


        "Such a filthy tongue, Ginger!" Susan chided playfully. "But you're right. Getting fucked by him is the best! I haven't been with that many men in my life, heck, practically none, but all of his conquests and fuck toys agree on a few things that set him apart. For one, his stamina." Her expression turned dreamy and proud. "He can fuck a woman until her pussy muscles can't squeeze back anymore, and then he just keeps on fucking until you're begging for mercy! God, just thinking about it is making me so hot! He's so inventive and always makes sure all his girls cum lots of times. Oh, and his cum! It's the best! And I'm not just saying that because I'm his, uh, friend." She'd almost said "mother." She turned away in embarrassment at her near mistake.


        "Friend?" Ginger asked in an obviously skeptical tone of voice. She was particularly intrigued by the phrase "all of his conquests and fuck toys." Her desire to meet this man doubled, and then doubled again.


        "'Sex slave' is a better term, but that's so embarrassing. You must think I'm a weirdo to call myself that."


        "Not at all. In fact, I'm into submissive role-playing big time," Ginger replied. That was true, but she was thinking of the context of S&M games, not in the permanent sense Susan had meant. "But cum is cum. What's so great about his?"


        "It's so yummy! It's incredibly sweet. Once you have some you just want to LIVE on it, forever! I actually did some research on this the other day and I think it's because of his diet. He loves to eat fruit; he's practically a fruitarian. For instance, he loves drinking orange juice. So sweet goes in, and sweet comes out. Plus, and this is just a little secret between you and me, last week he was starting to run out of cum from time to time because he just fucks us all so many times a day. So I did some more Internet research and started feeding him zinc and certain amino acids, and now he cums like a horse! Actually, his loads were already way above average to begin with, but now it takes a lot of sucking and fucking to get him to run out. I love it! There's nothing like a pearl necklace and facial to keep a horny ... keep this woman satisfied." She'd nearly said "mommy" again.


        "Here, take your top off and try this on," Ginger said casually. "How's his penis, by the way? Though I imagine for a superior man like that we should call it a cock."


        Susan began to remove her top and bra. Had she given it a moment's thought, she never would have agreed to take her clothes off outside a changing room. But she'd gotten so used to getting naked and staying that way that she didn't think about it, especially since she was practically tripping over her words she was so excited to tell her new friend about Alan's manhood.


        "His cock? Oh boy! It's definitely a COCK. Well, let me tell you! People say it's eight inches long, but I don't believe it. That meaty monster has to be at LEAST ten inches long. And as for width, why, I can barely stuff it in my mouth or get my hand around it!" Susan was unintentionally exaggerating the size, because in her mind it really was that big. "But it's soooo fun trying, hee-hee. And it gets hard at the drop of a hat, or really the drop of any item of clothing" - she laughed - "and it stays that way, all day long! Throbbing and poking straight up and dripping pre-cum."


        Susan found standing there topless in front of a strange woman while discussing her son's penis to be greatly arousing, but tried to contain herself. "Why, I'll tell you, it's a full time job between the four of us and the rest of his harem to keep that cum-filled boy from just swelling up and bursting with too much semen! Can that happen? Because I'm worried. Why, just a few days ago he went nearly the whole weekend without female relief and I think his balls nearly burst! He needs to have his, um," - she was going to say "mommy" again - "his sex slave. God, it's so embarrassing to say that to a stranger. He needs a sex slave like me to suck or fuck him dry, every hour!" She looked like she practically orgasmed on the spot while saying the words "sex slave."


        She went on, "Needs us, I should say, because one or two won't cut it! He's absolutely insatiable!" She held a hand over her chest, trying to control her heavy breathing.


        Ginger was particularly struck by Susan's comment, "the rest of his harem." That sent her curiosity into overdrive. Ginger was someone who knew a lot about harems. While it couldn't be said she had her own harem in the sense of a group of people living with her, she did have a large number of male and female sexual partners who called her "Mistress" and would immediately run to her whenever she called. She'd tried living with multiple partners but found there were too many jealousies and conflicts to make it work, so she only lived with one "pet" at a time. She had a lot of questions she was eager to ask Susan's "master" and stories to trade. However, she kept her cool about her feelings for the moment.

      



      
        CHAPTER 8


        As Susan had been talking, she'd also been changing. She wore a medium-length dress and saw no need to take that off as the longer wedding dress covered it up completely. But she'd removed her top and bra, and now stood in a white lacy wedding dress with her boobs hanging out.


        Ginger held her by the arm and began to guide her across the room. "Sounds like some guy you have there. I'll bet you'll get a lot of tasty loads out of him with this outfit. What do you think?"
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        Susan had been led to a full length mirror, and for a few seconds, she admired herself in the topless wedding dress. She imagined what it would look like with Alan's cum all over her face and chest, and more dripping off her tongue and out of her mouth. She held her hands demurely in front of her and smiled as if posing for a wedding photo.


        But then a realization hit her: I'm standing topless in the middle of a store! She shrieked and immediately covered up her boobs with both hands. However, the dress also left her entire back and ass completely open to view, but there was nothing she could do to immediately cover that up.


        Suzanne had been furtively watching and listening to Susan and Ginger the whole time, but now she felt she had to step in. She crossed the room quickly and said, "Susan, what's the problem?"


        Susan turned to look at Suzanne, and saw that her friend wore nothing but crotchless panties and an underbra which merely highlighted the nakedness of her breasts rather than cover them up. "Suzanne! Look at me! I'm practically naked!"


        Suzanne replied in an annoyed but patient voice, "Yeah. So what? We're in the back room of a sex shop. Look at me; I'm wearing less than you." She waved a hand up and down her body, and then continued, "This is the tradition here. There's no need for changing rooms in a store like this on a ladies only day." Suzanne then raised a disapproving and curious eyebrow. "Don't tell me you've gone back to being a prude again!"


        Susan was still blushing and had her head bowed. "But, but, anyone could walk in! Anybody!"


        Suzanne replied, "So what? You know the store is locked and no one can see you but us and the girls. Besides, if some other woman did walk in, you know what she would think? First, she'd be more taken aback by the way I'm dressed, or undressed, than you are. But if she did look at you, she'd think, 'Wow, look at that hot number in that wedding dress. I wish I looked half as good as her.' Then she'd start shopping. We're in a SEX shop, not J. C. Penny's. Now, drop your arms."


        Susan replied petulantly like a little girl, "I don't want to!"


        "Suuuuuusan..." Suzanne growled like a disapproving mother. Seeing that wasn't enough, she added, "Just imagine: what would Alan want? Imagine he's standing right where I am." As soon as the words left her mouth, she thought, Oh fuck. Here I am testing to see if she can keep a secret and then I say his name. How ironic. And Susan and Ginger noticed right away, too. At least the incest stuff is still a secret, and that's the important thing. Although I'll bet Ginger's so jaded she wouldn't even care much about that.


        Susan closed her eyes and imagined Alan there. Not only did she lower her arms, but she thrust her chest forward as far out as she could as she imagined Alan's eyes upon her.


        "That's better," Suzanne said comfortingly. "Wow, look at you. You look fantastic. Do you like the dress?"


        "Like it? I LOVE it! Suzanne, this is the greatest dress EVER! My God, if by some miracle my you-know-who wanted to marry me, I'd want to wear THIS wedding dress with my breasts completely exposed, to remind him that I'm his big-titted babe. Oh my GOD! The very idea is SOOOO exciting! Can you think of anything MORE exciting?! I think I'm going to faint!"


        Suzanne grinned at Susan's enthusiasm. "Well, imagine if you said your wedding vows to him dressed in that while giving him a blowjob. Just picture the preacher and all the onlookers staring at THAT."


        Susan's eyes went wide. "OH. MY. GOD. Suzanne! Eeeeek! I AM going to faint! Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" She ran around in small circles, exploding with excitement and energy.


        Suzanne turned to Ginger and smiled. "Ginger, that's your name, right? I'll let you take over from here. Put that wedding dress on our tab and then see what else she wants."


        That caught Susan's attention. She stopped her frantic running about and protested, "Suzanne, we can't! God knows I've love to, but if Alan sees this, he's going to get the wrong idea. You know, it would be presumptuous to think that he and I, well, that he might want to..." She blushed furiously at the thought of marrying her son.


        Suzanne waved her hand in the air dismissively. "Nah. Consider it just another costume, like the military uniform Ginger is wearing. A wedding dress is nothing shocking compared to your cow outfit." She walked off deeper into the store, still not wearing a stitch.


        Ginger smiled encouragingly at Susan and said, "She should have said 'the military uniform Ginger WAS wearing.' Maybe you'll feel more comfortable changing in public if I'm naked too. There's no point running back and forth to the changing room every time. I've seen the privates of literally thousands of people here. It's nothing." She dropped her skirt and panties before she even finished talking so Susan wouldn't have a chance to protest. Then she began to remove her top at a slower pace.


        Susan looked around, from Ginger disrobing, to Suzanne bending over and flashing a naked ass in her direction. Her nipples and pussy were tingling and her breath was heavy. "Wow. I had no idea sex shops are like this."


        "Well, just on certain days," Ginger replied untruthfully. "It would be different if men were around. But it's just us girls. Now let's get you some more costume accessories. Did your friend say something about cow outfits? We have a fairly decent selection of cow-themed items if you'll come this way."


        "This is so embarrassing. I don't really need any cow- ooh!" Susan stopped her protests because she looked over and saw Ginger standing and wearing nothing but her officer's cap, holding up a cow tail. Swinging from one end of the cow tail was an attachable butt plug, and there didn't seem to be any bikini straps attached to it. She immediately hurried over, still in the wedding dress.


        Susan held up the cow tail, staring at it in fascination. "I could use that. How much is that?"


        Ginger smiled and noticed that the lack of straps for the cow tail didn't deter Susan in the slightest. Most women would have been turned off by the sight of the naked plug without any other means of attachment. "Thirty dollars. But it's cheaper if you buy the whole set of cow-themed accessories. Here, take off your wedding dress and I'll show you the lot."


        As Ginger continued to help Susan shop, Susan never stopped to wonder why the only employee she'd seen in the store was helping her exclusively and ignoring the other three women she'd come with. She was having far too much fun trying out the cornucopia of sex products all around her.


        In just thirty minutes she'd collected over $1000 in purchases and still there was much more she wanted to buy. The notion of a $400 limit went completely out the window in her mind. She figured that if Suzanne was insistent in enforcing that, she could sneak back the next day and buy the rest. Susan hadn't been good with self-control in recent weeks; she absolutely had to have it all, and right away.
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        She also didn't give much thought to the fact that she, Ginger, and Suzanne were naked more often than not now. For her, nakedness had become the norm and it was having to wear clothes on the ride to the store that seemed strange and uncomfortable, so she adjusted quickly.


        As they shopped, Ginger made sure to get touchy-feely at every opportunity. Under the guise of helping Susan into or out of outfits, she was able to run her hands all over the foxy mother's body nearly constantly. Furthermore, she kept the conversation on Alan and sex with him, keeping Susan in perpetual heat.


        But so far Susan hadn't reciprocated by touching Ginger except in the most incidental way.


        Normally Ginger would have made some moves on her "prey" by now, but Suzanne had warned her to go slow.


        After taking another outfit off Susan, Ginger decided to get a bit bolder. She ran a finger up a long rivulet of pussy juice rolling down Susan's thigh, and managed to get most of it on her finger. "Look at you. You're quite a leaker. I wish I could gush like that. We'd better get you dried off a bit or you're going to ruin the next outfit you try on. Or maybe not." She brought her cum-soaked finger up to her mouth and sniffed at Susan's juices. "Mmmm."


        Susan just looked a bit stunned. She didn't say anything. She looked around for guidance from Suzanne, but Suzanne was deliberately making herself scarce.


        Encouraged by Susan's lack of resistance, Ginger brought the wet finger up to her lips.
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        Susan held her breath, and then gasped, as Ginger smiled and sucked her own finger dry.


        Then Ginger said, "Let's tackle this leaking problem right at the source." She brought her hand back down and pushed a finger into Susan's pussy lips.


        Suddenly, Susan squealed and broke away. She held her hands over her boobs so they wouldn't bounce so much and ran through the store until she found Suzanne on the other side.


        She said, breathlessly, but in a near whisper, "Suzanne! I think Ginger just tried to make a pass at me!"


        Suzanne raised an eyebrow and said sarcastically, "You think?"


        Susan detected the sarcasm and replied, "Okay, smarty-pants, I know. But what do I do about it? She's not Alan-approved."


        Suzanne was honestly surprised and impressed by Susan's loyalty to Alan, even in a female-only situation like this. She decided to give genuine advice, although it kind of ruined her seduction scheme. She muttered in a low voice, "True. But remember that part of our role as Alan's nymphos is that we need to bring him new girls from time to time. Given that Ginger's standing there naked, don't you think you should try her out and see if she's suitable?"


        "Oh yeah. Good idea. But how do I try her out? I mean, look at her boobs. They're probably only C-cups, if that. He could do better." Susan had developed great pride in her own breasts. She defined Katherine's boobs as the lower end of "big" and was very proud of her daughter's endowments, but her derision for anything significantly smaller than that was immediately obvious.


        "True," Suzanne conceded. "He is a tit man, we all know that. However, maybe Ginger has some other traits that make up for it. Is she bisexual or just lesbian? Can she deep throat? Is she cool with orgies? With harems? With you-know-what?" She hoped Susan would recognize this as a reference to incest and gathered from a subtle nod that Susan did. "You should tread carefully with that last one though until we get to know her a whole lot better. Is she cool in general? Does she have a boyfriend or even a husband? And crucially, how good is she in bed? Basically, is she Alan-worthy? That's a lot more to determine Alan-worthiness than just breast size."


        Susan nodded and looked around conspiratorially. "Ah. Okay. I get it. I'll check it out and report back."

      



      
        CHAPTER 9


        Ginger had stayed where she was for lack of a better idea on what to do. She was pleased when Susan came back, still clutching her breasts but seemingly happy. "Susan? I'm sorry. Did I go too far there?"


        "Nah," Susan replied. "I just had to check in with Suzanne. She's sort of the leader of our pack." Susan liked to consider herself the number one mother in the family, but she didn't fight the reality that for most practical considerations, Suzanne belonged in charge.


        "So, is it okay?"


        "Well, I don't know. I much prefer a cock to a cunt. What about you?" She was conscious of Suzanne's questions and was trying to get answers.


        "If someone put a gun to my head I'd probably prefer cunt to cock, but I'll definitely take both." She grinned, adding, "Especially if it's a dildo gun. Not to mention, there are all kinds of cocks, like these plastic ones here." She walked a few feet over to where there was a wide selection of dildos and vibrators. "Normally, we don't allow in-store test-drives, but in your case we might make an exception." She immediately grabbed a vibrator that she knew had working batteries in it, and turned it on. It looked like a large, shiny, silver bullet.


        Susan smiled, as she knew what was coming next, but she pretended to be more interested in shopping. "But there's so much more I need to buy. Like these nipple clamps. Lately I've started to lactate and I'm beginning to leak. What do you recommend?"


        Ginger pushed the vibrator up into Susan's pussy without comment, and merely said casually, "Lactating, eh? Does that mean your master has knocked you up?"


        Susan's eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open. She turned to Ginger and said, "First marriage, and now pregnancy! Ginger, this store is a place of the most wonderful fantasies! Oh my goodness! Alan, knocking me up?! Filling his own mmmm-mouthwateringly, cum-thirsty sex slave with his potent, life-giving sperm?" Yet again, she'd almost said "mommy", but she thought she'd made a good save this time. "Ginger, I so dearly wish it was true! But sadly, I'm infertile. Let's talk about other things."


        "What's with the lactating, then?"


        "Oh, that's so Alan and the rest of us can have fresh milk all the time, straight from the source. It's induced. I was recently designated the mommy of the harem, so I'm just starting up." She thought, Phew! That should cover any further possible "mommy" slip-ups. Damn, Suzanne would be proud of my cleverness there.


        "You sure are an interesting bunch," Ginger commented as she sawed away with the very active vibrator. "You're going to want something more useful, not to mention sexier, than a nursing pad to soak up leakage. I personally recommend nipple clamps, perhaps some of our quick-release constrictors, to gently keep you pinched closed enough not to leak ... until you want to let down your flow. Let me get you some to try out." Ginger rummaged around with her free hand, as if searching for an item. "I must admit though that I'm curious. How is it that Alan can juggle having four or more outstanding women like you? Don't you get jealous with each other?" With her free hand, she reached out to grab a package of nipple clamps and she began unwrapping the plastic wrapper.


        "That Alan. He's too clever for us. If one of us were to ask him something like, 'Which one of us do you like the best?' he'd never give a straight answer. He's far too suave and diplomatic. He plays us all like fiddles. Where's a big-titted woman who can resist that kind of cleverness, that's what I'd like to know! Who am I to do anything but spread my legs and submit to such a superior master? God, I love that term! 'Superior master'! Mmmm. Just saying it makes me so damn hot!"


        "Big-titted?" Ginger asked quizzically, as she clipped the nipple clamps on Susan with her free hand. She was fucking Susan's pussy with the vibrator, using her other hand. She moved it in and out with long, slow strokes while the vibrator shook at its highest setting.


        Susan was too busy trying to fight off an upcoming climax and keep the thread of conversation going to comment about the nipple clamps. But she explained, "Alan's a bit of a tit man. Frankly I don't know if you'd qualify. He fucks only the best."


        Ginger thought, I know two things. One, I want this woman in the worst way. Two, I want this Alan even more. I know it's immature, but when I hear "he fucks only the best" I want to prove my worth so bad. Just how big is his harem, anyway? When that busty Nordic blonde and that sexy black girl were in here a few days ago, weren't they also talking about an Alan? Could it be the same guy? I doubt it, but anything's possible I guess. I HAVE to figure out how I can meet him! First, I'll drive Susan crazy with lust. I don't think that'll be very difficult. She got Susan to move a few feet further down the aisle with her, to the section that had the anal dildos.


        "Have any women turned him down?" Ginger asked with real curiosity.


        "Are you kidding?! We're all just helpless, defenseless pussies to be plowed and filled by his man-seed. If he wants you, he'll have you. Who are we to dare resist?"
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        Ginger bent Susan over like a living sex doll, starting to insert an anal vibrator that she'd just picked up off the shelf and turned on. She was surprised when Susan not only bent over so willingly, but also accepted the intruding vibrator so easily, as if it were the most natural thing in the world for her to take something up the ass. When Ginger finally pushed the vibrator all the way in, she felt the residue of lube that hadn't been rubbed away earlier by Susan's panties.


        Ginger thought, This woman is really over the top. No man can be half as amazing as she makes him out to be. But still... Normally it's such a bother to figure out if my next target is submissive or dominant, but I'm not exactly burning out my brain cells trying to figure that out with her. Look at how she bends over and takes the two vibrators without question, like she's used to a daily dildo stuffing. She could be a lot of fun to play with. Not to mention, she really is one of the most outstandingly beautiful women I've ever seen. I should turn on my dominant side and see just how far I can go.


        She asked, "Susan, have you ever tried S&M?"


        Standing back up, Susan reached out to hold and inspect Ginger's breasts while she answered, "Not really. Alan's never really gotten into that, maybe because this harem is only a couple of months old. But I have been spanked a couple of times, and that was great. I love a good spanking. Oh, and Alan tied my arms and legs to the bed a few days ago and blindfolded me on top of it. Now THAT was a great fuck!"


        Ginger noticed that Susan not only didn't object to having her holes filled with vibrators, but also seemed to be loosening up (in more ways than one) with every passing minute. "Well then, you're going to like what I'm going to do next. Let me get some rope first." She walked off to get some rope from another part of the room.


        Now that Susan was left alone momentarily, she began to think about her public exposure and get worried. She looked around and noticed that Suzanne was nowhere in sight, either. "Hey! Ginger! Where did my friend go?"


        "Oh, I'm sure she's checking out the front of the store," Ginger replied as she grabbed the rope and began walking back to Susan. "We've got a looooot of great sexy clothes up there, in the front section."


        Ginger was lying about Suzanne. While Katherine and Amy could still be vaguely heard shopping in the front section, Ginger in fact had noticed that Suzanne had walked into an "employees only" door in the back of the store. (Susan, between the nipple clamps and the two vibrators pulsing away inside her, wasn't noticing much else at all.) Ginger correctly assumed that Suzanne was up to some further intrigue. She'd already decided that she was ready to play along with whatever the intriguing red-head came up with.


        Normally there were at least two employees helping out the customers at the shop. But the other employee at work that day, Cindy, had been told to remain in back so Susan wouldn't be too self-conscious when Ginger started seducing her. But when Susan unexpectedly asked for Suzanne's permission half-way through Ginger's seduction, that had rather ruined Suzanne's plan to keep Susan a bit frightened and thus more aroused. So on the spot she had come up with a new twist to her plan. She went into the back room and found Cindy, and told her of her new idea.


        Ginger knew exactly how to tie up another woman with just the right amount of pain and pleasure. She used a rough rope and tied her up tightly, causing pain, but she also ran the rope over very sensitive and sensual parts of the body, causing pleasure. She pushed the anal and vaginal vibrators all the way in up to their flanged bases, then ran a rope right up Susan's pussy lips and over her clit, and also up her ass crack. She ran ropes all over, much more than was necessary just to tie Susan's arms behind her back.


        Suzanne and Cindy covertly watched through the "employees only" door until Ginger was done tying up Susan, and only then did Cindy play the role Suzanne had asked her to do.


        Cindy, dressed in unremarkable street clothes, walked out into the back room where Susan and Ginger were, but looked away from them. She said, "Ginger? You there?"


        Ginger and Susan both ducked down in the aisle they were in, getting below the level of goods on racks and shelves so Cindy wouldn't be able to see them. But there were three long aisles in the back room, and if Cindy just walked forward a few feet, she'd be able to see Ginger and a naked, cowering Susan.
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        Susan was instantly horrified as she heard the sound of someone walking nearby. She was fairly certain that it wasn't Suzanne, as she knew the sound of Suzanne's high heels, and she had a strong feeling that it wasn't either Katherine or Amy. She'd been drifting along in a blissful sexual fog, happy to boast about Alan and try to test Ginger for "Alan-worthiness." But all of a sudden it hit her that she was completely bound up with rope, wearing nipple clamps, stuffed full with two vibrators, and on public display in the middle of a store, to boot.


        She wanted to scream or cry but she dared not make a sound. At the same time, she desperately wanted out of the ropes, but her extreme helplessness in the face of danger aroused her terribly. With her hands and arms bound as they were, about the only useful movements she could make were to duck down or walk. She let out a silent scream of both fear and arousal.


        Cindy began walking down a different aisle. She knew exactly where Ginger and Susan were and she was purposely avoiding going there - for the moment. She said in a loud voice, "Ginger, where are you? This place is a mess. Clothes on the floor, clothes everywhere. It looks like a tornado came through here!" She bent down and began picking up some of the items.


        Ginger meanwhile, merely put a finger in front of her lips to signal to Susan to be quiet, and then she grabbed some clothes off a nearby rack and checked to see if any fit her size. She discovered a costume that fit her, which happened to be a nun outfit, and she started to put it on. She wasn't too concerned about being caught - she figured that whatever Cindy was doing, it was something Suzanne had instructed her to do for Susan's sake.


        Susan however, was increasingly terrified. The sound of Cindy's voice obviously confirmed her worst fear that the person drawing near was a stranger. She and Ginger were in the middle aisle, and Cindy was just one aisle over. The fact that Ginger was dressing only made her feel even more exposed and helpless. She thanked her lucky stars that at least there was some light rock music playing throughout the store, or else she was convinced Cindy would have surely heard the rustling sounds of Ginger changing.


        In fact, Cindy did hear those sounds. She waited until she guessed Ginger had dressed and the sounds died down, and then muttered to herself, "Well, this aisle is cleaned, finally. I hope the next one isn't so messy. Ginger, I know you have to be around here somewhere. Are you in the bathroom?"


        At that, Ginger whispered to Susan while putting her nun's habit on, "Quick, to the next aisle!" They stayed ducked down and went around to the aisle farthest from Cindy.


        Susan was forced into an ungainly hobbling waddle, bound as she was. There was nowhere else to go from there, though, as there was a solid wall on the other side of that aisle that separated the front of the store from the back.


        Cindy walked into the middle aisle and exclaimed, "My Lord. Ginger, where ARE you? You not only left a mess here, but look. Some freshly unwrapped packages, including nipple clamps. Ginger, are you playing with one of the customers again? I thought I warned you about that for the last time." Her voice echoed tones of disgust as she continued mumbling to herself. "Don't tell me you've found yet another impressionable, horny, slut to take advantage of. Ah, I know. You must be in the changing rooms." She walked to the changing rooms, located off of a different wall from the one Susan and Ginger were cowering near, and made a lot of noise opening and closing the changing room doors.


        Susan took advantage of Cindy being occupied with the doors to whisper to Ginger extremely quietly, "Please! Help me! Can't you get the ropes off? I'm so scared I think I'm gonna die, plus the ropes and vibrators are about to make me cum! I won't be able to stop myself from screaming!"
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        "Hmmm." Ginger whispered back. "Unfortunately, it'll take a long time to get those ropes off, and it'll make too much noise. We'd better not. But I can help with the screaming." She went down the aisle, ducking all the way, grabbed a mouth gag that included a life-sized penis, and tied it around Susan's head.


        Susan was so out of her mind with worry and arousal that she didn't resist in the slightest. In fact, she didn't even realize what Ginger was doing until the gag was on her, and the plastic penis was deep in her mouth. This latest indignity only increased her fear, frustration, and arousal even more.


        The head of the dildo pressed down into her throat, almost triggering her gag reflex. It took much of her concentration to simply breathe. But at the same time, she loved the sensation of having it in her throat, not to mention the feelings caused by the rope and nipple clamps. She got off more on being restrained and helpless than the actual rubbing and squeezing on her body.


        Then Ginger whispered, "I should at least try to get these vibrators out of you." She made a big show of trying to pull the big vibrator in Susan's vagina out, but a rope constantly stimulating Susan's clitoris also ran right across the middle of the vibrator's flanged base. Ginger kept pulling the vibrator out a few inches, only to find the rope wouldn't give any more, then she'd push the vibrator back in and try again. In so doing, she would tighten and loosen the ropes all over Susan's body, sending shock waves of pleasure everywhere.


        Susan cursed in her own mind, Stupid Ginger! Why doesn't she pull the rope to the side first?! To the side, to the side! She was still naïve enough from her earlier innocent days not to realize that Ginger was purposely failing to get the vibrator out and was effectively fucking her over and over again as she slowly pushed and pulled on it. But her body could only handle so much stimulation. She cried out into her gag as a great climax, and then another, ran through her.


        "What was that?" Cindy said out loud. "Ginger? Are you hiding somewhere? Come out already. Don't play games with me. Is anyone helping the customers I hear out in front?"


        Just then, Amy walked through the door from the front of the store to the back. She turned down the aisle and her eyes bugged out. She opened her mouth to speak, but the look of abject fear on Susan's face stopped her from actually saying anything. She wasn't in on the scheme, but she could instantly tell that Susan and Ginger were trying to hide, though she was a bit puzzled why Ginger seemed to be fucking Susan with a vibrator instead of trying to do something useful.


        Amy saw Cindy approaching and decided she needed to draw attention away from Susan. "Excuse me. Could I get some help here in the front of the store?"


        "Certainly," Cindy replied. This interruption was unexpected, but she could see no way out of helping a customer. She walked to the doorway between the two sections. Amy cleverly stood at the start of the aisle where Ginger and Susan were squatting down, blocking most of the view in their direction.


        Susan looked at the feet and legs of Cindy standing on the other side of Amy and closed her eyes in fear. But the next thing she knew, Amy and Cindy were gone and Ginger was motioning at her for her to move. Ginger shooed her into the nearest changing room and then hurried away.


        Susan was still tightly bound with objects plugging up her mouth, asshole, and pussy, but she let out a great sigh of relief. She felt safe, at least for the moment.


        Suzanne had been observing much of this the whole time by peeking through the "employees only" door. But she decided that Susan had had more than enough excitement for the day. After all, the goal was to get Susan over her fear of public exposure, not make the fear worse.


        She walked over to the changing room containing Susan and knocked on the door. "Susan? You in there? How are things going?"


        Susan couldn't answer properly until Suzanne unfastened the penis gag and pulled it from her mouth. Susan was breathless over how close she'd come to discovery. "Suzanne? Is it really you? Thank God!" Susan felt completely overwhelmed by her experience.


        Suzanne tried to calm her down a bit, but wasn't entirely successful. At least she was able to undo the ropes and hold her in her arms for a while. After a few minutes of idle chatter as they continued to embrace each other in the dressing room, Suzanne said, "I'm feeling guilty. I have to confess something."


        "What?"


        "That whole thing that happened to you and Ginger just now, you know how you were running around like crazy, trying to avoid Cindy?"


        "What?! You know all about that?"


        "Yep, I do. Matter of fact, I set it all up. Wait!" She held a hand up with a stop gesture. "Before you start screaming bloody murder, realize that there was a point to it."


        Susan was pissed. Her eyes narrowed and growled, "A point? What point? Suzanne, you're mean!"


        "I know, but the point was, we need to get you over your fear of exposure in public places. Just think of all the fun you could have with Alan in the great outdoors, once you're cured of that. So it was kind of a trial by fire. I wanted you to start getting off on exciting situations. I wanted you so out of your mind with arousal that it would completely overtake your fear. In fact, you'd be able to see that fear can take your arousal to even greater levels. I wanted you so wild with pure lust that you'd very nearly go insane. Did it work?"


        Susan looked back on what had just happened. She was exhausted, but she'd rarely climaxed so hard or so often in the span of a few minutes. "Yeah, admittedly. But don't do that again! That was mean. And I think the thing that was the saving grace was getting all tied up. There's something about that... I don't know what."


        The two of them talked for a while about what Susan had learned about what turned her on. Suzanne and Susan made a deal: Susan would agree to try more public exposure in the future, but only if Suzanne gave her some warning of what was going to happen in advance.


        Eventually, the two of them went back out into the store (fully dressed again) and rejoined the others in making purchases. Katherine and Amy entered the back room not long after Susan's adventure with Ginger ended, and the two of them went wild over the selection back there. All four women did nothing but shop for a while. There was a lot of gnashing of teeth at the $400 spending limit. Suzanne eventually caved in and increased it to $600, but that didn't help matters much, since the other three women all built up "must have" piles containing over $1000 worth of purchases.


        After yet more fun and shopping, Katherine suddenly realized her time to leave early had arrived. The time had snuck up on her so quickly that she didn't have time to winnow her purchases down to just $600, and left that responsibility to Amy. Every single item in her pile had some kind of feline theme to it, so she figured she couldn't go wrong no matter what Amy whittled her pile down to.


        The other three shopped with Ginger's help until the time they'd allowed for their excursion came to an end. Their car was practically bursting with shopping bags when they finally left for home.

      



      
        CHAPTER 10


        Alan didn't realize what trouble he had caused for Christine with deciding that they wouldn't be going to a fancy, expensive restaurant for their next practice date. He'd thought that would make things simple and easy for both of them. But in fact it had thrown Christine's plans into confusion, now that she couldn't wear the outfit she'd borrowed from her young, beautiful, blonde aunt Kirsten.


        Kirsten lived about half an hour away to the north, closer to Los Angeles, where she worked. Christine felt she had no choice but to drive to Kirsten's apartment to get something else to wear. So that's what she did, after calling first to set up a time when Kirsten would be there.


        Christine came into Kirsten's apartment carrying the dress she'd hoped to wear that night, as well as some other borrowed outfits she was returning.


        After some small talk, Christine said, "Aunt Kirsten, I need your help! I've got an emergency situation. I'm going on another practice date with Alan tonight, and I have nothing to wear! He said we're just going to go to a casual place to eat, so none of those will do." She nodded towards the pile of clothes she was returning. "Furthermore, I need to really wow him. I need something to wear that's casual, yet SUPER sexy! Something that will cause him to lose all control!"


        Kirsten sat in a chair with Christine sitting across from her. She said, "Here's a question for you. Is Alan, gay, blind, neutered, or crazy?"


        "None of the above," Christine replied huffily.


        "Then what's the problem? Why do you need all of these fashionable outfits in the first place? Christine, you're gorgeous! You outshine most of the models I know. Furthermore, you've already got your man. I know you're shy to admit it or talk about it, but don't worry, Olga told me everything."


        Christine frowned. "What do you mean?"


        "I know all about how you two French kissed. Congratulations! Your first boyfriend! He's a lucky guy. So you don't have to keep up this 'practice date' pretense with me anymore."


        Christine sighed wearily. "Oh no! Mom told you about the kiss?"


        "She did."


        "UGH! She wasn't supposed to tell anybody, not even Dad! UGH!"


        "What's the problem? That's great news. It's about damn time, if you ask me."


        Christine was distraught. "The problem is, yes, we did kiss, but... it was kind of an accident. You see, Alan's not really my boyfriend. Not yet, at least. I just kind of gave Mom that impression to make her happy. She's been pestering me to date forever. The truth is, I'm still just practice dating with Alan."


        Kirsten gesticulated in agitation. "What the hell?! What's wrong with this Alan guy?! If he's French kissed you extensively, then clearly he has the hots for you. How is that an accident? Did he fall on you and get his lips stuck to yours with Superglue?!"


        Christine looked away in embarrassment. "No, obviously not. It was something that kind of happened. When it was over, we both vowed not to let it happen again, although I didn't really mean it."


        Kirsten growled, "I figured it was something like that. Anyway, it shows that he desires you, which should surprise no one, since he has eyes to see. For instance, you've told me he's a 'breast man,' and he definitely hit the mother lode with you on that!" She nodded at Christine's impressive bust. "By all accounts, you two are getting along like gangbusters on these 'practice dates,' right?" She made air quotes when she said "practice dates," which was a concept she still didn't really understand.


        "Right. Definitely."


        "So what's the problem? Why aren't you officially boyfriend-girlfriend yet?"


        Christine let out an even heavier and more frustrated sigh. "It's... complicated. You see... dammit, do I really have to tell you this? UGH! I guess I do. You see, the problem is, I'm not his official girlfriend because he already has one."


        "What?!" Kirsten nearly rose out of her chair, she was so upset and surprised by that. "No! I'm shocked and disappointed. That seems so unlike you!"


        Christine frantically waved her hands defensively. "Wait! Wait! It's not like that! I'm not trying to steal him away from someone else! In fact, uh... actually... in a way, it's kind of worse than that."


        Kirsten settled back in her chair. "Oh boy. This is going to be interesting. I'm all ears!"


        "Uh, the thing is... he does have a girlfriend, a really nice girl named Amy, who by the way is also very busty and beautiful, but... Now, before I continue, don't tell any of what I'm about to say to my mom or dad, okay?"


        "Okay. I swear myself to silence. Now, what is it, already?"


        "Well, you see, Amy... she's fine with sharing him with other girls. It's a non-exclusive relationship, for him."


        "'For him?'" Kirsten raised a suspicious eyebrow.


        Christine's face was starting to turn red as she revealed her predicament. "Yeah, well, Amy doesn't want to go out with any other guy, but she has no problem with him doing whatever he wants with other girls."


        "Are you kidding me?!"


        "No, I'm serious. And... let's just say he takes full advantage. He's involved with a number of other girls, who are pretty much the most beautiful and desirable girls in school. He's even gotten intimate with the evil head cheerleader, to my great frustration, but that's a whole other story."


        "But wait. If he's such a player, and he's kissed you already, then what's the problem? I don't know these other girls, but I can't imagine any of them are more beautiful than you. And I'll bet you're smarter and more successful than all of them combined! So why does he hesitate with you?"


        Christine growled with frustration. "You tell me! URGH! It's damn aggravating! The thing is, he feels like he's living a pretty sexually wild lifestyle, which I guess is true, and he doesn't think I'd fit in with that. More importantly, he values his friendship with me. He worries that if we get sexually intimate, it could ruin that. Especially since he is involved with these other girls, and he knows that's not a situation I'd be willing to put up with for very long. So he resists!"


        Kirsten said, "And you don't want him to resist. Even given all his other girls?"


        "No, I don't!"


        "How many other girls are we talking about?!"


        "I don't know exactly. A handful, I'd guess, unfortunately. He's got all those girls chasing after him for a reason. It's not like he's Mr. McDreamy Dreamboat; some other guys are more handsome or buff or whatever. But... there's just something about him!" She clutched the air in front of her in frustration. "I can't explain it! I want HIM, and nobody else will do! I'm trying to charm him, and flirt, and dress to impress, and so much more... and I'm close! Really close! He's wavering and weakening, I can tell! That kiss you know about, that was key! That shows he wants me too, like you said!"


        She shook a fist, because she was so passionate about it. "That's why I need your help! I want to wear something tonight that'll absolutely knock his socks off! He said 'dress casual.' Well, I don't care if we're going to frickin' McDonalds: I can dress informally AND super sexily at the same time, can't I? Can you help me find something to wear like that?!"


        Kirsten brought a hand to her chin and stared off into space. After a long pause, she said, "Before I answer that, I want to make sure you're doing the right thing. I've been helping you with your other practice dates, but I didn't know the true situation until now. Is this really wise? I see you kind of like my little sister, so I figure it's my job to look out for you. Christine, this is so very unlike you. It seems to me like you're entering into a hornet's nest. If he has a formal girlfriend AND he's involved with other girls on top of that, how could this possibly end well for you?"


        Christine replied, "I understand your concern. But look at it this way. I'm not trying to marry the guy. I'm very young, and totally sexually inexperienced. I'm sure I'll have many boyfriends before I find 'the one.' Right now, what I'm most interested in is finding out what sex and romance is all about, and he's the perfect guy for that. For one thing, he's basically my only male friend, and the only guy I'd feel comfortable enough with to be intimate. I like him a lot. He's a super nice guy, really easy to be with and talk to. Furthermore, it just so happens that he's a total stud! You should hear the girls rave about him. Apparently, he's head and shoulders above everyone else in school in terms of sexual prowess and leaving his lovers VERY sexually satisfied."


        She concluded, "So, yeah, the situation is kind of complicated, but kind of not. I want to keep his friendship. That's really important to me. But why can't he and I have a 'friends with benefits' arrangement? Kirsten, I don't want to leave high school still a virgin! It's so embarrassing! The other kids call me 'Pristine Christine' and 'Christine, the Ice Queen' because everyone knows how I've never dated. I'm sick of it! I want to know what I've been missing! And, frankly, I'm really into Alan. He... he... damn it, this is hard to put into words, but... he lights my fire, okay? That kiss we shared, I want a lot more of that! Much more!"


        Kirsten smiled and laughed. "Okay, okay, I get it. And I'm glad. Good for you! You're reminding me what it was like to be a hot-blooded teenager. If you put it that way, I don't see the harm. It reminds me of that song 'Night Moves' by Bob Seger. Are you familiar with that one?"


        Christine shook her head.


        "It's about teenage romance. There's a lyric that goes, 'I used her, she used me, but neither one cared. We were getting our share.' That sounds like what's happening here, and there's nothing wrong with that, especially at your age. So sure, I'll help you 'wow' him. Let's talk clothes."


        [image: Christine]

        Christine pumped her first, and then gave a big thumbs up. "YES!"


        Kirsten got a mischievous twinkle in her eye. "I do have something special for you, a gift for you. I've been tinkering with designing a sexy, skin-tight outfit. Since I have your measurements, and I could see where things were going with Alan, I had one made for you already. I was going to give it to you some other time, but you might need it now. I'm not sure if it's appropriate for a restaurant meal. Frankly, I'm not sure just what it's appropriate for; it's just something I've been experimenting with. But it IS 'super sexy'; there's no doubt about that. And it should fit you like a second skin. Alan will love it, I'm sure."


        Christine stood up. She was bursting with eagerness. "Excellent! Let's see it! Where is it?!"


        Kirsten laughed. "I'll get it for you soon enough. But since I've got you here in my grasp, we need to talk about some other things first. For instance, this is a good time for you to borrow some other clothes, for future 'practice dates.' Or, hopefully, just dates. So we should pick those out together. And we've got a lot to talk about regarding Alan. I want to know more about this mysterious Don Juan. There's a lot I can tell you to help you take things to the next level with him."


        Christine was beyond impatient. "Good, good, but later! Let's see this skin-tight outfit already!"


        Kirsten stood up to get the outfit, knowing Christine wouldn't be put off any longer. She chuckled some more. "Girl, you've changed. Mere months ago, it seemed you couldn't be bothered with boys whatsoever. It looked like you were totally repressing your sexual side with your homework and martial arts. Now, it's like all that pent-up sexual desire is coming out all at once. I almost feel sorry for this Alan guy. Once you two really get started, he won't know what hit him!"

      

    


	



    

      




    






SIX TIMES A DAY – Part 103

      I'm Gonna Make You Love Me

      Day 72: Tuesday, November 26

    


    
      
        CHAPTER 1


        Alan woke up to a ringing alarm clock. At first he was confused: there was only a little sunlight outside which made him assume that it was sunrise, but he thought for a few moments and realized it had to be sunset. There was a note on the bedstand from Susan reminding him of his dinner plans with Christine. It contained several motherly admonitions on dressing well and acting polite, which made him smile.


        The alarm which Susan had set didn't leave him much time to get ready. He showered and changed into a collared shirt and dress slacks, which was unusually formal for him but still less than the three-piece suit he'd worn on his last date with Christine. He brushed his teeth and rushed out the door.


        He arrived at the "Taste of Thai" restaurant right at their planned meeting time. Christine was already sitting in a booth so he joined her.


        [image: Christine in a red dress with a lot of decolletage and red arm coverings that go almost up to her armpits]

        Christine looked fantastic. It seemed that she hadn't heard his suggestion that they dress normally. Not surprisingly, she'd decided to wear the "super sexy" outfit that her aunt Kirsten had given her that afternoon.


        Her dark red outfit was skin-tight and low-cut, yet at the same time it offered almost no support for her breasts, causing them to jiggle at her slightest movement. There was also an opening that exposed her firm stomach, and the dress also exposed almost all of her back. On top of that, it was made of some kind of shimmering material, but he wasn't knowledgeable about clothing and couldn't figure out if the dress was made of latex, satin, silk, or what.


        Alan was immediately reminded of why he'd fallen in love with her in the first place. Not only did she look like a perfect bombshell, on the same level of beauty as his family four, but she had her usual stare that conveyed both intelligence and intensity. It was one of the things that he liked best about her, because looking at her deep blue eyes always made him feel as if she was full of boundless energy.


        However, it probably was the same serious, penetrating stare that was responsible for her nickname of "Ice Queen Christine." The old Alan would have flinched and quickly looked away when Christine looked at him like that, just as almost everyone else did. But lately his confidence and experience had grown, so he found himself capable of staring back.


        He thought, Whoa! I already have a boner just from the anticipation, but now that I see her, I swear it's like I have a double boner! I'd better sit down fast, before she sees it. He did just that.


        He considered making a joke like, "I didn't know I'd be meeting Barbarella here," but he decided against it. Sometimes she didn't take jokes that well and she seemed a bit abashed about what she was wearing.


        Instead, he decided a compliment was in order. He said, "My God! Christine, you look really amazing! I'm totally blown away by your beauty. I mean that sincerely!"


        To his surprise, she frowned. "I feel like an idiot, like a fish out of water. I'm too embarrassed to get up and give you a hug. I thought we were going to one of those fancy places where the women wear shiny silk dresses with plunging necklines and backless..." She stopped and sighed. Then she added in a near whisper, "I feel practically naked!"


        He replied, "Not even! True, you did kind of overdress, and that's my fault for not making clear what kind of restaurant we'd be eating at. But that's not a minus; that's a plus! I'm really glad you're dressed like that 'cos now I can beam with pride, knowing everyone in the restaurant is jealous that I'm with such a complete, total knockout."


        She still didn't look pleased. "Yeah, well, I don't like the way people are staring at me."


        "That's just 'cos you're not used to being the center of attention. And I get it that you're shy about your body. But you shouldn't be. Christine, people don't just stare at you because you have big breasts; they stare at you because you're totally gorgeous from head to toe! You have one of the most beautiful faces I've ever seen! So be proud. True, a large part of your good looks is just lucky genetics. But an equally large part is the way you take care of yourself, and especially how you stay in top shape. Good looks are a sign of good health, and that's an accomplishment just like getting good grades."


        She looked thoughtful, then finally smiled. "Thanks. I've never really thought about it like that before. I've always kind of considered my body kind of a curse, getting me all the wrong kind of attention. But I'll try not to worry about what those others think tonight." She grew bashful and stared towards the ground. "To be honest, I just really wanted to look good for you."


        That was true. She was so deeply in love and wanted to impress him so very much that she simply couldn't help herself. She was highly ashamed about it, because it directly flew in the face of her determination to keep their relationship platonic. Just sitting here with him was making her quite horny, and doubly so thanks to her revealing outfit.


        He replied, "Holy cow! You succeeded in spades! That has to be one of the sexiest outfits I've ever seen! Be careful: if at some point during dinner you see me start to drool and my eyes roll back into my head, I've just had Christine's sexy-dress overload. Take me to a hospital, immediately!"


        She laughed at that, then beamed with happiness. She loved the way he had helped banish her insecurities, even to making her feel sexy and proud to be wearing her outfit. "Thanks. I'm tickled pink that you like it." She added in a throaty come on, "As for your clothes, don't worry. I can help you get underdressed, so we'll be even." Then she leaned back and laughed. It felt really good to be flirting again.


        He grinned. "Oh, so that's how it's going to be, eh? More flirting practice? Two can play at that game. You're not tickled pink just yet. Wait until I'm done tickling you. I'm going to tickle you until you're helpless and crying for mercy."


        She sat up straighter and looked at him defiantly. "I dare you to. And how do you know I'll be crying for mercy? Maybe I'll be crying for you to give me something else." Her eyes bored through the table as she stared at the spot where his genitals were.


        She was shocked at her own boldness, blushing immediately afterward. But the truth was, she lusted after him so much that she was saying and doing things she'd never imagined she would do. Like wearing her outfit. Because it really did provide no breast support, she truly felt like she was naked. And the more she felt her breasts jiggling about and felt his eyes upon them, the more aroused she got.


        He thought, Whoa! Double whoa, even! This is supposed to be a non-romantic date. But I feel such electricity in the air. We've only been talking for a minute or two, and already I want to drag her off to the bathroom and have my way with her.


        That thought suddenly reminded him of what Katherine had done with him in the bathroom during a previous date with Christine, and it made his erection even stiffer. Dang! Too sexy! And why does she have to keep giggling and laughing? Every time she does that it's like she's shaking two bowls of Jell-O. Very RED Jell-O. Cherry flavored, undoubtedly. Damn, I'd love to nibble on those cherry nipples and - hell, let's face it, take her cherry!


        He found himself breathing hard with desire, hoping it didn't show. This is bad. I need to calm down and take things down a few notches. He said, "Okay, you got me there. I can't think of anything to top that. On a different note, what did you think of what Chalmers said in class today?"


        That changed the conversation; they discussed school gossip and even some classwork, leaving them both simultaneously disappointed and yet oddly relieved.


        After more small talk and placing their orders, they were left with an awkward silence. What exactly was the agenda of their get-together this time? Alan, at least, wasn't at all sure.


        Christine was the first to break the silence. "So... those football players are giving you a hard time, huh?"


        That broke the ice. Alan was relieved to talk about it, since the seriousness of the topic ruled out more flirting, He smiled, even as he began to discuss his woes. "That would be an understatement. Thanks again for your help this morning, by the way. I'm gonna pay for the dinner this time; it's the least I can do."


        She joked, "Big mistake. You should have told me that AFTER we ordered. Let's see. What's the most expensive bottle of wine?" Though she was joking about the price, it was clear she relished having some wine.


        Remembering how tipsy they had both gotten on their last date, he said, "We'd better not. We got lucky in not getting into trouble with the under-aged drinking thing last time, but we shouldn't make it a habit." He'd resolved to keep things platonic, so the last thing he wanted was Christine loosening up after getting drunk.


        They talked about the football players for quite a while. He was surprised by just how much she knew about his tormentors. For instance, she knew many of the people who were behind the recent efforts to get at him. She named names and gave many details about who some of them were and what they were doing. A fair amount of what she said covered the same ground as what Simone had told him earlier that day, but she added more perspective to the problem and she knew some things that Simone either didn't know or had simply failed to mention during their lunchtime conversation.


        One thing that surprised him though was that Christine firmly believed that some recent rumors were the work of the football players, when in fact he knew that Heather herself had been responsible for starting them. It made him even more determined not to have Heather as an enemy.


        It also became clear that Christine was one of the people who had stuck up for Amy and Glory when Heather had started circulating rumors against them. He was grateful that she had forcefully taken his side in every instance, even without being asked to do so.


        When she was done, he said, "What you've done is really helpful, and very much appreciated. But how did you know all that?"


        She smiled knowingly. "Oh, just a little bird or two who talk to me."


        "Come on. Seriously. It might prove useful for me to know in any upcoming confrontation with them."


        She looked at him questioningly as she considered revealing her sources. The truth was, she wasn't completely sure if he could keep a secret. She wasn't so much worried about him directly, but she worried that he would tell his girlfriend Amy, and then Amy would blab to others. Amy had already gotten Alan into trouble at school by blabbing things she shouldn't have.


        So she was coy with her answer. "Let's just say that I've been trying to look out for you for some time."


        "Wow, Christine, that's sweet. But I don't deserve it. What have I ever done for you except stare at you from afar way too much?"


        They both laughed as they recalled several incidents when she had caught him staring wantonly at her sizeable though well-covered breasts. The recollection of his staring caused him to gaze down from her beautiful face to her low-cut red dress.


        Surprising herself with her boldness again, she asked in a husky voice, "See anything you like?"


        He was still somewhat exhausted from the events of the day and didn't realize that he had been staring again for far too long, just like he so often did. But he knew he'd been busted. He looked up and joked, "Oops, there I go again!"


        She said teasingly, "What is it with guys and boobs? Maybe I should just take my top off and let you play with them until your curiosity is satisfied."


        He joked back, "I don't know. That could take a really long time. Years, even."


        She teased back, "And the problem with that is? ... As long as I have something to play with too." She winked.


        His erection had subsided during all the talk about the football players, but that brought it back with a vengeance. He thought, Wow, she's changed so much. I remember when she always wore those baggy sweaters to hide her charms, even when it was a hot day. Now she's magically turned into an expert flirt. Even her voice is extra sexy all of a sudden!


        What Alan didn't know was that Simone had been correct in her assessment that when Christine got started doing something, she didn't stop until she was the best. Christine had prepared a number of flirty lines, so she just needed the right moments to drop them. She'd even practiced her delivery, working on making her voice more breathy and at times more husky.


        He pulled at his collar like a nervous Rodney Dangerfield. "I don't know what it is, but suddenly I'm really thirsty for a glass of milk. Or maybe two."


        She laughed. "You and milk. You do know that I'm not carrying around two 'gallon jugs' of milk as you once put it, right? Besides, what about the rest of me? Did you know that I also have a backside?"


        His gaped in pretend shock. "You DO?! I never really thought about it before, but I guess it makes sense. It's hard to have a front without a back."


        She chuckled and rolled her eyes.


        [image: Christine with her back to the viewer, in red thigh-high stockings, a red miniskirt that covers only the bottom of her boobs, and red arm coverings that extend from wrist to upper arms]

        Then, to further wow him, she announced that she had to go "powder her nose" and stood up to head to the ladies' room. She took her time walking away from him, slowly swishing her hips as she went. Ha! That'll show him. I have a pretty damn fine ass if I do say so myself. It's just that no one ever notices, due to these damn "milk jugs."


        But in her attempts to arouse and attract Alan, what Christine didn't realize was how much the flirting would affect herself. The more outrageous the flirting got, the harder her nipples ached and the more jolts of arousal shot to her pussy. One reason why she went to the restroom when she did was because she needed to calm down; she feared she'd have an orgasm just sitting there talking to him.


        Walking to the restroom was a big challenge as well. The skin-tight outfit rubbed against her nipples in a maddeningly-arousing fashion, while her breasts bounced so freely that her face burned red from all the curious stares. She'd been practicing an exaggerated sashaying of her hips, so she put those moves into motion, but it just caused everything to rub all the more.


        Alan was thoroughly wowed, not to mention severely tempted, as he watched her flaunt her rear as she walked away. Fuck man! She's driving me crazy! I swear, I could whip out my cock and masturbate right here and now! Just watching her walk around in that outfit is as stimulating as a nice long blowjob from Mom. I could spend hours watching the light play on the shiny skin-tight red fabric that's covering her magnificent ass!


        Once she was out of sight, he looked around the room. And it's not just me. It seems that everyone else in this restaurant, male and female, is still gazing at the door she just walked through, hoping she'll come back and walk around some more.


        Dang! He spoke to his raging boner, Down, boy!

      



      
        CHAPTER 2


        Christine had to sit on the toilet doing nothing for a while, just to calm down. It was a big challenge not to masturbate, but she feared that he would detect the smell of her vaginal fluids if she did. She thought, I've got to get ahold of myself! I never realized my breasts could be such powerful erogenous zones. My nipples are on FIRE! It's all I can do not to pull my top down and beg him to play with them and suckle them!


        God dammit, why doesn't he make a move? What more am I supposed to do to show him that I want to get something started, short of actually pulling my top down and begging him?! "You like my boobs? Then reach out and play with them, dammit! And kiss me at the same time, like you did before! Only this time, don't stop!"


        She paused, sighing. I know it's because of his other women. He thinks I'm not right for him, due to all his running around. And if he wasn't having sex every day with a lot of other women, his resistance would be way lower. But for some weird reason, the more he resists me, the more I want him! I don't understand all this sex stuff. It's messed up. I wish I could just pick a normal, unattached guy, but now my heart is set on him.


        Dammit! Dammit, dammit, dammit! I don't want to be a virgin anymore. I'm so horny I could cry! Or scream. This is torture. Just being with him or near him is exquisite torture.


        She decided to put some of her martial arts training to good use. She brought her breathing under control by using the slow, deep, tactical breathing she'd been taught to use in combat. That helped a lot. After about five minutes of just sitting on the toilet, she felt that she had her raging lust under sufficient control, so she got up and walked back to the dinner table.


        But the mere act of walking back immediately negated her efforts to cool down, especially since she was practicing her sashaying walk again. As soon as she saw Alan staring at her from across the room, it was as if her entire body had suddenly burst into flame. Her nipples popped back to full hardness. Worse, the maddening rubbing of erect nipples against the tight fabric resumed. She wanted to walk quickly to get it over with, but the faster she walked, the more her unsupported breasts bounced and crashed together, just as if she were topless. It would look too weird to clutch her rack for support in such a public place, so she was forced to walk slowly the rest of the way.


        By the time she sat down, her pussy was wet again. She inwardly cursed her body for being so arousable. He was so obviously agog at her outfit, not to mention her sexy walk, that she felt the need to say something about it. "Alan, thanks for waiting. I've made such a spectacle of myself though that I feel I should explain why I'm wearing this. It's not your fault. I knew you said that I should dress casual."


        Alan put his hands up to make a "stop" gesture. "No need. Believe me, I'm not complaining. Fault? I'm loving it!"


        "I know. But I still feel the need to explain. You see, my mother runs a pretty tight ship at home. She has a big say over what clothes I buy and what I can wear. For the first time, since I've started going out on these dates, she's sort of allowed me to let it all hang out."


        He wiggled his eyebrows like Groucho Marx  as he stared unabashedly at her prominent breasts, with her nipples clearly outlined. "So I see!" He added suggestively, "So you're saying you're ready to bust out onto the fashion scene?" The emphasis was on "bust."


        "Oh, you!" She laughed. "But it's kind of true. There are so many outfits I want to wear now, and who knows how many dates we'll have for me to wear them on? I'm pretty much discovering fashion, so I'm a lot like a little kid in a candy store. Seriously, I'm only now realizing how sexually repressed I've been. Now that I've been given a little freedom I feel like going all the way."


        He did the leering eyebrow-wiggle again. "That can be arranged."


        She laughed again. But she thought, I wish! Why does he say things like that and then maintain that this is a practice date? Arrgh! "So anyway, that's the main explanation. Thanks for humoring me." She thought about his continuing attempts at jokes and added, "In more ways than one."


        Still with a joking leer he said, "My pleasure. And I do mean that."


        He thought, Dang, this whole situation kind of reminds me of Mom. Kind of a lot, actually. She was so repressed and then she also started to let it all hang out, so to speak. What is it with sexually-repressed women; are they always total nymphos just waiting to go wild? lf Christine is potentially even half as much a nympho as Mom's turning into, well, I don't know what. The fact is, I would probably die of exhaustion!


        [image: Susan and Christine standing naked, hugging each other bosom to bosom]

        Dang! Just imagine the two of them in a bedroom together, waiting for me. Oh man, how sexy would that be? Christine and Mom, kissing and rubbing Christine's big F-cups against Mom's milk-filled H-cups! That would really kill me! Then they'd lie down one of top of the other in a fuck sandwich and...


        Oh man! Man oh man, I can't even go there or I'm gonna splooge in my pants. My wet spot is bad enough already. Alan Junior, you're gonna be in for a long night, I can tell.


        But at least I can console myself that, when I get home, I can sink my dick deep into a hot, tight pussy. It could be Mom's. Or maybe Sis's. Or Aunt Suzy's. Or Amy's. Hell, they're all dedicated to me now. I could line their four sexy asses up and play 'eeny meeny miny moe.'


        Oh fuck! I was trying to calm down, thinking that I just need to hold on until I get home, but these thoughts are making me super horny instead! And as tempting as all my home hotties are, what I really want to do is make out with Christine! I keep thinking about last time... Only this time, I wouldn't stop after just a minute or two... I'd pull those sexy red straps off her shoulders and sink my fingers deep into her tit-flesh! No, just with one hand, because my other hand would go straight to her hot cunt! So hot and pungent and wet! I can't wait to finger her to orgasm and have her scream into my mouth as we kiss with total abandon!


        Shit. This is NOT helping! I've got plenty of awesome tits to play with at home. Bigger ones, even. Why do I have to play with hers? And her body... her hard, athletic, flawless body...


        It guess it's true that it's the one who got away that you want the most. Damn. I need to relax somehow!


        He was roused when Christine snapped her fingers. "Hello? Where'd you go there, Alan?"


        His eyes refocused on her face. "Sorry. I was just... um... Did I kind of tune out for a minute?"


        "You could say that again," she chuckled.


        He blushed. "Oh, man. I'm sorry." If she only knew what I was thinking! Having all those beauties waiting at home? An entire goddamned incestuous harem?! That's why I have to resist; I'm too far gone for any sort of normal relationship.


        Trying to change the subject quickly, he said, "I've got a joke for you. A brunette mother was talking to a blonde mother. The brunette says, 'I was going through my daughter's purse the other day and I found an ounce of marijuana. I can't believe she smokes pot!' The blonde says, 'Yeah, well, I was going through my daughter's purse too and I found a condom. I can't believe she has a penis!'"


        Christine had a good laugh at that. "Here's a good dumb BRUNETTE joke for you. So this brunette guy goes into a library. As a matter of fact, he looked a lot like you. Hmmm." She winked at Alan. "Anyway, he tells the librarian, 'I want to return this book. It was terrible; there were so many names it was impossible to keep the story straight.' The librarian - yet another genius-level blonde, by the way - turned to another librarian and said, 'Hey, check it out. That's what happened to our phone book.'"


        Alan snickered. "Funny. 'Genius-level blonde.' That's a riot, right there alone. And I could believe it too, since it takes a special kind of blonde genius to end up with no better job than working in a local library."


        Christine was surprised by the rapidity of his rejoinder. Although she had a brilliant intellect, she wasn't experienced in finding witty comebacks on the fly. So all she could do was shake her fist at him playfully and say, "Grrr! I'm gonna get you!"


        He teased back, "Please do. If you chase me, I won't run very hard."

      



      
        CHAPTER 3


        Christine was encouraged by all the playful, sexy talk, so used that as an opening to broach a difficult subject. She kept her eyes down as she said, "Alan, I need to talk about something serious for a minute. I really have to apologize. I never minded it when you stared at my body, not at all. In fact I was flattered. But when you asked me out in September, I... well, I just wasn't ready. It wasn't you at all; it was me. And now I regret it so much. Is there some way we could turn back the clock so I could tell you 'Yes' instead?" As she finished, she looked up, bashful yet hopeful.


        Knowing how much he loved her chest, she pretended to sit up straight as if eager to hear his reply, but she was really just attempting to thrust her rack forward.


        He thought, Oh boy. Here we go again. Why does she have to look so sexy? I swear, she could be the Playmate of the Year. How can I let her down gently? I need to be bold and firm to make my platonic intentions completely clear, once and for all. I need to save her from my evil ways!


        He said, "I wish we could. I really do. I think you're an incredible girl in every way. But what's done is done. And now I have Amy."


        She replied with a little tease in her voice, "Yes, I've noticed. Amy and a few others." She smirked, adding, "Quite a few as a matter of fact, if even half of what I'm hearing is true."


        Alan was surprised to find himself blushing a bit. "Yeah, well... what can I say? Guys my age are pretty hopelessly horny, and I guess I'm no exception."


        "You can say that again," she exclaimed. "But how many 'hopelessly horny' guys date more than one girl at a time, much less practically have their own harem?"


        He blushed. "Hey! I don't have my own harem; those rumors are greatly exaggerated." He thought, Except that I'm lying! Can she tell? Or did she somehow find out? Shit! I've gotta play it cool. Even if we don't get involved, she can never know the full truth!


        Still with a sexy teasing tone, she added, "Yeah, well, whatever you call it, it seems like you're becoming a bit of a local legend."


        "Well, don't believe everything you hear."


        She fell back onto more comfortable ground as she tested her knowledge of school gossip against what she might learn straight from the horse's mouth. "A-ha! I thought so. A lot of the girls keep saying that the rumors can't be true because you turn so many girls down. Why, you even turned down Donna, and she's practically up there with Heather as the reigning queen of the school. A few girls are steadfast that you must be gay, especially some of the ones you turned down, but of course we both know that isn't true, don't we? But speaking of queens, there are a lot of rumors about you and Heather going around, not to mention whisperings of you with some of the other cheerleaders. Care to name names?"


        "That's kind of personal, don't you think? And besides, I've already told you I don't kiss and tell."


        "Hey, it's okay. I know you don't want to break any confidences, but with Heather it's so damn obvious, why not just admit it?"


        He said with increasing annoyance, "Whatever happens between her and me, if anything, is private! You're pretty protective of your own privacy, so aren't you being hypocritical, prying like that?"


        She realized that she really was being too pushy. She blushed and lowered her eyes. "Sorry. It's just that sometimes I let my curiosity get the better of me. I apologize."


        He thought, Just like Glory. If the two of them ever started an investigative agency, they'd be unstoppable. But actually, maybe I can turn this to my advantage. Why not be a little forthcoming about this for once? If she realizes just how many girls I'm sleeping with and who some of them are, maybe that'll make her realize that there's no way I could ever have her, and her alone, as my girlfriend.


        So he said, "Nah, don't worry about it. I'm probably being too defensive. If you're so secretive about the stuff you tell me, then I can trust you with the stuff I tell you, right? Normally I have a very strict 'don't kiss and tell' policy, but I'm hoping that since you're becoming such a close platonic friend I can confide in you and not worry about getting backstabbed."


        She looked up hopefully. "I'd like that too, very much. You can trust me completely. My lips are sealed."


        "Okay... Well, the rumors are true. I have had sex with Heather."


        "Heather." She spat out the head cheerleader's name as if it was a vile-tasting piece of food she'd been choking on.


        Heather had her share of enemies, but Alan was surprised by the level of reflexive hatred Christine displayed. What Alan didn't know was that Heather and Christine had a long-simmering rivalry that predated Alan's sexual awakening. Heather and Christine were known as the school's two reigning knockout blondes, and that fact alone had put them into competition with each other a couple of years earlier. Christine hadn't really cared at first, but Heather was so keen on "proving" that she was the best that eventually Christine had started fighting back.


        Christine was very satisfied to finally confirm that Alan and Heather were sexually intimate, even though the fact itself disappointed her. But she didn't take any time to think about it further at that moment, because she wanted to push for more information while he was still in a revelatory mood. "Heather and...?" she prodded.


        "Well, you probably can guess where Heather goes, Simone isn't too far behind. But you probably know that already since I understand Simone doesn't go out of her way to deny that she's been with me."


        "Yeah, I already knew that. So, who else? What about the other cheerleaders?"


        He found himself in a surprisingly proud, boastful mood. "Well, let's just say that if you're a cheerleader, the odds of your having had sex with me are pretty high. Except for my own sister, of course."


        Just like the Heather news, Christine had been virtually certain of that already, so she wasn't very surprised. In fact, hearing that confirmed somehow even increased her already high arousal. She teased, "Hmmm. then I'll have to see how I can go about becoming a cheerleader."


        He suddenly had a vision of Christine as a cheerleader. He could easily picture giving her painted-on panties and then fucking her in the theater room. Hold your horses, boy! Platonic! Keep things platonic, even if she's coming on to you like gangbusters. Don't forget what'll happen if she finds out about the incest. God, I think pretty much all the cheerleaders suspect I'm doing something with Sis. Just imagine if Christine talked to them about that!


        That prospect cooled his ardor a bit. He was dreadfully afraid of her finding out about his incestuous secrets, since she would undoubtedly find a way to put a stop to something that she found so immoral.


        She continued to pry. "So you're doing the entire cheerleader squad, even Heather. That's every guy's dream. God, you know, I can't help but be impressed by that, even though I know it's completely wrong. You're such a fucking bastard!" However, she said it in a playful way.


        "I know. You're not the first person to tell me that."


        She thought about what she'd just said and realized, It's true - that IS impressive! He's certainly having sex with Amy, Kim and Heather, and now he basically confirmed Janice and Joy too. That's not only impressive; it's downright arousing! Add Simone to the list, and I'm sure he could have had Donna if he wanted her. He's slept with literally all the other most beautiful girls in school! And now he's on a date with me, and he can have me too!


        In actual fact, that wasn't true. Although Christine was extremely horny, she was far from ready for intercourse. When she thought about going wild with him, she was focused on just kissing and fondling, but the fantasy of him "taking" her in the same way that he'd taken all those other beautiful girls was like throwing gasoline onto her fire.


        She propped her elbows on the table and rested her head in her hands. That caused her body to sway forward, putting her huge breasts on especially enticing display. If her red outfit hadn't been so skin-tight, her nipples probably would have been exposed to his gaze. She asked, "So how does something like that work, anyway? Don't some of them have serious boyfriends? And do they all know about all the others, and talk to each other about it?"


        His eyes practically bugged out, thanks to her new pose. He furtively readjusted the position of his erection in his pants. But just that much touching of his throbbing hot boner caused him to lose self-control, so he reached into his pocket and found himself masturbating. Because his hand was inside his pocket and he didn't wear underwear anymore, all he had was one thin layer of fabric between his fingers and his shaft.


        Dear God, she's gonna drive me crazy! I shouldn't be doing this. What if she finds out? But I can't help myself! Oh God! What if I cum in my pants, or make a big wet spot? This isn't good!


        Despite distracting himself with his self-stimulation, he managed to reply, "Come on. Do I really have to answer that kind of stuff?"


        Her eyes shone brightly. "YES!" She chuckled, realizing just how overeager she was. "Okay, sorry. Never mind that. So who else is there?"


        "Well, some other girls here and there. Some of them don't go to our school and you wouldn't know them." That was an intentional misdirection, since she did know some of them like Katherine and Glory, but it was true for others like Brenda and Xania.


        He continued more truthfully, even as he subtly continued rubbing his sweet spot through his pants pocket, "But there is sex as an expression of love, and sex as an expression of pure lust. I'm so lucky that Amy allows me to have fun playing around, but Amy is the one that I truly love. That's what matters." In fact, Alan loved Susan, Suzanne and Katherine at least as much as Amy, but he could never tell Christine that.


        "I... see..." she said very slowly. Then, after a long pause, she blurted out so quickly that it was nearly incomprehensible, "Andwhataboutsexasanexpressionoffriendship?"


        He just blinked. "Huh?"


        She blushed, then lowered her voice, saying, "And what about sex as an expression of friendship?"


        He understood that but was still momentarily thrown. "What do you mean?"


        She blushed some more, her cheeks turning cherry red. In her mind, she imagined Alan standing naked at the doorway of a room full of cheerleaders. Heather was naked on her knees in front of him, giving him a blowjob. Amy stood naked to the side, holding a clipboard. She looked at Christine, who was standing in front of them all, and said to her, "So, Christine, let's see. Alan's put you on his approved-to-be-fucked list, so let's see if he can squeeze you in. Or, should I say, can all of him be squeezed into you, hee-hee? I crack myself up. Sorry... Hmmm. What a busy schedule. Maybe tomorrow afternoon between three and four? Would that work for you?"


        To Christine's surprise, in the daydream she said, "Yes!" with great eagerness.


        Amy replied, "M'kay! Super! Now why don't you help Heather and me with his blowjob. Alan likes a lot of tongues."


        To Christine's further surprise, she found herself dropping to her knees and crawling forward.


        Suddenly Christine snapped back to reality. God dammit! I'm too horny to think! I need to cool it, and fast! She responded, "Oh, nothing. Just a lame attempt at a joke. I guess I still don't have this flirting thing completely figured out."


        She was torn. She'd always dreamt of a "Mr. Right," a knight in shining armor, perfect in nearly every way. Her new fantasies based around Alan's sexual prowess were disturbingly out of line with all of her dreams and longings up until recently, and she didn't like it. Yet she lusted after him so strongly that she was almost able to ask him if she could be nothing more than one of his "helpers." Almost, but not quite.


        Meanwhile, he heard the "sex as an expression of friendship" comment and drifted off into fantasizing too, helped by the fact that he was covertly stimulating his sweet spot. He was particularly struck by the fact that she was wearing long arm coverings that left her hands uncovered but went almost up to her shoulders. That one simple accessory made her appear much more formally dressed, as if she were going to a ball, but also much sexier, especially given the way she normally dressed, fashionably but also very restrained.
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        The way the arm coverings and her top shone in the light brought up images of her as a go-go dancer. In his fantasy, she slowly stripped in front of a crowd until finally she wore nothing but her latex arm coverings and her even longer latex stockings. In real life, he doubted she knew how to dance at all, since she'd never been to any of the school dances, but in the dream she danced gracefully yet also with a wild abandon.


        He suddenly became painfully aware of just how hard and stimulated his hard-on was. He sensed that if he didn't do something quickly, he'd cum, or at least leak an embarrassing amount of pre-cum. That realization brought him back to reality, so he stopped rubbing his sweet spot (although he continued to grip his erection). He guiltily looked at her to see if she could detect his arousal.


        However, she still seemed a bit spaced out. With her daydream still on her mind, she attempted to change the subject by asking, "So is it true about the theater room? Is something going on in there? And what about Ms. Rhymer? What about the rumors of you and her being an item?"


        He thought, Oh shit! She knows or suspects about all that too?! This is not good. I can tell she doesn't trust me fully, but why should I trust her? It would be nice if I could really have her as my confidant, but there are so many things about me she can never know. I can't let her know about Glory, much less my incestuous family. But I do need to throw her a bone.


        So he tried to calm his concern by lying, "I can see how the Glory rumors got started. She is beautiful, and I do work with her as her teacher's aide sometimes. But that's all there is to it. She's a very responsible teacher and I'm sure she'd laugh at those rumors. As for the theater room..."


        "Yeah?"


        "Wait. First tell me what you heard."


        "I haven't heard anything, to be honest. Except for a rumor that the cheerleaders go in there during lunch to smoke pot. But I've seen you headed in that direction more than once, and I know you don't smoke pot. You remember that discussion we had after that ridiculous anti-drug rally?"


        "Yeah. Well, you're pretty sharp. I still don't do drugs, but I do take part in some other activities in that room from time to time."


        "I see." Christine's daydream immediately returned, but the situation was slightly changed. She'd seen Kim, Joy, Janice, and Simone headed to the theater room at various times, so suddenly they were all there in the room as well. In other respects, her daydream resumed where it had left off. She crawled forward to try to wrestle some of Alan's boner away from Heather (who naturally would attempt to hog it in the dream, just as she would in real life). As she did that, she was able to look further into the room and saw the other girls sprawled all over the floor, panting with exhaustion and drenched in cum. Whether she realized it or not, her fantasy wasn't that far from the kind of thing that really took place in Alan's life on a regular basis.


        However, she caught herself visualizing such images and thought, What is with me lately? Why do I always have such submissive fantasies? It's especially ironic tonight given that I'm wearing what could practically be a dominatrix outfit.
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        She began thinking along different lines, imagining herself as a dominatrix lording it over Alan. Wearing a stripped-down version of what she currently had on (which in fact exactly matched what she was wearing in Alan's fantasy), she fantasized about sitting on his face. She commanded him to lick her pussy, which he did with gusto.


        She found herself greatly enjoying that daydream, even though she had no real conception of what being orally pleasured was like. As she started to come out of it, she thought, Now that's more like it! That would be awesome. Why can't my dreams be more like that? Actually what would be even better than submission OR domination would be to simply make love with him as equals. Will that ever happen? Why have all my dreams become so perverted lately?


        Alan was once again looking down into Christine's ample cleavage, admiring the way it was lightly rising and falling with her breathing. He loved how she was still leaning forward on her elbows. He also couldn't help but notice her erect nipples, thinking they looked really sexy.


        He was too busy with that sight to notice that Christine was a bit spaced out. Instead, he asked, "I gotta know: how it is you know so much stuff? I mean, I always look around when I'm headed to the theater room, and I could swear I've never seen you in that area."


        She paused, once again considering what she could tell him. She decided that he was pretty observant too, and now that she'd revealed that much he would begin to figure things out, so it was best if she came clean. "You probably didn't. I've been down there a bit, but the fact is, I rely on some of my friends. We have a bit of a clique, and we help each other out."


        "Aaaaah," he said, pretending as if he understood when in fact he didn't. In his previous existence as one of the school nerds he hadn't paid much attention to school gossip or politics, and now that sex was such a big part of his life he didn't have the time to spend with other students to learn the latest scoop.


        She was a good judge of emotions. She smiled with amusement at his attempt to appear clued in, then explained, "The other girls sometimes call us the 'Goody-goodies,' although I find that name insulting. Girl stuff in school is like a whooole different thing than guy stuff. With girls, you're judged by how 'easy' you are. There's a bunch of us who kind of stand apart because of that. Many of us are still virgins, if you can believe that. So we sort of stick together. And I work with them as a kind of network to learn stuff. So you may not have been seen by me, but if you're seen by one of them it's almost the same."


        "Ah. Now I DO see. Thanks."


        "But wait! You have to PROMISE not to tell anyone about that, okay? If they knew I told you that, they'd probably kill me. In fact, I've probably said too much. In fact, I KNOW I have. Damn." She looked around furtively, as if someone could be listening.


        He had to suppress a laugh. I know she means the "probably kill me" metaphorically, but that is still so funny. It's like we're Cold War spies or something. It's only some minor school stuff, but we make it out to be so life-and-death. Then he recalled being punched in the face, and being pushed down the stairs, so he amended his thoughts. Okay, so it's not totally minor. I need to pay a LOT more attention to what's going on.


        "Christine, thanks a ton for telling me that much. I promise I won't tell a soul. I can see why you were so careful about secrecy with this meeting. If I tell someone, say, what you told me, that Jake isn't really in line with the other football players, that might get around and then Jake might realize, 'Hey, I told that to that goody-goody Serena. She must be the source of this rumor.' And then Serena will get in trouble, and maybe you'll get in trouble from her."


        "Exactly. I knew you'd understand." She sighed with relief. She'd felt as if she were between a rock and a hard place, because there were some things she'd learned about Alan that she felt obliged to tell him, but by doing so she could be betraying the trust of her "Goody-goody" friends. If he could understand her difficult position, that would help.


        "Wow," he said out loud as he mulled it all over. He even finally let go of the erection that he'd been stroking through his pants pocket. He put his hands back on the table, if only to prevent himself from losing control in that manner again. "So I've told you some secrets I shouldn't have and you've done the same for me. It makes me feel closer to you, like our friendship is getting deeper."


        She was all smiles. "That's how I feel too."


        For most of the rest of dinner, the two of them discussed strategy on how to defeat the football players once and for all. They pitched ideas back and forth to each other over generous helpings of red curry and fish cakes, and then mango sticky rice and fried ice cream for dessert. Their focus on practical problems and savoring their meals cooled them down so much that Alan's dick eventually became flaccid.


        Almost everything they discussed was based on information from Christine's gossip network. Alan was very impressed with Christine's knowledge and the efforts she had gone to, and made her friends go through, to gain information that would help him.

      



      
        CHAPTER 4


        As they waited for their check, their conversation began to wind down.


        Alan said to her, "I must say... I can't thank you enough. It's almost like I've had a secret guardian angel these last couple of months. I mean, I can't even begin to think how much worse off I'd be if you weren't out there squelching rumors, sticking up for me, and who knows what else you've been doing to help that you're still holding back from telling me about."


        She gave a knowing, secretive smile. "I can't tell you everything all at once, can I? Keeping a few secrets lends me an air of mystery."


        "Yeah, we all have our secrets, I guess." He was very mindful of his own incest and harem secrets as he said that. "But seriously, I owe you big time. How can I ever repay you?"


        One thing immediately came to her mind, which involved Alan lying naked on top of her. To be honest, that was a big incentive for her continued secret assistance. But she'd tried to bring up the option of them sharing some casual intimacy earlier in the meal and had lost her nerve at the last second, as she usually did when that subject came up with him. She gathered up her great willpower and resolved to go through with it this time.


        She blushed immediately, trying at first to bring it up indirectly, figuring she might have more success following through with that. "Well, you know how you and Amy have a special relationship..."


        "Yeah?" He could already guess where that was going. He was both worried and delighted.


        "I certainly wouldn't want to intrude upon that in any way. I'd never want to take her, uh... But, um, she's so understanding..." Suddenly, she blurted out, "Did you know that I'm still a virgin?" She immediately felt horrified that she'd said that; she looked like she was ready to crawl under the table in abject shame.


        He had assumed that already. He knew it was a sensitive subject, but even so he couldn't help but ask, "Christine, there's absolutely nothing wrong with that. But I am curious, how is it, in this day and age, that a gorgeous, all-around amazing girl like you could still be a virgin? I mean, no offense."


        "None taken."


        He stammered on, "It's just that... Again, no offense, but you're so hot! You'd think that every horny guy for miles around would be after you. Eventually, someone would succeed."


        She modestly said, "Please. I'm not all that."


        He raised his hands in disbelief. "Come on! Believe me, you're all that! And then some! And I'm not just talking about your famous boobs, or your equally impressive figure. Your face is just... devastatingly beautiful! And then when I think about the brains behind that face, that somehow makes you ten times more appealing. I don't care what some guys say; smart is HOT!"


        Her arousal had largely died away, but now it was coming back with a vengeance. "Enough with the compliments. Seriously. It makes me feel uncomfortable."


        "Sorry. Let's go back to my rudely prying into your dating history."


        She laughed at that transition. She replied honestly, "Well, you know I'm not shy about telling annoying guys to get lost. I guess I come across as pretty intimidating, so very few have ever actually had the guts to ask me out. But I shot down even those few. The sad truth is, I have no dating history. Did you know that the only dates I've ever been on have been these non-romantic ones with you?"


        "What?! You've got to be kidding! At the time I asked you out I was socially oblivious, but now I realize that there must be dozens of guys with serious crushes on you. Now that I'm more clued in to that kind of thing, I've noticed so many guys get all moony whenever you walk down the halls that it's almost comical."


        "Yeah, but I don't care about them. None of them are like you."


        He was floored. He thought, My God, she wants me. She really, really wants me! I should have said something earlier. I promised myself I would, but I've let things slide. I can see she's working up to something. I need to put my foot down now.


        He said, "Christine, we're in a real bind. I'm really attracted to you and I'm pretty sure you're really attracted to me. But as I told you on our last date, we can't ever cross that line, because it wouldn't be fair to Amy. As I've told you, she sees you as a threat to her relationship with me."
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        Christine was stunned to hear him say it as directly as that. But she gathered herself together and replied, "Well, I know that. But I talked to Amy last week and kind of probed her feelings about this kind of thing. She didn't want me to be another official girlfriend of yours, and besides that would probably never work; people at school would find that too strange. But she said that if you and I just wanted to fool around from time to time, she wouldn't have a problem with that."


        Now it was Alan's turn to be stunned. Shit! That completely undercuts my main argument! Curse Amy for being so completely cool and easy-going! What am I going to say now?! I can't give her my real reasons: "Hey Christine, I can't have sex with you just once because I know if I do it'll be so good that I'll want to do it again and again. And then before you know it, with you that much a part of my life, you'll find out all about the incest. You'll discover I actually have FOUR full-time girlfriends, and one is my mother and another is my sister! And then the whole thing will come crashing down around us, because everyone knows that when you don't like something you don't just sit around, you DO something about it. And not only that, but I'm so fucked out as it is that I just can't give your undoubtedly wondrously tight, sweet pussy the regular fucking it undoubtedly so richly wants, needs, and deserves." No, I don't think I could exactly say that. So what DO I say? Shit!


        Mostly to buy time, he asked, "But aren't you completely morally opposed to that kind of arrangement? I thought you told Amy how grossly unfair and outrageous our arrangement is."


        She sighed. "Boy, you aren't making this easy for me, are you? Yes, that's all true. I don't think it's right that you can sleep around with anyone you want and she can't. However... Alan, I have to be completely honest and lay all my cards on the table now that this has finally come out in the open. I'm a virgin, as I just told you. You'd guessed that already, right? It pains me so much to be one, now that my eyes have finally been opened to what I'm missing. I know I'm not an easy person to get along with at times, for a whole variety of reasons. I scare people away, to tell the truth. What I need is someone to be patient and gently guide me into sexual knowledge and intimacy and make me a real, complete woman. The problem is, I know it's not going to happen anytime soon unless that someone is you. Hell, I don't want it to be anyone else BUT you. I have such feelings for you, and well, uh..."


        She couldn't say more. It had been painful enough for her to say just that much.


        He was torn. He took her hands in his while he thought. Finally, it was incredibly difficult to do, but he said, "That sounds wonderful. I'd love to be that guide so much. But I'm not the right person for you."


        He sighed heavily, while continuing to hold her hands. "Christine? You know what I confessed earlier about being involved with all those girls? Think about it. I'm spread really thin. I'm into all kinds of sordid stuff. Orgies, for instance. You might even say I have a harem of sorts. I mean, not exactly, but kind of, depending on how you look at it. I'm in really deep, in a very sexual world."


        She frowned. She wanted to be deflowered, but things like orgies and harems were a completely different matter. In reality, she didn't want to have anything to do with crazy stuff like that, no matter what she might fantasize about.


        "Trust me, Christine; you don't want to get involved with me. I know you. Or at least I'd like to think I do. I've admired you for a long time now, and I picture you as the epitome of purity and goodness. You're a one-man kind of girl. You're a dreamer. You're really extraordinary. You need and deserve a guy who can live up to your dreams and your high expectations. I'm not that kind of guy; I know that now. Back when I asked you out, you didn't desire me then. And you still don't, not in the right way. You're just attracted because of this new 'hot stuff' reputation I have. You don't need a scoundrel like me who can't keep his penis in his pants for five minutes. You need a guy who's as good and pure as you are. You need a better man than me to love you for your first time."


        She replied with surprising passion, "You're wrong, Alan! I DID want you then. It's just that... I was too shy to act on my feelings."


        She didn't want to reveal the complete truth, which was that more than just her shyness had held her back. Even though there were many boys with crushes on her, she'd felt that Alan was very special in his own way, rising above all the others in her eyes. But at that point she'd been very high on the school social ladder, despite her goody-goody reputation and generally acting like she didn't care about such things, and he was way below her socially, with a geeky reputation to boot. Her reputation at school would have taken a big hit if she'd gone out with him. Now, remarkably, he had become the most desirable catch of all. She didn't want him to know the petty reasons that might have made the difference between her turning him down back then or her agreeing to his request.


        He suggested, "Let's forget what happened back then. That's ancient history now, because I've changed so much since then. You have NO IDEA just what a wild sex life I have nowadays. If you did, you'd run screaming from me as fast as your feet could carry you. To give you one example, do you think you could stomach being in an orgy with Heather? Can you imagine sharing a blowjob with her?"


        She blanched at that. Indeed, that prospect was really difficult for her to stomach. But there was a part of her, a naughty and sexually curious part, that actually found the idea appealing. Her mind flashed back to her earlier fantasy when Amy had told her, "Now, why don't you help Heather and me with a blowjob. Alan likes a lot of tongues," and she'd gone ahead to take part in a three-way blowjob with Amy and Heather. True, it had been just a fantasy, but it was still curiously arousing.


        She found herself rubbing her thighs together with excitement. She was glad the table blocked him from seeing what she was doing. She was particularly aroused by the idea of Alan forcing her to take part in sexual acts with others like Heather. Her rational brain was appalled that she was finding such thoughts arousing, but she couldn't help it.


        However, she remained calm on the surface, seemingly ignoring his comments about his wild sex life. Instead, she said "I made a mistake, and I really, really do regret it. Moving forward, since Amy doesn't mind-"


        He butted in. "Look, let me tell you something about me that I'm just learning myself. There are guys who are happy to just have one night stands. They like to fuck and run, pardon my blunt language. Admittedly, there are a couple of girls I've done that with, girls who didn't impress me that much. But the problem is, I've discovered that sex is a remarkable bonding mechanism. Most of the time, when I have sex with someone I find myself becoming emotionally involved with them. I want to have sex with them more and more, and that just increases the strength of the emotional bond even further."


        "And that's a bad thing?" she exclaimed, growing more horny as she thought about having sex with him regularly. "It sounds wonderful to me."


        "Yes it is bad. Very bad. Because I know there's no way that you and I could have sex just once. I'd enjoy it too much and you'd enjoy it too much. And then we'd want to do it again. And again. And again and again and again! But the really big problem is that you're so all-around wonderful. So smart, so talented, so beautiful. Once I start down that path, you're gonna become a big part of my life."


        She butted in, "What if I was really bad in bed? I promise to be bad. Let me be bad and completely uninteresting to talk to so we can have a mindless one night stand."


        He just rolled his eyes. "Nice try, but you know that's not possible. You are who you are. I could see myself becoming extremely attracted to and involved with you. And that's not fair to Amy. And it's not just Amy either. I'm way overextended. If you were to get involved with me, in that way, you'd just be one of many, and there would be others I'm going to be much closer to, which wouldn't be fair to you either."


        He went on, "You deserve more than that. Much more. You're destined for great things. I know it. It would pain me not to be with you every day, and I'd feel like I'm stealing time from Amy when I was with you, and so on. And the closer we got, the more you would hurt too, because, what, between my homework and all the girls in my life, I couldn't do the normal things boyfriends should do. Believe you me, my body screams yes but my rational mind says no. I can't just follow my lust, regardless of the consequences. I'm practically failing out of school as it is!"


        "But-"


        "Christine, you need someone special, someone who can devote his entire heart and soul to just you. Isn't that what you've always wanted? Isn't that why you're still a virgin, because you've been saving yourself for that one special person?"


        "Yes, but..." She wanted to say that he was that special person, but she stopped herself. "Alan! I'm really surprised. And hurt. But you have a point. I'll think about what you've said. I do want just one man." Her thoughts again returned to her fantasy of waiting to be assigned a fuck time in Alan's busy schedule, and she gave thanks that he couldn't see into her imagination. However, his words calmed her down enough that she stopped rubbing her thighs together as if she were trying to rub kindling to start a fire.


        She suddenly looked at him with alarm. "I hope you don't think I've been helping you out all this time because I was expecting..." She blushed still more. Then she waved her hands in the air in frantic 'No' gestures. "It's not like that at all! I'm gonna keep helping you, no matter what. I just see you as kind of a 'babe in the woods' when it comes to school politics. And you are a friend, even though things have been a bit weird and sexually charged between us lately."


        "That's my fault, Christine. That's because my crush got in the way of what should have been just a normal friendship. But now I really want just to be good friends with you. I need a female friend who's just a friend, if you know what I mean. I really like you, and that's why I think you deserve so much more than what I can provide. I so very much wish I could be your special guy. If you'd said 'Yes' two months ago, that would have been different. But so much has changed since then. To be honest, I'm not proud of how I'm running wild sexually, but I know myself, and I know that I just can't stop. That part of me is here to stay."


        "I understand," she said rather glumly. There was much more she wanted to say, but she couldn't. She wanted to say, "Alan, I love you. I don't care if you only see me once a week; it would still be so much better than never. Can't you see I'm so lonely and hungry for love? I'll be one of your helpers or whatever you want from me. Just love me!" But she realized that he'd made up his mind and she needed to leave with at least part of her pride intact.


        She also wanted to say, "You may feel that you want to be just friends now, but don't close the door. Maybe you'll feel different in two months. Look how much things have changed over the last two months. Or even longer. I can wait!"


        But she didn't say that either. The truth was, she was already deeply in love with Alan, but she couldn't tell him those things in the face of his rejection. She realized that he was right, in the sense that the very depth of their feelings for each other meant there was no way they could have sex just one time or a couple of times like two jaded, uncaring strangers. If they had sex even once, it was bound to lead to more.


        Still, like people in love do, she held out hope in her heart that he'd change his mind, despite everything he'd said, or that their situation would change somehow. She wanted to help him with his school problems even more than before, to show him just how much she cared for him. She resolved to stay as close to him as she could so she'd be ready to take their relationship to the next level when an opportunity occurred.


        With that in mind, she said, "Okay, I'll think about that. I'm not saying I'm just gonna totally give up on the idea, because I can't. The heart has a certain momentum, and right now all I can think about is you. But despite all these feelings hanging in the air, can we please keep having these dates? Non-romantic or not, I've enjoyed them so very much. I love dressing up and being treated like a lady. And the flirting practice and everything too. Please tell me we don't have to stop."


        Against his better judgment, he said, "Sure, I'd love that. Over time, with these dates, maybe we'll both get used to the idea that things really do have to remain platonic."


        However, even as he said that, he knew it wasn't likely. If their past dates were anything to judge by, such encounters would only further inflame their lust. On a subconscious level, he hoped that something would happen on one of their dates that would cause them to cross the line into physical intimacy. For instance, they could both get drunk and then there would be no telling what might happen. Like her, he wanted to find a way to get things started without having to take responsibility for his actions. That way he wouldn't have to feel bad about not living up to his own moral standards, let alone hers.


        Christine was simply too desirable. Not only was her body out of this world, but he really liked her personality. He even liked her "flaws," such as her stubbornness and self-righteousness. Deep down, he knew that he just had to have her someway, somehow.


        If only he could be assured that she wouldn't destroy his entire family when she found out about the incest, he would have thrown caution to the wind and tried to figure out ways to overcome or at least manage all the other problems between them. But he knew her well and had observed her acting with dogged determination according to a strict moral code. He was certain there was no way she'd say, "Sure, have sex with your sister and your mom. Just make sure to save some of that big cock for me." He was afraid to even mention the idea of incest to probe her opinion of it, for fear of tipping her off.


        They sat drinking their after-dinner coffees for a while, with both of them feeling and acting awkward. She tried her best to smile, but it looked forced.


        He felt conflicted but kept reminding himself that what he was doing was the right thing to do.


        He thought, It's insane. I have four women I'm completely in love with and committed to, and that's not even counting Brenda or Glory. And God knows what the situation is with Heather. Or Simone! I could really get into her. I've promised myself that I have to cut down to just the ones I love the very most. I HAVE to do it! There's only one of me and only 24 hours in the day.


        I can sense trouble brewing with them, like the way Mom practically raped me a couple of hours ago, she was so needy. I just can't spread myself any thinner, no matter how kind, beautiful, and frankly, big-busted Christine is. And what about jealousy? Sis in particular gets really steamed about Christine. Not only would that cause a new outburst of jealousy... Oh! Sis would be heartbroken. Even Amy would be upset. I'd just be asking for trouble.

      



      
        CHAPTER 5


        Alan brought the conversation back to the football players, which put them both at ease once more. At least, they were at ease for a while until he happened to mention Heather again. In the course of discussing how he was trying a "divide and conquer" strategy to deal with the football team, he said, "By the way, I should point out that Heather and her minions have been a really big help in this. It's been tough getting her to do it, but now she's doing all she can to drive the players apart."


        Suddenly Christine's face grew livid. "Heather? Heather?! You've got to be kidding me! Heather only looks after one person: herself! You should know what I've been hearing about what she's been      saying! I didn't want to say anything too unkind when you mentioned her name earlier, but now that you bring it up, you should know that she's the one spreading all the worst rumors about you!"


        He waved her concerns aside with a dismissive hand gesture. "It may seem that way, I'll concede that. But really, she's just being very clever about it. You should consider her an ally in this. I do." He knew that Heather was good at doing something underhanded while leaving the impression that she'd done the exact opposite. She was wily and great at covering her tracks.
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        She stood up and stared at Alan as if he'd just sprouted a second head. "An ally?! An ALLY?! Heather?! I'd rather stab my own mother to death with a dull knife than have anything to do with that ... bitch! You may think she's on your side, but the one she's snookering is YOU! She's pure evil! Don't let her beguile you with her womanly charms! You can't trust her!"


        There was a lot that he could have said or thought about her passionate words. He knew it all had merit, including the part about being beguiled by her womanly charms. But in fact he'd barely registered what she'd said because all he could think about was her smoking-hot appearance. She was sexy enough sitting down, but once she stood up with her hard nipples protruding from her huge breasts he was completely blown away.


        Christine is so fucking sexy! Dang! God DAMN, she looks tasty! I can't get over the fact that she, of all people, is wearing something so revealing in public, just for me! And the way she's so angry right now somehow just arouses me even more. I can't even begin to imagine how passionate and intense she could be in bed. What a sexual tigress! AND she's still a virgin. Hot damn. How could I possibly turn her down?! It's all I can do not to just jump across the table and run my hands all over her tight, incredibly fit body right now. That deep dark red fabric, contrasted by her blonde hair and her fair skin, HOT DAMN! I could stare at her forever.


        Maybe I should rethink my whole position here. I'd be a fool not to fuck her. Maybe I need to fuck her tonight! I could! I mean, she's practically begging me for it! I could teach her to suck my cock, letting her learn to love the feeling of my hardness sliding between her lips, the taste of my cum on her tongue and in her teeth.


        Man, I just know that she would be so good at it. She's always the best at everything. Before long, she'd be addicted to it, just like Mom. She'd learn every trick in the book, and spend hours and hours practicing on me, until she could say without a doubt that she was the best cocksucker in the harem!


        And what about titfucking? Oh man! Be still my beating heart! I could help her learn to titfuck; with those magnificent breasts of hers she'd be a natural at it. And then after painting her face and chest in my cum we could sixty-nine, so while she tries to suck me off again I could taste, tease, tempt and torment her unfucked virgin pussy. Well, I could for a while, but it would be all so good that I'd lose all control. I'd throw her back on the bed, climb on top, mount her, and sink my throbbing pole into the incredible tightness of her fantastic cunt. Oh yeah, she needs to be mounted! Fuuuuuck!


        His hard-on was so stiff that it felt as if he could break the restaurant table with it. He forced himself to count slowly to ten to calm down a bit.


        As he did, he regained some self-control. No... No. I have to be strong! For my family. For them. I can't waver just because she wore a great outfit tonight and is so all-over painfully temptingly fuckable that I want to cry. I can't forget how horribly overextended I am... But it's such a turn-on to know how much she must really want me. I don't think anyone at school would believe it if they saw her like this. I used to think she was so far out of my league, so impossibly out of reach. Wow!


        There was such a long pause while he stared with wanton lust that she finally barked at him, "Alan, are you listening to me?" Her eyes flashed dangerously with righteous anger.


        He recovered quickly, forcing himself to look at her face instead of undressing her and devouring her body with his eyes. "Um, yeah. It's just that your passionate feelings about Heather stunned me. I'm blown away, actually."


        He looked around briefly, noticing that just about everyone else in the restaurant was staring at her too. He suspected it had less to do with her outburst and more to do with her incredible figure and scrumptious outfit.


        She suddenly became aware of all the attention, so hastily sat back down. They could hear a few muttered sighs of disappointment from people nearby as all eyes continued to watch as her massive boobs slowly bounced to a standstill. Slouching down in embarrassment, she said in a quiet but nonetheless very insistent voice, "Well? What are you going to do about it?"


        His passion unexpectedly surged again as he thought, What am I going to do? I'm going to fuck your brains out, that's what! First I'm going to break your hymen by fucking your cute pussy, which I could practically see through your outfit. Serious camel toe you've got there, girl. Damn! Then I'm going to fuck those mammoth tit melons. Jesus Christ, I'm gonna squirt my seed all over your perfect rack!


        He reached into his pocket and returned to playing "pocket pool" with his erection, just as he had been doing earlier in the evening. He simply couldn't help himself.


        Then I'm going to fuck your dainty mouth. I'm not talking about a blowjob; I mean I'm going to fuck your face! Then I'm going to take your ass and fill it with hard cock until you cry for joy! In fact, I'm going to take you and break you and turn the school's perfect golden girl into my personal bitch! One of my bitches anyways! He chuckled to himself. You'll be one of my harem slaves! I'll order you to move in with the rest of us and then keep you naked and locked in chains, ready and willing to serve your master at all times! Hah! Worship my cock! Worship it! Yes!


        He was so overcome with desire that had he not been in the middle of a restaurant, he might have tried physically to take her right then and there. As it was, he somehow slowly managed to settle down. He reluctantly stopped rubbing his dick. He had to wipe the sweat from his brow, he was so overcome.


        As his surge of lust slowly peaked and then passed, he thought, What's wrong with me? See? This is the problem. I can't control the Bad Alan. Christine is special. She deserves better than someone like me. Much better. As tough as it is, I have to let her go. I can't really explain to her all the reasons why, but it's for her own good. I'm like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. I'm bad!


        After another long pause, he eventually managed to remember her question about Heather, replying a bit lamely, "I'm, uh... well, it's tricky."


        He stalled for time so his raging libido could continue to subside. He managed to focus on the conversation a bit more by looking away from her.


        While he waited, Christine crossed her arms under her rack, drawing even more attention to her boobs. "I try not to get jealous, especially since we're not even going out. But I'll have you know that I get really upset that you're having sex with that bitch. I mean, REALLY upset!"


        That finally jolted him into responding. "Look. I know I'm playing with fire with Heather. And no, I don't trust her. Not at all. It's like dealing with the devil. I hate to get graphic, but I have to lay it on the line here. She's really, really sexually attracted to me, and, well, for reasons that I don't exactly understand myself, we have a special bond, but it's only about sex. She may rebel a little bit here and there, but ultimately she's not going to piss me off and risk her sexual connection with me. So that's one reason why I sleep with her sometimes, to get her help. But I'm not just being selfish. You may laugh at this, but I actually think there's a good person trapped inside that bitchy exterior, and I think I can ultimately be a good influence on her."


        Christine chortled with derision. "You got that right about me laughing. Look, Alan, I enjoy helping you with your school problems. I want to see justice done and the bullies punished. But don't ask me to cooperate with that, that... THAT WOMAN, in any way."


        She spit out the words "that woman" with powerful malice. "As far as I'm concerned, she's part of the problem. She IS conspiring against you. It may be just an intuition at this point, but I'm absolutely sure of it. I'll get the evidence to prove it to you. She thinks that she needs to control everyone around her, including you."


        He was conciliatory. "Okay. You may be right. See what you can come up with." He figured that it wouldn't hurt to have Christine keep an eye on Heather to keep her honest.


        Things calmed down after that, letting them continue to discuss problems at school until the bill for the meal arrived. Alan again insisted on paying for the whole thing. He was very grateful that Christine seemed unaware of his earlier "Bad Alan" moment of weakness.


        They stood in front of the restaurant for a good ten minutes, talking about plans and schemes to put in motion before it was finally time for them to split up and head home in separate cars.


        Sensing the moment, Alan said, "Well, this is it." His heart was pounding fast.


        Christine was just as nervous, if not more so. She just whispered, "Yep."


        He said, "If we were really dating, this is where I'd kiss you. But we both remember what happened last time with that. We can't let that happen again, can we?"


        "No, we can't," she replied. But her sad eyes told a very different story.


        They shared only a brief, rather stilted hug and a simple kiss on her cheek.


        Afterwards, Alan said, "Oh, Christine! If you only knew how tempted I am. I'm to blame. I'm not a good person. I'm hopelessly hooked on playing around. I really am a cad. This is for the best. Being friends is better, and longer lasting. Friends!" He stuck a hand out to shake.


        She shook his hand firmly. "Friends!" But then she grinned with surprising mischieviousness. "That said... we're still going to have another practice date soon, right? Not to mention another trip to the beach, or something along those lines. I was thinking... since you're worried about us being seen at the beach by other students, what about a private pool? I know you've got a thing against me going to your house, but there's no problem if you want to come to my house and use our backyard pool."


        He was both thrilled and terrified at the possibility of being alone with Christine in her backyard pool, with both of them wearing just bathing suits. That could be disastrous to his plan to keep their relationship platonic. By comparison, another "practice date" sounded much safer.


        So he said, "Right. That could work sometime. But I think it's time for another practice date first. Why don't we go out this Saturday night? Would that work for you? It's right in the middle of Thanksgiving vacation, you know."


        "That'll work just fine." She grinned wolfishly as they parted, very pleased by his promise of another date.


        Walking away, she didn't linger on her disappointment; there would be time for that kind of rumination later. At heart she was a determined fighter, and now she had something new to strive for. She thought, I don't know what I'm gonna wear next time, but whatever it is, it's gonna blow him away! I'm not gonna give in so easily to this "just be friends" thing. He thinks I'm not right for him because of his so-called harem. But it's not like it's a real harem; all that means is that he's playing around. That's what a lot of teenage boys do.


        Dammit, next Saturday night I'm gonna wear something so hot that there's a chance it'll just up and burst into flames! I'm so horny that I can't stand it. I love him! There, I said it! I want him so much. And the fact that he's trying to protect me from his supposed badness makes me love him even more!


        He noted that she wore a heavy overcoat as she left. He realized it would have been fairly scandalous and dangerous for her to be seen outside in the outfit she'd shown in the restaurant.


        As he walked away, he thought, I must be a complete idiot. Turning that body down? Wow. What a piece of work she is, even just physically. Not to mention how smart and all-around great she is. But there's a battle going on inside me, and Bad Alan wins far too often. If I don't show some self-control, if I don't enforce some limits, things'll get crazier and crazier until it all flies apart and I lose everything. I am NOT going to let that happen!


        Why is it there are so many incredible women who have all crossed my path at the same time? What are the odds? Meanwhile, somewhere else in the world there are who knows how many guys just like me alone tonight without even one girl - let alone one of Christine's quality - in their life. Life is just so fucking unfair. It's beyond absurd that I could reach a point of sexual satiation where I actually have to turn down the likes of this stunning woman!

      



      
        CHAPTER 6


        As soon as Christine stepped inside her house, her mother was right there to intercept her and greet her. Olga asked, "Well?! How did it go?"


        Christine smiled and rolled her eyes. "MoooOOOOoooom! Please. What happens on my dates is private."


        Olga said eagerly, "I know that, and you know that, but we both know I can't control my curiosity!"


        Christine laughed. "True. But still, I can't kiss and tell."


        "A-ha! So there was more kissing! Excellent!"


        Christine rolled her eyes again. "Mom, really. If you must know something, let me put it this way: I had a great time, like I always do on my dates with him, but there were no new developments. We didn't do anything that we didn't do last time." She added in her mind, Less, actually. But I don't want to disappoint Mom by telling her that.


        "Oh. That's too bad. Well, what about going steady? Did he say anything about that?"


        Christine gave her mother a typical annoyed-teenager look. She was particularly bothered because she hadn't been honest with her parents on that troublesome issue. "Mom, please. Don't pressure me about that, okay? To be honest, Alan was already dating a girl before he got started with me. He may not be that keen to give her up just yet."


        That took Olga aback. "Oh, I see. I didn't know about that. What's her name?"


        "I'd rather not say. Unfortunately for me, she's extremely sweet and nice, and all around wonderful. Beautiful too."


        "Oh dear. Don't tell me he's two-timing her! I can't imagine an upstanding young man like Alan doing something like that."


        Christine thought, "Upstanding young man?" True, except for the fact that he's got a whole bevy of pretty girls at his beck and call! At least I'm finally telling Mom about Amy - kind of. That's a start. But she'd freak if she knew the full truth. She replied, "No, he's not. She knows about me and I know about her, and we're both cool with it. We're kind of friends, actually."


        "Well, that's good at least. But don't worry; I have no doubt that he'll be dating you exclusively before long. How could he not? Look at your outfit, for one thing!"


        That was an embarrassing reminder for Christine. She liked wearing the skin-tight red outfit for Alan, but she dreaded having her parents see her in it. She'd snuck out of the house with a coat on, but she couldn't help getting caught on the way back home. She was grateful that at least her father Lars wasn't to be seen.


        Trying to sound optimistic for her mother, she said, "There's no doubt he loved this." She waved a hand down her body, referring to her revealing red outfit. She was grateful that most of it was covered by her coat, but the coat only went down to her waist, so there was enough showing below that to make clear her outfit was skin-tight and very sexy. "I need to thank Aunt Kirsten yet again for her help."


        Olga asked, "That's quite some outfit. Can I see the full effect?"


        "I'd rather you didn't. Sorry. It was painfully embarrassing wearing this in a public place, but, well..."


        Olga made a guess on how that sentence should finish. "You've gotta do what you've gotta do to win your man. I completely agree! That's why I have no doubt you'll be going steady with him soon. And then... who knows? Maybe more! Maybe much more! Speaking of Kirsten, you know she married quite young." She didn't mention that Kirsten's husband had also died young in an accident.


        Christine groaned and rolled her eyes. "MoooOOOOoooom! Please! Don't ever talk about that kind of thing! It's waaaay too soon!"


        Olga held up her hands apologetically. "Sorry. I guess I'm being a little over enthusiastic."


        "A little," Christine said sarcastically.


        "It's just that I know you. You're not like other girls. It doesn't surprise me at all that you haven't dated willy-nilly, or even at all. You wait and wait until you find exactly what you want. Then you go for it, all out! You're an all-or-nothing girl. So if you're willing to date Alan, then he must mean a lot to you."


        Christine knew there was a lot of truth to her mother's analysis, but she was reluctant to admit the depth of her feelings. Plus, she was painfully aware that there were complicating factors about which Olga only had the slightest glimmer, now that she'd at least mentioned that he was dating someone else. She said, "I don't know about that. We'll see. Besides, it takes two to tango. Anyway, I really, really want to get out of these clothes. Can I go now?"


        Olga stood back, making way. "Please. Don't mind me. And congratulations! Although you say you didn't make any progress on this date, I'm sure you did in subtle ways. Each time you go out together, you're bound to draw together ever closer."


        "Yeah, well, we'll see." Christine walked off to her room.


        Once she was alone, Christine thought, Sheesh! Mom is a problem. She's got such high expectations. Way too high! I don't think that my news about him dating someone else slowed her down much at all. There's no way I could tell her about the rest. No way! I can't even admit it fully to myself, and I know it for a stone cold fact! What am I going to do when the weeks and months go by and Alan and I still aren't going steady? UGH! Maybe I could ask him to lie to her about it? Argh! I don't even want to think about that right now. Hopefully it won't come to that.


        — — —


        Alan came home from his dinner in an unhappy mood. He thought, I know I did the right thing with Christine tonight. Still, I can't shake the feeling that my words were at least partly influenced by spitefulness. Am I getting back at her for turning me down? I hope that isn't the case, because if it is it means that what I consider a mature, responsible, and selfless decision was actually quite petty. I do have to admit that I got some satisfaction now that the tables are turned, so I wasn't the one practically begging for a date. But I don't think that was all of it, or even much of it. I hope not.


        As soon as he walked in the front door of his house, he heard a loud noise. He looked around and saw Amy standing directly in front of him, about fifteen feet away at the foot of the stairs, blowing on a whistle.


        She was ostensibly dressed as a policewoman (the same outfit she'd tried on at the sex shop earlier), but it was a bit difficult to tell at first glance since the only things she wore were a police hat, a gun belt, and black high-heeled boots that went up past her knees. The gun in the holster on the belt was obviously a water pistol, but the handcuffs looked plenty real.


        One look at Amy's big, wobbling tits and clean-shaven pussy caused Alan's dick to grow hard immediately. Oh, YES! Hell, yes! Just what I need!
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        "Hold it right there, mister!" Amy said in a mock-angry voice. But even when she tried to sound angry, she was still bubbling over with joy and enthusiasm. "You're under arrest for being too sexy and too well-hung!" She twirled a pair of handcuffs around in her fingers.


        Alan was overjoyed. After a couple of hours of blue balls staring at Christine's wobbly breasts and heartbreakingly-beautiful face, he needed some quick relief. Watch out, Aims! I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you! I hope you're ready to get dicked within an inch of your life!


        However, he was willing to play along, since he knew that would ultimately lead to even more pleasure for both of them than just a quick fuck. He held his hands up in the air, as if he was caught. "Sorry, officer. I didn't know those were crimes."


        She walked forward. "Technically, they're not. However, in this house, keeping your sister-splitter all covered up and full of cum is an extremely serious offense. And you're in clear violation of the Cum Too Yummy to Be Believed act of 1969. I'm afraid I'm going to have to conduct a full-cavity search. And then you're gonna have to search every inch of my body too, for some reason. And then we're going to be forced to release the police cat on you."


        He grinned, guessing what would come next. "Don't you mean the police dog?"


        She grinned even more, as she reached him and began unbuttoning his dress slacks. "Nope. Definitely a cat. She's really good at sniffing out hard-ons." She whistled, but this time just by putting a finger to her lips. "Oh, by the way, I'm confiscating your pants."


        Katherine came bounding into the room. At first she loped through the room, but as she got near to Alan and Amy she got down on all fours. She'd been listening to them from the living room, but she hadn't anticipated that Amy would call her in so soon to join in the fun. As a result, she wasn't dressed in any of her newly-purchased cat gear. In fact, she wasn't dressed in anything at all, except for a sexy pair of high heels.
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        But she made the best of it. She sat up with her hands held out in front of her as if they were paws and she was begging for food or attention. She meowed, then briefly rubbed her face against one of her brother's legs.


        Amy quickly yanked down Alan's slacks.


        Just as his erection bounced free, Katherine reached it and began licking it all over. While her tongue got to work, her hands pawed at it like a cat playing with a scratch toy.


        He thought, Oh fuck me, that feels so good! Oh man! I could close my eyes and imagine it was Christine. He did just that, but quickly decided it was a bad idea, since it would make him cum far too soon. But opening his eyes and looking down on Katherine lapping eagerly on his shaft didn't exactly cool his ardor either. Oh fuck! Too hot!


        Still grinning widely, he asked Amy, "What's the police cat doing, exactly?"


        "Oh, that? She's uh, checking for contraband. And terrorists."


        He snorted with laughter. "Terrorists, huh?"


        Amy stepped closer, putting herself within reach. "Yeah, you never know where they might be hiding." She lifted her hands behind her head and thrust her chest out, giving him an invitation to fondle her big orbs that she knew he couldn't resist.


        "So they might be hiding in your cleavage too, then." He reached forward and began groping her tits.


        Amy giggled. "Yep! Thanks for checking. Make sure to do a real thorough job." She said to Katherine, "Be sure to check his balls thoroughly also."


        Katherine meowed, then grabbed her brother's balls with both hands. She tugged lightly on them and scratched her nails across them in a surprisingly pleasurable way. All the while, she kept a tight lip-lock on his erection while steadily bobbing up and down on it.


        Amy smiled to see that, then turned back to Alan. Her voice changed back to her mock-serious, angry one. "But hold on, mister. You're still in a heap of trouble. Isn't that true, police cat?"


        Katherine looked up briefly, meowing in affirmation while never letting his dick out of her mouth. Then she went from repeatedly sliding her lips past his sweet spot, while also tickling it with her tongue, to diving down as deep as she could. She was unable to deep throat him, but she repeatedly went down far enough to choke and gag on his dick.


        She actually liked that, because the choking was done carefully so that she wasn't ever in any real danger. I'm choking on my brother's fat cock! Yes! This is fuck-toy heaven, right here! She "choked" on him a couple more times before retreating back to his sweet spot.


        While that was happening, Alan was staring at Amy's luscious lips, angling for an excuse to kiss them that could fit in with their role-play. He said, "Thank you, officer, for keeping us all safe. You do such a good job that you deserve a big kiss!" He leaned forward and pressed his lips against hers while continuing to play with her fantastic rack.


        It was a pretty flimsy excuse, even by the standards of their silly role-play, but Amy responded eagerly, kissing back with all the love in her heart. She continued to hold her hands behind her head, because she loved having her big tits fondled while in that pose.


        Alan groaned as a surprisingly strong wave of pleasure washed over him. Dang! My sisters are just too much fun. I love them all up. And there's something about Kat acting like a cat that's even more arousing than usual. It's like all that talk of hers of being a fuck toy and a fuck pet somehow becomes more real. She pleases me with pure animal instinct.


        Amy, meanwhile, lowered her arms and got busy unbuttoning his dress shirt. "So, mister, I'm warning you, you can't just go around kissing officers of the law like that. If you do it to me again, I'm liable to turn in my badge and become one of your sex slaves! And don't think you can distract me by waving that big stiff tree trunk of yours around. Are you trying to bribe a police officer with your thick, delicious cock?"


        "Yes, I am," he said with mock guilt as he fingered Amy's pussy and played with one of her nipples.


        Katherine was being extra loud and slurpy with her cocksucking to make sure he wouldn't forget what she was doing to him. Of course there was no way he could overlook the tremendous pleasure she was giving him, but the wet noises made it even more enjoyable.


        Amy replied, "Well then, this is an open-and-shut case. I'm ready to pronounce you guilty of bribery AND of being an excellent fuck. You clearly have far too much cum in your dick and balls, and far too little inside your fuck-hungry sisters!" She giggled again, finishing unbuttoning his shirt as she said that and tossing it aside. Then she got down on her knees next to Katherine.


        Alan closed his eyes, trying to cope with the upcoming extreme stimulation that he anticipated. Oh, man! Man oh man oh man! I've had such fucking blue balls all evening long. Two busty sisters loving my cock with their tongues and lips is the perfect remedy!


        Katherine pulled back to just sucking and licking the tip of her brother's stiffness, giving Amy a chance to lick at the rest.


        Amy eagerly took advantage of that opportunity. But after a few licks, she looked up at Alan's face and said, "Since you're such a big, cum-filled criminal, I'm worried you may be carrying a loaded weapon somewhere. I'd better check you more thoroughly." She smirked as she reached behind him and stuck a finger deep in his asshole, then began wiggling it around. "Hmmm. No loaded weapon in here. I don't feel any terrorists in there, either. What do you think, police cat?"


        Katherine was supposed to just reply with meows, but she couldn't keep herself from talking. "Mmmm. I think I've definitely discovered a big weapon. And it is extremely loaded; it could go off at any moment!"


        Alan strained to control his urge to cum, bearing down with his PC muscle. He mumbled, "You got that right!"
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        Amy crawled around to Alan's backside, leaving his pulsing erection all to Katherine for the moment. She buried her face in his ass crack, tonguing everything she could reach. She even made her tongue into a spike and then tongue-fucked his asshole.


        Her hands also reached around and kept busy fondling his balls or his cock, depending on what Katherine left available at any given moment.


        Time passed. He thought, Man alive! This is such an all-out assault. God knows my sisters love to suck cock, but it seems like they're putting extra effort into it. Like the fact that Aims is literally fucking my ass with her tongue at this very moment!


        They know that I've just come from a date with Christine. Are they jealous? Maybe this is their way of saying, "Hey, don't forget about us!"


        In fact, that was a spot-on analysis. It was a very subtle thing though, since they always gave their all anyway when it came to pleasuring his cock. There wasn't much they could do this time that they didn't already do on a daily basis. It was mostly that they were being more aggressive and possessive than usual.


        After a while, Katherine sat up higher on her high heels and began sliding her brother's prick through her cleavage. She made sure to flick her tongue at his cockhead each time it got within range of her mouth. She looked up at him, winked, and said, "I think you'd better check my pussy to see if there are any terrorists in there. Do you have, I dunno, some kind of tool or appendage that could probe all the way to my deepest depths, just to be sure?"


        He simply groaned at all this wonderful stimulation. Katherine's tits especially felt delightfully soft and slippery, but the way Amy was repeatedly trying to get her entire tongue inside his asshole was not to be ignored, either.

      



      
        CHAPTER 7


        Just then, Susan walked into view. She was dressed in a sexy one-piece blue outfit (also newly purchased). It covered her tummy and pussy (although just barely), but was made to leave her breasts completely exposed. It was woven like a net, leaving plenty of small holes that made it effectively semi-transparent. "Would you look at that? Girls, it warms my heart, seeing you take such loving care of his big fat cock. But that's enough for now. It's mommy time." Since this was a Tuesday, she wanted some "Tiger time" of her own.


        However, the two sisters didn't stop immediately. They were having too good of a time. Four hands, two mouths, and Katherine's two tits were very busy all over his privates, while his hands sometimes reached down and played with as many of their four nipples as he could manage.


        Alan's eyes bugged out at the sight of his mother. He wasn't so much blown away by how alluring she looked (though that was part of it), but rather, the combination of seeing her dressed like that while both of his sisters were giving him so much pleasure nearly pushed him over the edge. He could feel a climax coming on, even as he strained with all his might to prevent it.


        Oh, shit, man! Mom too?! How am I supposed to handle her too?! It's all too much. I'm gonna cum now, for sure! Just look at those tits! Bigger than Christine's! And I can fuck her anytime I want!
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        Adding to his arousal was the way Susan was posing outrageously. She held her hands up to her head and spread her legs so a bit of her pussy could come into view. She was trying to act nonchalant but was failing miserably, because her cock lust was too strong.


        Alan closed his eyes to concentrate on enduring this latest sexy attack.


        Susan let the two girls grope and suck him for another minute or so. But then she said as she subtly set her breasts jiggling, "Come on, you two! I hate to be a nag, but I mean it. I love what you two are doing to him, but there has to be order so everyone gets a chance. Tiger and I are very busy on this TUESDAY evening." She made a point in emphasizing "Tuesday," as if saying that her generosity in sharing Alan on her special day had reached its limit.


        Still, there was no response beyond the usual loud slurpy sounds of a passionate double cocksucking in action.


        Susan knew that Amy was a softie with a heart of gold, so she singled her out. "Amy, do you want to leave him too drained to enjoy the main event?"


        That last point got Amy to reluctantly disengage.


        Katherine, however, was redoubling her efforts to guzzle a big load down her throat. She was in seventh heaven, especially now that she had his cock all to herself. She reverted from a titfuck back to a blowjob, figuring that would be harder for him to stop. She slid her lips over his sweet spot with great suction, as usual, but she also bobbed down as far as she could manage, until she choked a little bit. It was like she was saying "This is all mine!"


        Amy nudged her. "Come on, Sis."


        But Katherine couldn't stop. She was so into it that she was simply incapable of stopping until she got that load and a great climax of her own in the process.


        Alan rather forcibly pushed her head away, but she resisted.


        Katherine thought, What's wrong with me? Where's my self-control? I feel just like Mom; I absolutely live for this cock!


        Alan was beside himself with frustration. He didn't want to cum so quickly after arriving home, not after Susan had gotten all dressed up for him and he hadn't even touched her yet. But things were just too exciting. It was like the three women in the room existed just to get him to cum, and they were succeeding far too well at that. Not to mention, he was still all worked up from his date with Christine. In mere seconds he was bound to lose all control and shoot a load down Katherine's throat, and that would upset his mother.


        But then he had a brainstorm. He shouted, "Kat! Heel!"


        It took a precious few seconds for that to register with Katherine, but it did. She immediately obeyed. She popped his pulsing pole out of her mouth and struck a submissive pose at his feet. As much as she was loving the cocksucking, obeying that order also held tremendous appeal for her.


        Unfortunately for Alan's overtaxed dick, her very obedience only further turned him on. God DAMN! She's acting just like a real pet! My sister is my fuck pet! Dammit! Too sexy! He could feel an orgasm washing over him for sure. Yet, somehow, although he felt a great surge of pleasure, no cum came shooting out of the tip of his dick. He realized with some relief that, inadvertently, he'd had another non-ejaculatory orgasm. He mused that once a person did it a few times, apparently it became easier to do and could even happen by accident.


        Susan was still preening and posing in tantalizing ways that threatened to push Alan over the edge. He panted heavily, "Mom! ... Too sexy! ... Need you to... cover up!"


        "Okay!" Susan walked the short distance to the underwear cabinet near the front door, not even leaving his sight. While the others recovered and watched, she took off her top, then stood around buck naked, posing shamelessly while deciding what to wear instead. Finally, she settled on a see-through nightie, and put it on. Technically, she was more covered up now, but in reality she was possibly even more arousing.


        Alan had to laugh aloud as she walked back into the living room. Even Susan grinned and giggled a bit, knowing she was being naughty.


        Katherine was impressed at her brother's staying power. "Mom, did you see that? I could feel his cock throbbing and rumbling, bursting with cum. I thought for sure he was going to coat me with his hot seed, but look! He's still good to go. Is that amazing control, or what? How can we not all worship this sister-splitting pussy pleaser?"
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        Susan silently nodded in agreement at that sentiment as she sat down on a nearby sofa. It was all she could do not to fall to her knees and scream, "Son! Fuck your mommy now!" But outwardly, she maintained her cool.


        She did note, "Angel, there's no way we can fail to worship his cock and love it all up with our lips and tongues and pussies and tits and asses; you got that right! And that just shows what a special young man he is. If he can pull back after getting that close, that means we're just going to have to redouble all our efforts and spend much more time and energy every day trying to squeeze the tasty cum out of that wondrous mommy-splitter."


        Katherine corrected her, "Sister-splitter."


        Susan smiled and corrected back, "Mommy-splitter."


        Amy spoke up to prevent an argument, even though she knew they were being playful for the most part. Although her police cap had fallen off a few minutes earlier, she still maintained her policewoman persona (plus, she was still wearing her knee-high boots). She said to Alan, "Mister, I have bad news for you. It looks like you're still guilty of possessing a fully loaded cock. We're going to have to imprison you in the living room."


        Alan, still panting, regained his breath enough to ask, "Oh yeah? How long?"


        "Hmmm. We may have to sentence you to a least an hour of watching some hot mother on daughter lesbian sex. I'm sorry big boy, but that's the law."


        He grinned yet again as he said, "Is there any way I can get off?"


        Amy's idea worked for Susan, because Susan realized Amy was referring to the previously planned Amy-Suzanne love-fest. That would leave Susan's hands and mouth free. Susan walked closer to him and spoke before Amy could. "You bet. I'm further sentencing you to continuous handjobs and blowjobs as you watch, courtesy of your big-titted mommy." She was very clear in insisting on handling that job. "I'll make damn well sure that you get off, several times in fact." She winked, delighted at the double meaning.


        She held onto his erection and began stroking. Then, since she was standing, she licked her way up his neck and all over his ear. She leaned into that ear and whispered in a very husky and sexy tone, "That's what big-titted mommies do. They suck and fuck their naughty sons. Mommy's pussy belongs to you and you alone!"


        He thought, Dang! With a family like this, not even Christine seems appealing right now. And Suzanne is still hiding around here somewhere! As tempting as Christine is, I've definitely made the right decision. I have to spend every moment I can with my family four. They're the absolute best.


        He said to all three, "All I can say is, that's some welcome home greeting. If I can look forward to big welcomes like that, I need to eat out more often."


        All three women immediately replied with some concern, "No!"


        Then the four of them burst into laughter at the females' identical responses.

      



      
        CHAPTER 8


        Alan passed from the front entrance into the living room.


        Susan headed back to the kitchen before him, and Amy and Katherine followed in his wake.


        He looked across the room and saw Suzanne stretched out in a casual yet seductive pose. She wore an open robe and held a glass of wine in her hand. She looked like a classic seductress in every way.


        He admired her for a few moments. He sniffed the air, realizing that the whole room had an uncommonly strong pussy smell. Then he said, "Hey, Mother. How are they hanging?"
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        Suzanne gave a wry grin and she traced a finger along the rim of her glass. "I'd ask you the same, but I can see the answer well enough from here. In your case it's hanging very nicely."


        Because he hadn't ejaculated yet, his dick was still very aroused and erect. His stiffness lightly bobbed in front of him.


        He chuckled, then queried Suzanne, "Mother, how come you didn't join us in the front?"


        "I thought that if you got any more sexed up, it would probably kill you, and I don't want you to miss the big show. Plus, it was fun listening from a distance and guessing what was happening." She parted her legs as she said this.


        With her legs deliberately spread, he was able to notice just how much the sexy redhead had enjoyed listening by the obvious glistening wetness of her crotch.


        Her eyes darted to the center of the room after she finished talking, which caused Alan to look where she was looking.


        He noticed an extremely big mattress in the middle of the living room. It was bigger than a mattress made for a king-sized bed. He didn't even know they made mattresses that big. Clearly, the room was fully prepared for the Amy and Suzanne lovemaking event to begin.


        She noted, "Clearly, you can see we came prepared."


        As Alan and Suzanne continued to talk for some moments about the mattress and where it came from, Amy and Katherine stood on either side of him and began to gently fondle and stroke his body, focusing mostly on his arms, buttocks, and chest. They deliberately ignored his dick because they figured it needed some rest.


        That made him feel even more like a lord than before. But he tried to act casual about it, and said to Suzanne calmly, "Looks like you're ready to begin."


        "Yeah," she replied, adjusting herself on the sofa and striking a new sexy pose in the process. "We've been waiting for days, so I'm eager to get started at any time. That is, if your cock is up for it. By the way, we're all dying to find out how things went with Christine. Did you introduce her to Alan Junior? Is he tired out after hours of fun?"


        "Nope," he replied. "It was a purely platonic dinner. We just talked."


        Everyone, even Suzanne, seemed very surprised by that.


        Alan found himself confronted by four silent open-mouthed stares of disbelief.


        Amy seemed particularly surprised. She reached around and grabbed his erection as if to check that it was still working, and that naturally and instantly turned into a handjob. Her other hand and Katherine's two hands continued to fondle him all over as if he was some kind of pampered sultan.


        She asked, "What? Brother? No fucking?  I told her it's okay with me if you give her a good plowing sometimes. It seems like she really needs it." That clearly wasn't an easy thing for Amy to say, since Christine was the potentially most serious challenger to her Official Girlfriend title. But she was trying hard to avoid being jealous.


        "I know. And thanks for your generosity. But it didn't seem wise."


        "Huh? Did she at least give you a blowjob under the table during dinner?"


        "Nope. Like I told you, we just talked. I didn't even kiss her."


        Katherine said with surprising certainty, "I believe him."


        "Damn," Amy continued, as she fondled his shaft lovingly.


        Alan was surprised to realize that Amy actually appeared disappointed that nothing had happened between him and Christine. "I thought you're not too psyched about me getting it on with her?"


        "Yeah, but I know you do really love her. And if you did bang her, it would be a super nice coup. Everyone would know that my boyfriend's the best lover in the whole school! Just so long as you, you know..."


        Alan could guess her concerns, and made it easy so she didn't have to spell it out. "Don't worry, Aims, no matter what happens, I won't let her or anyone else take away your official-girlfriend spot."


        "Cool! You mean it?" Seeing him nod, she broke into a huge smile. "Super ultraamazingwonderificallyfantasmotasticallymegadoubleduple cool!" She would have kissed him on the lips, but since she'd just dropped to her knees to better work on the handjob, she kissed his cockhead instead. Within seconds, that kiss turned into a full-on blowjob, as she swallowed more than half of his shaft with each long pass down.


        Nobody blinked an eye at her sucking. This was the new normal in the Plummer household.


        Susan though, was disappointed about the news regarding Christine. She asked from where she stood out of sight in the kitchen, "So you sat and ate dinner for a whole hour without even a furtive handjob?"


        "Yep." Alan had sudden visions of Christine kneeling under the table while he was talking, and that only got him more aroused than before. He grasped Amy's head with both hands and started bucking his hips a little.


        "Not even a quick titfuck in the bathroom or something?" Susan pressed. "I know how much you're a tit man and how long you've been admiring her rack."


        "No, already," he answered with growing irritation. He spoke normally, as if he didn't even notice the way that Amy was loving his cock with her mouth. "All I did was kiss her when I told her good-night."


        Susan responded, "By 'kiss her,' I assume you at least mean half an hour or more of heavy necking and petting, with lots of titty play? Please tell me you at least did that!"


        He rolled his eyes. "No, Mom. All I did was kiss her cheek, once. Honestly. Like I said, she's just a friend."


        Annoyed, Susan walked from the kitchen so she could look at him. "Tiger! Please. Don't break my heart. You French kissed her and fondled her lovely tits last time, so why on Earth didn't you at least do that?!"


        "We had a serious talk and confirmed that things were better if we stayed just friends."


        Susan groaned unhappily. "Son, that's just wrong! A pair of F-cup tits like that on a girl that beautiful absolutely need a big Alan cock plowing through them. The Big Tits Theory means that it's predestined that she'll be one of your big-titted fuck toys. I don't care if it was a Tuesday; those kinds of tits need to be taken care of with a good spermy paint job!"


        Amy had been happily bobbing on Alan's shaft, but she pulled back, switching to just licking so she could speak. "Yeah, that's weird. I know she's totally got the hots for you, Brother, and she's totally Alan-worthy, so what's the problem?" She nibbled on his cockhead while she said, "As long as she doesn't want to be your official girlfriend, everything's cool with me. I don't know her very well, but she seems pretty neat as a person too, though she can be a bit scary sometimes. I kind of figure she's gonna become one of your playthings before long."


        Having said her piece, Amy engulfed his thick cockhead and resumed her contented bobbing.


        Suzanne shucked her robe and spoke up. "That all may be. But let's talk about that later. I'm getting pretty antsy over here. Susan, can you come in?"


        Susan came in from the kitchen, bringing some raisin and oatmeal cookies that she'd just baked.


        Amidst all this activity, no one paid much attention to Katherine. Had anyone looked at her closely, they might have been surprised to see that ever since the topic of Christine had come up, she was looking glum and disengaged. She had even pulled away from Alan's side              somewhat.
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        Suzanne stood up and prepared to make another one of her little speeches. "Everyone, please. Let's get this show on the road. Everyone paying attention? Amy, stop sucking your brother's cock for a minute so you can hear me and he can have a strategic break." She dropped her head and waited patiently for Amy to comply.


        Amy did stop sucking, by and by, but she switched to a handjob instead. But because of how she began pressing hard against his sweet spot, the handjob was actually more orgasm inducing. Not only that, but she was lightly blowing air on his cockhead too.


        Suzanne saw all that, and complained, "Honey Pie, you think he's gonna get a rest like that? At least slow down a little, please... No? Play with his balls instead then for a little while, can you do that?"


        As Amy more or less complied and even pulled back to face her mother instead of Alan's crotch, Suzanne concluded, "Okay, that's better. Now, where was I?"


        Susan sat down on one of the sofas arranged around the central bed, while Amy and Katherine were on each side of Alan. They all paid close attention to Suzanne as she launched into the heart of her speech.


        "Okay. We've all grown quite close to each other physically, these past two months. We've become a loving family bonded much closer than most families through frequent, mind-blowing sex. I think we can all agree the result has been like we're living a wonderful dream that never ends."


        Everyone else nodded in agreement.


        Suzanne continued, "However, Amy and I have always held back from doing more than kissing and groping each other, due to the fact that she's my real biological daughter. But clearly, it's time for that final barrier to be crossed. I don't think anyone minds true incest in this family when there's no possibility of a genetic disaster."


        She looked around. There were no objections at all. In fact, it was well known that Susan fantasized about her two children being her real offspring so much that it had almost become fact in her mind.


        Suzanne nodded with approval. "Good. Then there should be no barriers between any of us. Do you agree, Amy?"


        Amy replied while lightly stroking Alan's erection with one hand and her clit with her other hand. "Uh, yeah. Sure. As a matter of fact, I love you so much I would have been totally into being with you years ago if you'd only asked. But I didn't want you to think I was some kind of weirdo."


        "Hmmm. Well, live and learn, my darling Honey Pie, although to be honest I wouldn't have been open to the idea back then. I was denying my feelings, just like Susan did. Let's make up for lost time. Can you come here?"


        "M'kay. Just a sec, though. Let me give Alan a big huggy-wuggy first." Amy hugged Alan with one arm over his back, while he put two arms around her. She made sure to keep a hand on his erection the whole time.
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        She hugged and French kissed him for some long moments, but then slowly slipped down his chest. She giggled. "Oops! Alan Junior needs a special huggy-wuggy too!" She wound up with her mouth around his thick shaft again. For good measure, she began titfucking it while continuing to suck on the tip.


        Alan squirmed in his seat and fought off the urge to climax. He didn't want to lose a load right before the main event. He squeezed his PC muscle tight and felt the urge to release his cum slowly pass.


        Suzanne raised a chagrined eyebrow. "Okay, daughter. I think that's enough quote hugging unquote." She chuckled, "You're definitely pushing the definition of a hug."


        "M'kay." Amy finally pulled her mouth away while the others laughed at Suzanne's comment. Amy muttered into Alan's ear as she stood up, "I love you so much, Brother!"


        She leapt across the room and quickly wound up standing next to Suzanne. Then, just as soon as it seemed she'd finally stand still, she turned and hugged and French kissed her natural mother too.


        Standing buck naked next to her daughter, Suzanne said to everyone, "Now, in the recent past, this last Friday in fact, we all had a special ceremony and agreement binding all of us to Alan. I'm sure I don't need to remind anyone, but I'll say it anyway: the four of us pledged to belong to him and no other man, and to serve him sexually to the best of our abilities for the rest of our lives. Although he's only a teenager, he's the head of the family and the master of the harem. We four are all his nymphos and harem girls now, and we're proud of it, aren't we? Is there anyone who regrets that pact we made?"


        Suzanne waited for a while, but no one made any sound. In fact, the only sound in the deathly quiet room was a sticky slurpy sound coming from the vicinity of Alan. Everyone turned his way to look, and they discovered that Katherine had taken over from Amy and was surreptitiously suckling on her brother's erection.


        Suzanne raised a disapproving eyebrow and put her hands on her hips. When that didn't get a reaction, she coughed impatiently.


        Katherine reluctantly pulled her mouth back and mumbled, "Sorry."


        Susan meanwhile had fallen to her knees and was trying to angle for a spot next to Katherine so she could share in the cocksucking.


        But Suzanne said to her, "Hold on, Susan. You too, Angel. I know we're all excited, and Susan, I'm well aware that it's your turn for some cock-tending. However, his poor pecker does need a break every now and then, and now's a good time for it. Can we do something other than suck on his cock for a few minutes?"


        "Oh, poo," Susan pouted. "It's just that it's so tempting, bobbing in the air like that all covered with my daughters' saliva. My tits are telling me to suck. How can I resist him?"


        Suzanne said, as if speaking to a child, "Just tell your tits to wait a little while. I'm trying to have a serious moment here. Now, let's see. Ah, yes. The Pact. I like that pact very much. It's helped me come to terms with my new relationship with my favorite sexy son." She winked at Alan from across the room, giving him a warm smile. "I'd like to make a similar pledge to Amy, to officially wipe out any last lingering distaste over committing real incest. Amy, will you take me not to be just as your biological mother, but as your sex partner and lover in every way, now and forevermore?"


        "I will," Amy said, in a surprisingly solemn voice. She understood the importance of ceremony. She'd carefully remembered every word, and said back, "Mother, Suzanne, will you take me not to be just as your biological daughter, but as your sex partner and lover in every way, now and forevermore?"


        "I will," Suzanne said. She gripped her daughter's hand tightly. Though the words were simple and straightforward, they carried a lot of meaning for Suzanne in particular. She appeared to be on the verge of tears.


        Amy spontaneously added, "Mother, I love you so much. But this pledge doesn't lessen our love or commitment to Alan, right? Or our love for Susan and Katherine? 'Cos we're all family now, and all our bonds need to be strong."


        Tears began to fall from Suzanne's eyes. "Right. I agree completely. We're all such a great, loving family. I love you so much, my sweet Honey Pie. How could a mother be any happier and prouder with her daughter? You're such a kind girl. Love just pours out of you all the time. Total, unconditional love. You're too good for me." Her tears flowed faster. "Oh, gosh! I'm just getting all weepy here. Sorry."


        She tried to wipe her eyes. She didn't like to cry, as she felt it a sign of weakness, and she quickly recovered. "Sorry about the waterworks there. Before I lose it altogether, Amy, let's seal our love with another kiss."


        They French kissed again, while Susan, Katherine, and Alan all clapped and cheered.


        When the heartfelt kiss finally came to an end, Amy began feeling up her mother's body. "That was so nice, Mother. I love you just so absolutely much! But rather than getting all talky, let's seal our love another way." She slowly pushed Suzanne back to the big bed.
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        CHAPTER 1


        Suzanne lay back on the bed, waiting.


        Amy lingered over her. She slowly brought her face and body down. As usual, there was a big smile on her face. As her face got within a few inches of Suzanne's, she said, "I love you, mother."


        Suzanne finally lost control and burst into tears. She cursed, "Stop saying that, already! You're turning me into a blubbering idiot!"


        Amy frowned. "Are you unhappy?"


        "No way! These are tears of joy. I WAS unhappy, for so many years. All those affairs I had, they were so unsatisfying. The main thing that kept me going was the people I loved, especially everyone in this room right now. Oh, Amy! My sweet Honey Pie! Kiss me!"


        They'd kissed each other many times in recent weeks, but this kiss on the lips felt like their very first. They started slow and tentatively, barely touching lips. Suzanne even kept her mouth too closed for Amy's tongue to enter it. But then, suddenly, she opened wide and their tongues plunged into each other. Something electric happened. Both of them felt shivers and sparks. It was as if the kiss was the only thing in the world.


        The others again clapped and cheered. There wasn't a dry eye in the house.


        Susan limited herself to simply holding Alan's erection for the moment, because she didn't want to miss seeing anything.


        Katherine sat further down the sofa, alone. She felt a bit like the odd one out, but at least for the moment she was too caught up in watching to let that bother her much.


        Suzanne and Amy kept kissing and fondling each other. The clapping had been a brief distraction, but in a minute or two, they got so into each other that they completely forgot the others were watching.


        All at once, Suzanne pulled away. "Honey Pie, I love kissing you so much, but let's do something new. I've been holding back on going down on you, thinking that would cross some line that shouldn't be crossed. But let's do it now!"


        "M'kay! Mother, I really wanna taste you too! Let's do each other." Now it was Amy's turn to fall to the bed and wait for Suzanne.
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        Suzanne towered over her daughter. She paused, thinking, This is my last chance to back off. Last chance. All reasonable and moral mothers would stop right here...


        Amy looked up and simply said, "I'm soooo totally lucky I have you for a mom. You're the bestest."


        Those heartfelt words only Amy could say broke Suzanne's last resistance. She eagerly dropped to the bed. The two of them quickly got into a sixty nine position and began licking away.


        Suzanne, for some reason, was very emotionally affected by all of this. She kept thinking, My God! I'm really licking my daughter's pussy! My biological daughter! My tongue is on her smooth slit. How wild is that? It makes me feel so good that I feel like crying all over again. I thought I'd lose Amy when she turned eighteen and graduated, but instead it seems we're going to be lovers forever.


        I never expected it would come to this when I started Alan's medical treatment scheme. Never! I just love her so much; I STILL can't believe this is happening!


        Amy, meanwhile, was less blown away because such a thing seemed perfectly natural to her. Now that she could physically express her love for her mother, she wanted to make Suzanne feel as good and as happy as she was feeling. She licked and groped like her life depended on it.


        With Amy and Suzanne fully absorbed with each other, Susan began stroking Alan's hard-on. She positioned herself on her knees to the side of him between his knees so she could alternate between licking it and watching mother and daughter get it on.


        Suzanne tried to give as well as she received, but she was too emotionally overcome to go after Amy's pussy the way Amy was going after hers. Amy had a finger on Suzanne's clit and kept pushing down or twisting it in unexpected ways. But mostly, she kept plunging her tongue in and out of Suzanne's pussy.


        Mentally distracted, Suzanne decided to simply do to Amy exactly what Amy was doing to her. That was easy and didn't require much thought. It also allowed her long tongue to be put to good use. She eagerly plunged her tongue in and out of Amy's pussy as if it was a penis. Suzanne really got off on that idea, imagining that her tongue might be able to give Amy some of the pleasure they got when being fucked by Alan.


        But Suzanne was feeling even more pleasure than Amy. Amy knew that, far more than for most women, her mother's sexual "weakness" was her pussy. She'd heard and seen Katherine and Susan entwined with Suzanne, but she'd thought they were going about it all wrong. They treated Suzanne like any other woman, shifting attention from one spot on her body to another.


        But Amy just went after Suzanne's clit and pussy relentlessly. Occasionally one free hand would wander over Suzanne's hips and stomach, sometimes reaching up to her mountainous boobs, but that was the only diversion from her single minded purpose.


        Before long, Suzanne thought, This is no good! Or I should say, it's far too good! Amy's driving me straight to heaven, but what am I doing for her? I so badly want to give her the best climax ever, but my hands, my body, everything feels like jelly. I'm totally helpless in the face of her pussy onslaught. I have to do better. What'll drive HER crazy? ... I know, her ass.


        Suzanne immediately changed tactics. While she kept her long tongue snaking inside Amy's pussy lips, she reached around to Amy's backside with both hands and poked an index finger deep into Amy's asshole.


        Amy's eyes opened wide and her mouth made a perfect oval as she shrieked, "Oooooh!"


        Amy was on top, so the small audience could see her expression. It was such a comical and exaggerated look that everyone else burst into laughter.


        But soon Amy's expression returned to a usual one of happy lust. She said, "Mother, you little devil, you! That feels so good. Don't stop!"


        Suzanne stopped with her tongue fucking long enough to reply, "Don't worry! I'm gonna get you off if it kills me!" She was treating their lovemaking as a bit of a game at the moment, as something she was trying to win. But she felt that was okay. First, they were going to battle each other to deliver the best orgasms they could. Then, they could relax and be more loving.
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        That's exactly what happened. Amy wound up lying underneath Suzanne with her head at her mother's bare crotch, with both of them facing up. She continued to plow her tongue into Suzanne's pussy, alternating with fingers occasionally when her tongue needed a rest.


        Since Suzanne was face up with Amy's body under hers, she couldn't do much except enjoy what Amy was doing to her. But then she flipped herself over and replied with her own attack on Amy's pussy and asshole.


        There was nothing subtle about what they were doing to each other, but it worked. Their fingers and tongues plunged in and out of holes so fast that their movements practically became a blur. It was the female equivalent of the hardest, deepest, and fastest fuck Alan could deliver.


        The two of them exploded into orgasm. As the juices flowed out of their respective pussies, they kept at it, licking up all the tasty cum as quickly as it came out.


        Finally, they had to crash with emotional and physical exhaustion.


        As Suzanne lay underneath Amy, still catching her breath, she muttered, "Damn, that was intense. But I must be getting too old. I very nearly gave up early on. Honey Pie, you just completely overwhelmed me!"


        "I did? Goody! But geez, you did pretty great, too. Can you do my ass with your tongue next? Could you? I've been looking forward to that so much."


        "Certainly, my love." Suzanne rolled out from under Amy, mostly because she couldn't take all that weight on top of her for so long. "I've never been with another woman quite like that before. That was so fast, but still so good. But now I can't wait to take-"

      



      
        CHAPTER 2


        Suzanne stopped in mid-sentence, because as she freed herself from Amy her eyes happened to wander over to where Alan and Susan were sitting. She'd completely forgotten they were there, so it was a bit of a shock to be reminded they were. But more arresting was the fact that Susan was on her knees in front of Alan but to the side, jacking him off vigorously with both hands. She was facing away from Alan so she could watch the lesbian coupling on the big bed, but that didn't mean she was slacking in her handjob in the slightest.


        Alan had his head back and his eyes closed as he strained with every muscle to prevent himself from cumming. His whole body twitched and his feet occasionally rose off the floor as he pushed his remarkable cum-control to the absolute limit.
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        As the signs of an impending orgasm grew, Susan rearranged herself and began licking the hole where the cum was about to burst out of. She could hardly wait to drink it all up.


        Suzanne found the sight absolutely mesmerizing. Between seeing Susan's big, naked tits swinging with every double-fisted stroke, and seeing Alan's purple and angry cock twitch and throb, she was filled with the urge to leap off the bed and catch Alan's cum directly in her mouth as soon as the first rope came out.


        But then she thought, No. Today is about Amy and me. Sweetie is just a spectator, for once. I have all I want right here with my sweet Honey Pie. She turned her back on Alan and Susan, and lay on her side facing Amy. She lazily stroked her daughter's hair and smiled with great love at her somewhat sleepy and dazed looking daughter.


        Then she heard Katherine say, "Damn, Big Driveshaft Brother, doesn't that thing ever give up its cum?"


        Alan replied with a surprisingly calm but proud voice, "Nope, Big Sweater Meat Sis. Though maybe if you lent a hand... or mouth..."


        Susan responded to that with a possessive and feral, "Grrr." It was meant as a joke, especially because she used a very low and funny voice, but at the same time it wasn't.


        Katherine kept her distance a good ways down the sofa.


        Curiosity got the best of Suzanne again, and she looked back over her shoulder to Alan and Susan. Sure enough, Alan had somehow staved off a climax and was having one of his renowned strategic breaks.


        That feat was made all the more remarkable because Susan hadn't given up her ministrations completely. The tips of the fingers on one of her hands lazily touched and tickled his boner, much as if she was imitating the light and breezy touch of a feather.


        But apparently this hardly fazed Alan, because his face was serene when it had been extremely strained a minute or two before.


        Suzanne turned back to Amy, thinking, Jesus Christ. What luck in picking him. I knew I loved him and wanted him, but I had no idea what I was getting into. None at all.


        Her focus returned to Amy, who still seemed a bit wiped out from their earlier sixty-nine. And here's another one I had no idea about. I underestimated her nearly as much as everyone else, but she's making me so proud lately. She's really becoming a woman. In retrospect, I wanted to make love to her for years, but I never allowed myself to think that consciously because it seemed wrong, like molesting a minor. In fact, it WAS molesting a minor, but mentally she seemed so much younger than her age that it seemed doubly wrong. But now she's eighteen and in some ways the most mature out of all of us... Damn. I'm getting all misty eyed again! What the hell is wrong with me tonight?


        Alan broke Suzanne's reverie with an idle comment directed at Susan. "Mom, what is it about girl on girl sex that's so fun to watch? I love it. God DAMN, that's an arousing show!"


        But Susan was busy sucking him off now and was too intent on the cock-meat in her mouth to answer. Though she'd cut his strategic break short, she wanted to get some licking in while Amy and Suzanne were taking a rest so she wouldn't miss anything important over there.


        So Alan asked Katherine, "What do you think, Sis? Would you rather watch two men having sex, or two women, or a man and a woman?"


        Katherine thought, and replied, "I dunno. All of them sound pretty good to me, though I'm sure the first would gross you out. But I think two women, actually. No offense, but women just look so good."


        "None taken. I completely agree... Hold on here, Mom is getting a bit carried away... Jesus! Slow down, Mommy!"
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        "Mmmmokaaaay," Susan mumbled as her son's boner tickled her tonsils, but she didn't slow down much at all. She was excited he'd remembered to call her "mommy."


        Suzanne was under the impression Susan had slowed, though. So she sat up in bed a bit, and said, "Hey, everybody. Since we're all catching our breath here, I have an important announcement to make. I've made the decision that I want to divorce Eric sooner rather than later. It just offends me to have to show my face at the Pestridge house and even go through the pretense of being married. It's in violation of the spirit of The Pact I've just signed, because my heart, body, and soul belongs to Alan and only Alan."


        "Thanks, Mother," Alan said to that, with Susan's whole body sliding back and forth between his legs. "I love you."


        "Love you too, Sweetie." She winked. "Now, I've been researching California divorce law, and even with a no fault, non-contested divorce, there's a six month waiting period after all the paperwork is done before the divorce can become final. So, if we start things now, it'll probably take until the end of the school year before I'm free and clear. I'm thinking I should start things now, but continue to live with the rest of the Pestridges until the school year ends. That way, my two children still have an unbroken home until they're ready to go on to college. What do you all think?"


        Alan said in a rather strangled voice, since Susan was trying to bring him off with her tongue and lips, "Aunt Suzy? You'd, uh! You'd do that, ah! For me?"


        "Of course, Sweetie!" Suzanne said brightly. But then she frowned and focused on Susan. "Mom number one, could you please stop cocksucking for one minute? This is serious."


        "Schlorry." Susan let go of his erection altogether and forced herself to turn and focus on Suzanne. A long string of saliva stretched from his cockhead to her lips until it finally fell away.


        Suzanne continued, "I really wish someone could get him to cum already, so people can concentrate around here. Sheesh! Anyway, I was wondering what everyone thinks. Especially you, Amy, since this will affect you so much. I've started hinting to Eric about where this might lead, but I don't want to drop any bombshells yet unless you approve. How do you think Brad will take it?"


        Amy nuzzled herself into Suzanne, and thought about it while playing with the breasts she'd been too long denied. "I don't know. I'm all thumbs up on it, but it could be tough on him. Do you think things can stay pretty normal at home until school's over?"


        "Definitely. I've been living in a completely loveless marriage for years now, so we can keep the charade going for six more months no problem. Hardly anything will change."


        "M'kay. I'm definitely in then. Wow. That's big. But it's weird. I'm kinda sad, but more happy, too. I love Brad a lot and I'll always consider him my brother, but you all here are my natural family." She kissed Suzanne on the cheek and nuzzled in closer, stretching her arms around her in a comforting embrace.


        Feeling calmer after narrowly avoiding another climax, Alan then said, "I'm honored, Mother, that you'd do that for all of us. But will we have to change our lifestyles? Maybe he'll start snooping around or even hire a private investigator? That could be a disaster."


        "I really doubt it. I think he'll welcome finally being free. I think he's been longing to be free of me and will want a clean and quick divorce. We don't hate each other, we just don't have much feelings for each other anymore, which I guess in a way is worse. He's only been hanging on because of the kids and a sense of obligation that he's not supposed to get divorced. But just to be on the safe side we might want to move to a new home quickly. Someplace very private. Right now, either of them could just wander through the backyard gate between our houses and discover who knows what."


        "True," Alan conceded, as he mulled this over.


        Katherine piped in by asking Susan, "What about you, Mom? What's going on with you and Ron?"


        Susan smiled knowingly, but merely said, "Some things are still in process. Let's save that for another time. We don't want to spoil Amy and Suzanne's big moment with too much of this divorce talk."


        "I agree completely," Suzanne said. "I just brought up my situation because I really want tonight to be a turning point. The completion of the circle binding all of us together. And parting from Eric is a big part of everything, I think. The forging of a new family, if you will."


        "The forging of a new harem, too," Katherine said saucily to Alan. Although she felt a bit excluded at the moment, she nonetheless couldn't help but feel turned on, and had been frigging herself while she watched. The fact that even Suzanne was fully committing to the harem really turned her on. She pressed, "What do you think, Big Tennis Racquet Handle Brother? How does it feel to be the head of this new family and harem? How do you like your four naked, nympho, busty, sexy Alan-sluts?"


        Alan could have seriously answered the question, but he merely replied, "It feels good. In fact, I'm ready for act two. Aunt Suzy, Amy, I wish I could dive in with you two, but tonight isn't about me."
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        "No, it's not," Suzanne agreed emphatically. She turned to Amy, and the two of them shared another smoldering kiss. Then they began grinding their impressive racks against each other.


        Alan moaned, "Oh God. So fuckin' hot!"


        Susan took advantage of his tit-focus, and began titfucking him while he watched Amy and Suzanne continue to kiss and rub up against each other.


        That just caused him to moan louder. He glanced over at Katherine, and noticed she was rubbing herself all over her chest, too. That made him feel good, that she was getting her pleasure as well. Given all his close calls with climaxes so far this evening, he didn't expect to last much longer. But he still wanted to hold out so he could fully enjoy Suzanne and Amy.


        Susan looked right up into Alan's eyes while she slid her chest back and forth over Alan's mostly immobile boner. She whispered so just he could hear, "What do you think, Tiger? You know why Suzanne is getting a divorce, don't you? You tamed her with your massive cock! If you can tame the high and mighty Suzanne, you can tame anybody. Look at her make love to your girlfriend. Mother and daughter are completely under your control!"


        Her voice dropped to a near whisper. "And your girlfriend is your sister too. Are we a naughty family, or what? Feel it! Feel the joy. The love. Feel my love, son. I want you. Need you. Love you. We all love you. Look at the love. Mother and daughter. All of us. Love. Love us. Together. Forever."


        Susan's words had turned into more of a chant. The exact words she said didn't matter much, as it became more of a nearly inaudible stream of consciousness. It seemed like her words and rhythmic titfucking were putting Alan into a sort of trance while he watched Suzanne and Amy, completely transfixed by their lesbian lust.


        But those words were having an effect. He was surprised that all the talk of love was as much of a turn-on as the usual sexy talk. Maybe that was because there was so much obvious love pouring between Amy and Suzanne even as they were burning with passion for each other. Their kisses and explorations of each other's bodies were becoming more intense with every passing minute.


        Then, completely unexpectedly, Alan felt himself pass the point of no return. He tried to apply his PC muscle tricks, but his dick needed release so badly that there was nothing he could do. He barked, "Mom, get out of the way," and stood as quickly as he could.


        He staggered forward a bit. Grabbing his erection and using it like a fire hose, he sprayed his cum all over Amy and Suzanne. He aimed mostly for their upper chests, since that's where his eyes were glued most of the time.


        Suzanne and Amy both noticed immediately and broke their kiss to laugh about it.


        Amy joked mirthfully, "Mom, it's raining cum! Where's your umbrella?"


        Suzanne laughed and began singing, "Singing in the cum, / just singing in the cum, / what a glorious feelin'..."


        As they talked and sang to the old musical song "Singin' in the Rain", they both turned so the cum could hit their fronts more directly. But even before it was over, they turned their attentions back to each other and resumed kissing. Only now, they had cum on them everywhere. They lost no time in rubbing each other with it, using it as a lubricant to slide against each other that much more easily.


        Both Katherine and Susan loved the sight, and brought themselves to climaxes just from watching.


        Alan was wiped out. He felt like closing his eyes as he recovered from his climax, but the sight of Amy and Suzanne playing in his cum was just too interesting to ignore.


        When he saw the two of them began feeding cum gobs to each other the way lovers might sexily deposit strawberries into each other's mouths, he groaned and thought, There's no way! There's just no way I can do anything but make love to these four because this is heaven on Earth! It's exhausting and demanding at times, but I love every single instant! I feel like closing my eyes just to rest for five minutes since I'm flaccid anyway, but I can't do it because I know I'm gonna miss out on something really good!

      



      
        CHAPTER 3


        Alan kept his eyes trained on Suzanne and Amy as the cum he'd sprayed on them was devoured or smeared away. He watched as their lovemaking grew in intensity.


        From time to time, he looked around to see how Susan and Katherine were doing. Susan was as horny and happy as ever. She continued to fondle and frig herself while waiting for Alan to give a sign that his penis had recovered enough for more stimulation. In fact, she was trying to will him to give her a sign, as if she had telepathic powers.


        Tiger, I'm your cock tender. Isn't Mommy your very favorite cocksucker? She needs to do soooo... veeeery... much... cock tending. Big juicy cock... You KNOW you want it! Let me do it for you. Fill me with your spunk. Your seed. Your sperm. Baby juice. Oh yeah, give it to me! Anywhere and everywhere! Spray me! PLEASE, let me milk your cock like you milk my heavy tits!


        Her mental efforts didn't have any effect on Alan, but they were working her into a lather of lust even without his direct involvement.


        Meanwhile, Katherine was on a whole other planet. She seemed conflicted. On the one hand, she looked and was highly aroused, especially since Amy and Suzanne seemed to get even more intense with each other after they had Alan's cum to play around in. But on the other hand, she also looked sad.


        Alan thought, I can guess why Sis is frowning. She looks at Suzanne and Amy together and wonders why that can't be her in Amy's place. Why do Amy and Suzanne get a big ceremony together and she and Suzanne never did for their first time? Never mind that Sis and Suzanne have had lots of great lovemaking over the last month and that their first time was under markedly different conditions. That's easy to forget. I can relate to her mood.


        But to make it worse, she probably looks over here at Mom and me and feels even more left out. Unfortunately, Mom is feeling so possessive on her special day of the week that I can't really do anything about it. I should probably just tell Mom I'm not feeling up for any more help from her, and that'll at least help to not rub it in for Sis so much.


        But I really need to do more than that. After this little show is over, I've gotta deal with Sis. Big time. I think it may be time to spring my surprise on her.


        Alan guessed the gist of Katherine's thoughts almost exactly. He only underestimated the depth of her jealousy and frustration. In some situations where one man was shared by many women, there can develop great rivalry and animosity between the women as they try to push each other down to bring themselves up. However, that hadn't happened in the Plummer family yet, mostly because there was such great love and friendship between everyone, as well as Alan's skilled diplomacy.


        Katherine was the one most affected by these negative feelings so far. But since she couldn't vent her frustration on anyone in the room and feel good about it, she used Christine and others like Heather as safe punching bags. She felt guilty as she reviewed what she'd done about Alan's dinner with Christine earlier in the evening.
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        Amy and Suzanne were building up towards another lovemaking frenzy. They still took it slow for the most part, but while their bodies didn't fly about acrobatically, their feelings and passions were nonetheless boiling over. They frequently kissed and simply looked each other in the eyes.


        Suzanne continually looked to be on the verge of joyful tears.


        When they came down from their erotic highs, Suzanne gently pushed Amy's hands away from where they rested on Suzanne's bush. "Sorry, Honey Pie, but I'm feeling really sensitive there right now. You really know how to get me going down there, but I can only take so much. Let's take a short break, okay?"


        "M'kay." Amy moved into a cuddle mode. She closed her eyes and nuzzled her nose into Suzanne's neck. She was happy to stay there while Suzanne stroked her hair.


        After a while, Amy raised her head and spoke to Alan. "I'm having a great time, but I also feel bad about something. I mean, Kat's been sitting alone the whole time."


        Amy turned her head a few inches and looked Suzanne in the eye. "Mother, you and I have been bonding pretty well, but don't you think it's important that we bond with Kat, too? We should mark that she's just as much your daughter as I am. You and Sis and Susan have had tons of fun together, but she, you, and I never have. What do you say?"


        Suzanne nodded in agreement. She knew that while her daughter's words made sense, Amy was making the point mainly because she felt bad that Katherine was sitting all alone. She thought, That's so like my sweet Honey Pie. As much as she wants special time alone with me, it's more important to her that Katherine isn't forgotten. I wish I'd thought about that. Once again, my extreme lust prevents me from thinking straight.


        Suzanne said out loud, "I think that's an excellent idea. Don't you agree, you guys?" She looked at Alan and Susan as she directed this question at them.


        Susan and Alan nodded in agreement. While both felt it wasn't their place to interrupt Suzanne and Amy by asking Katherine to join, they were extremely glad Amy did so.


        Katherine tentatively stood up and walked forward. Suzanne and Amy had been bonding in such a loving fashion that she felt a bit awkward joining in.


        However, Amy took care of that by aggressively but playfully tackling Katherine and dragging her down to the bed. "Come on, Sister! I gotcha!"


        Suzanne sat up and joined in the melee, making sure to tickle Katherine under her arms and on her sides.


        Katherine couldn't resist laughing, and as she did, she felt most of her frustrated feelings wash away. She began tickling and grabbing back.


        Then Amy grabbed a pillow and began hitting the others with it, and soon pillows and sofa cushions were flying everywhere.
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        After the wild tickle and pillow fight went on for a while, Suzanne accidentally fell backwards and toppled back to the bed.


        Katherine took advantage of that accident and slammed her body down onto Suzanne's momentarily, knocking the wind out of the sexy mother. She turned to Amy and said, "This is our chance! It's time for the younger generation to take over! Let's get her!"


        "M'kay! Woo!" Amy slammed down onto Suzanne too.


        Suzanne groaned, and then laughed, "No fair! It's a conspiracy! Susan, help!"


        The tickling continued, but Katherine also aggressively plowed her fingers into Suzanne's pussy, in imitation of the highly successful technique Amy had used earlier.


        But while Suzanne was incapable of getting away with the weight of both Katherine and Amy pinning her down, she didn't give up the fight, either. She thrashed about and tickled and fondled as best she could. However, that seemed to only provoke the two girls into further efforts to subdue the sexy redhead.


        Meanwhile, Susan was keeping an eye on Alan while also watching the fun struggle on the bed. Her son's cock had been fully erect for a couple of minutes now, a fact that she could hardly ignore given his long erection was practically waving in her face. She sat up higher on her heels so her face rose up above his stomach, and looked up into his eyes.


        She whispered quietly, "Tiger, you weren't too sensitive before, were you? You were just trying to be considerate to your sister. That's so nice. But we don't have to hold back now, do we?"


        Alan leaned down a bit and whispered back, "Actually, I was sensitive, but I would have rested in any case, for her. But you're right. Let's have some fun while we watch the show."


        "Oh goody!" Susan said in a louder voice, no longer needing to be quiet. "Mommy's here to make you feel good. Good mommies make sure their sons' balls are kept drained at all times."


        But to Alan's surprise, rather than getting back in position between his knees, he saw Susan stand up right in front of him.


        She looked around as if in confusion, then stared at the orgy in front of her and said, "Ooh, look at this interesting spectacle! I think I'll sit down and watch." She backed up and slowly lowered herself down onto his lap.


        He gladly lined up his erection and waited for her pussy to come down right onto it. Her bare ass looked so good that he couldn't wait to feel her up.


        But Susan took an exceedingly long time to come down. It was like she was moving in slow motion.


        Frustrated, he finally grabbed her and pulled her the rest of the way down. As his thick boner impaled her, he playfully criticized, "Cock tease!"


        She laughed mirthfully. "Who? Me? Is that any way to talk to your mommy? ... Okay, guilty as charged!" That caused her to laugh even more, and Alan joined in.


        Meanwhile, back on the bed the other three were having a great and jolly time. The mood was completely different than when it had just been Suzanne and Amy, and Suzanne had always seemed to be on the edge of crying due to being so emotionally overwhelmed. Now, Suzanne was laughing so hard that it hurt.


        Katherine and Amy were still ganging up on her, and the two of them were tickling her so much that she was practically delirious. Furthermore, the two sexy sisters were also tag teaming on Suzanne's pussy. Neither could use their mouths there, as they both had to keep their bodies over Suzanne's upper body to keep her from slipping away, but each usually kept one hand down on Suzanne's crotch. Often, one was busy with her pussy while the other went at her clit, but sometimes fingers from both girls were in her pussy at the same time.


        Suzanne kept cumming, which further weakened her will to resist. She knew that soon the fight would go out of her, but she wasn't one to give up easily. I can't let them win; that'll just encourage them to do it again!


        Drawing on her remaining energy reserves, she made a desperate move to rise up and shake the two vixens off of her. She did manage to sit up somewhat, but Amy and Katherine quickly recovered and pushed her back down to the bed.


        However, it happened that Suzanne was facing the sofa where Alan and Susan were sitting, and she caught a glimpse of Susan in Alan's lap. She yelled between laughs and gasps for air, "Oh my God! Look what Susan's doing to Alan! How does she do that?"


        Katherine and Amy took the bait and turned around to see what was happening on the sofa. They were a bit surprised not to see Susan at her usual submissive position between her son's knees, so they paused to take a closer look.


        That gave Suzanne the opportunity she needed. She shook the two girls away, and rolled clear of them.


        Katherine and Amy looked back at Suzanne. They could have chased after her as she scooted her way back across the very large bed, but they both independently decided they'd given her enough of a hard time. They also were nearly out of breath themselves.


        Instead, Amy merely asked in a playful voice, "Conceding defeat, Mother?"


        "Ha! Never! I'm just getting warmed up!" She'd put on a good front, and the other two were impressed with her stamina. But in fact she was sweating profusely from all the activity and she barely had any strength left at all. She yelled over them, "Hey! Susan! What kind of friend are you, abandoning me to these hellions? Us old broads have to stick up for each other!"


        Susan was happily rising up and down Alan's pole. She answered, "Um, sorry, but I got a little, uh, stuck." She added with a gleeful squeal, "I've been impaled on a cock-stick!"


        Katherine laughed, adding, "Yep, we can see you've been held up. And down... And up, and down, and up, and down..." She burst into giggles. Then she turned to Amy. A new fire was lit between the two sisters. Their lips locked and they pulled each other back down to the bed.


        Suzanne breathed a sigh of relief. Good. Let them blow off some of that boundless teenager energy on each other while I recover. Damn, I thought the morning exercises Susan and I do would keep me in shape, not to mention the Kegel exercises I do all the time, but I'm not getting any younger. All this sex is EXHAUSTING!


        Suzanne was content to watch the pairs of Amy and Katherine, and Susan and Alan, for five minutes or more. Her tiredness rapidly gave way to renewed arousal. Then she stood up and walked to the stereo. There hadn't been any music playing since she'd started with Amy, and she resolved to fix that. She put on an album by The Jam. Even though the others weren't familiar with it, it brought back good memories from when she was a teenager. The only rock music she liked was some of the stuff she'd known from that era.


        As the song "Happy Together" burst through the speakers, she left the room briefly and came back with a shiny, small silver dildo. She thought, We've had so much fun without any toys tonight; it's almost scary to think what might happen with a strap-on or two. But this should suffice for this weary lot.


        Suzanne got back on the bed.


        Amy and Katherine were so entwined French kissing and rubbing their bodies all over each other, that they hardly even noticed her.


        Katherine was on top, so Suzanne began poking the dildo around the entrance to Katherine's pussy. She said with a pout, "You two, I'm gonna get you back for teaming up on me like that. Didn't you ever hear that women are supposed to be tender with each other? You two practically raped me!"


        Katherine disengaged her lips from Amy's long enough to say, "Hee-hee. Sorry, but it's just that we were having so much fun! We knew you were a slave to your cunt, but Jesus, we didn't know just how much!" Then she went back to her kissing.
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        Suzanne grumbled, "Impetuous youth. I'll show you a thing or two!" She climbed up Katherine's legs and gave her new daughter a kiss on the lips. She wanted to target Katherine for revenge, since she was feeling too good towards Amy at the moment, and made sure that she got on top of her.


        But Amy threw a wrench in Suzanne's plans by getting behind her and began playing with her anus and pussy.


        Suzanne was practically fearful now about how well Amy could stimulate her most sensitive spot. For the moment, she merely luxuriated in the good feelings that flowed through her body in waves.


        Still, the revenge wasn't forgotten. After a few minutes, Amy began kissing Katherine, so Suzanne got into a new position. She climbed back down Katherine and began licking Katherine's ass. She used the silver dildo, which had been forgotten in her hand for a few minutes, and plunged it in and out of Katherine's pussy with vigor.


        Now it was Katherine's turn to be double-teamed, since she was caught in a Pestridge sandwich between Amy lying over her top half and Suzanne lying over her lower half.


        Suzanne cried out, "A-ha! I've got you, you evil feline strumpet! Turnabout is fair play. How does it feel to be the victim?"


        Katherine considered her situation, and replied honestly, "Actually, it feels pretty good!" Then a climax hit her and her body visibly shook.


        The other two laughed as they saw and heard how "terrible" Suzanne's revenge had been.


        Susan, meanwhile, was lowering herself down onto her son's prick, as he now lay on the sofa rather than sitting on it. She twisted and turned on the way up and down for good measure. She muttered more to herself than to him, "Good mommies are squishy, spermy mommies. They squish- UGH! Oh yeeaaaahhh... Mmmm... So yummy, all that fertile spermy goodness..."


        Alan absolutely loved what she was doing. It felt even better than the vaginal clenching she'd been doing a few minutes before. He also loved the position of her sitting in his lap, because it allowed him to freely grope her huge breasts while feeling her silky smooth back rise and fall along his chest.


        He'd heard her mutterings, and gave her exactly what she wanted to hear. "Mommy, you're SUCH a great cum receptacle. I wanna keep your hot box full of my wriggly sperm. Isn't that what good sons do - they keep their mommies drenched in frothy fuck juice?"


        "TIGER! Oh dear God! Yes! Yes, yes, yes, YES!" She would have climaxed just from his words alone; the pounding in her pussy was just extra gravy. She turned around on his erection and pushed him down until he was lying flat on the sofa. Then she straddled his hips in one of her favorite positions that allowed his cock to get deep penetration.


        Encouraged, he continued to talk as much as his breathing allowed while the two of them kept their eyes on the threesome before them. He whispered into her ear comments like, "Just look at all those big tits. Sister tits. Mommy tits. Your tits. And who owns them all? That's right, your son. How did you raise such a big, nasty, tit-owning motherfucker?"
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        This kind of talk so aroused her that she was barely capable of stringing together more than a few words in reply. Instead, she tried to show her approval by fucking him even better than before. She slammed up and down while he mostly just lay there, clenching his PC muscle for dear life.


        But unfortunately, as the minutes passed and the two of them were working their way to a great mutual climax while watching the other three fuck, the phone began ringing. The answering machine wasn't set, so it kept ringing and ringing.


        Susan felt obliged to answer it, fearing it might be some kind of emergency. She pulled herself off her son with the greatest of reluctance.

      



      
        CHAPTER 4


        As Susan ran out of the room to get the phone, holding her boobs so they wouldn't bounce and sway so much, Alan watched, and thought, Wow. What a mom. Watching her jog away like that is so friggin' arousing! But then what isn't when it comes to her? Just seeing her smiling face gets me so hard these days. I gotta say, I love her twisted "Big Tits Theory" mind, as silly as that theory is. And what a great fucker! She's an animal in bed. My sweet, innocent mom. That better be a damned important phone call. Fuck.


        He turned and watched the other three women fucking for a while. Suzanne and Amy were continuing to lavish attention on Katherine. He figured they were probably still trying to make up for her being left alone earlier. He considered joining in, but he was mindful that he was scheduled to sleep with Susan all night, so he wanted to keep some sexual energy in reserve for that.


        Then, only about a minute or two after Susan left the room, the three women on the bed collapsed at the same time. They'd been going at it too intently for too long, and after yet another set of climaxes, they'd all hit a wall. It was all they could do to lay there and pant heavily. They were covered in sweat, cum, and tangled hair, sprawled all over each other.


        Alan continued to watch contentedly with a very stiff erection. Just watching them lying there was as arousing a sight as one could hope for. Dang. What women. What curvy, sensual women. Lust and love. It's amazing my brain doesn't just explode from sheer pleasure.


        Out of the blue, Amy exclaimed while staring at the ceiling, "Wow, I think I've had TEN climaxes tonight! That's like, so much! I think my pussy is all pooped out. How 'bout you, Sis?"


        Katherine answered as she lazily retracted an arm that had been sprawled over Suzanne, "Only five for me. But then again, I joined in the action pretty late. Oh, but now that I think about it, I had two more while I was watching. Damn. What a night! What about you, Mother?"


        Suzanne replied in a mock-angry voice, "Let's see... Damn you two, I think I had at LEAST ten. More like twelve probably, and maybe more because it's hard to tell when one multiple orgasm ends and another one begins. And it's all your fault, the way you practically tickled and frigged me to death! And then when you both got to licking my cunt at the same time, why, it's practically criminal what you did! I think you two are trying to kill me!"


        Everyone laughed. Suzanne pretended anger, but everyone knew she was quite pleased. However, her pussy was so sensitive now it hurt. She was done for the evening, and she knew it.


        Amy joked, "Maybe ALL of us should go on a minimum six cums a day routine!"


        That brought more laughs.


        But the exertion of the sex session had been too much. The three of them continued to lie there for a few minutes while they waited for Susan to come back.
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        Alan at least still enjoyed himself watching the three beauties at rest. He noticed their pussies were continuing to drip, soaking their ass cheeks and soiling the sheets. He thought, All the women I've have sex with are quite leaky. I've heard that many women don't drip pussy juice profusely, but that certainly isn't the case with any of my family four. And I don't think it's because I'm such a great lover. It's another example of me being incredibly, stupefyingly lucky. Like Brenda. Jesus! I could be the worst lover in the world and she would still cum buckets.


        Finally, Suzanne stirred first. She got up and put on the robe she'd left lying on one of the sofas.


        Just after she did this, Susan came back into the room.


        Alan asked his mother with some irritation, "Who was that on the phone? What kind of jerk calls after ten o'clock?" He wasn't sure what time it was exactly, but he could sense it was after ten o'clock.


        Susan was a bit abashed as she explained, "It was Brenda. I'm sorry, but she has been calling a lot lately, sometimes at odd hours. I'm upset about it too. You were giving it to your milky mommy-slut so hard and good. I should say something to her about these calls, but we have such fun talking."


        As she spoke, she crossed the room until she stood right beside her son. "But I was thinking the interruption might be good for one thing." She tapped Alan's stiff boner and set it bouncing. "We don't want to drain your balls completely dry just yet. We should save some of this mommy-impaler energy until beddy-bye time, don't you think?"


        "I suppose," he agreed a bit irritably. Although he'd also been thinking about saving himself for later, he was nonetheless quite annoyed to be interrupted in mid-fuck by what he figured was a meaningless phone call.


        Brenda had called because she was curious about things like what the others had bought for her at the sex store, and couldn't wait until the next day to get an update. That definitely would have met Alan's definition of a meaningless interruption.


        Susan could see his irritation, so she added, "However, one good thing about talking with Brenda is that she never fails to get me hot and bothered." She gave him an extra-sexy "come hither" look. "Like I am right now."


        Alan couldn't help but chuckle. "Mom, that's so unnecessary. You're always hot and bothered anyway!"


        She snickered in agreement. "I suppose that's true, thanks to you."


        He stood up and held his dick to his stomach. It was still very erect and he couldn't get it to go down with four mind-bogglingly sexy women in the room. He didn't want any more sex at the moment, and held it just to keep it from bouncing.


        "Okay, everyone, I have an announcement. Can you gather 'round?"


        The four sat or lay down on the big bed in front of him.

      



      
        CHAPTER 5


        Alan began what seemed like a prepared speech. "Time seems to have been moving in slow motion lately. I remember when it used to be that day blurred into day, and it seemed like I'd blink and another boring week of school went by. But these have been some crazy and eventful days. It's only been two days since Sunday night when I started fucking Mom, but it feels like two months because so many momentous things have happened since then. And it was only two days before that when we all agreed to The Pact that's bound us all together, but that feels like two years ago."


        The others nodded in agreement and listened attentively, trying to not look at his still slightly bobbing erection. They all wondered where he was going with this line of thought, because his somewhat formal demeanor made it seem that he was leading up to something big.


        He went on, "I've noticed that Kat in particular has been feeling antsy. It seems like I've been ignoring her lately. And there's some truth to that, if you look at it from one point of view, the one where people think I'm some kind of impossible superhuman sex machine. But let's put this into perspective. I can only do so much. Some days I'm going to focus on one person more than another, and since I only started fucking Mom a couple of days ago, I'm very excited about that. Kat, my Big Flesh Pillows Sis, you and I fucked just this morning, and believe me, you're in my thoughts all the time. But, be that as it may, I've been mulling over this tradition that's arisen about Mom having special privileges on Tuesday, and I've been thinking about how to deal with it. I've asked myself: should I get rid of the Tuesday tradition to make things more even and fair to everyone?"


        Susan gasped and held her hands over her mouth. She looked at her son with bug-eyed horror.


        But he quickly clarified, "Relax, Mommy. I decided to keep it. For one, I know you'd be really bummed if I got rid of it. And besides," he winked and smiled in her direction, "I really like it."


        Susan relaxed, and gave him a big smile. She mumbled under her breath, "I practically live for Tuesdays. God, that was close!"


        He continued, "So then, I was thinking, should I give the rest of you special days too? That would certainly make things even. However, I decided that wasn't ideal either. With four special days in one week, and things like the poke-her party on Wednesdays and the S-Club meetings and everything, suddenly my sex life becomes too regimented. I really like having sex and I'm getting more acclimated to doing it a lot every single day, but I don't want to have a fixed schedule about it. That turns it into a chore. In fact, I've thrown away the orgasm chart that used to hang in my room and I don't even keep close track of my daily count anymore, for that very reason."


        He continued, "Half of the fun is the spontaneity. For instance, after having this date with Christine, I managed to resist her charms-"


        Susan playfully and loudly shouted, "Boooo!"


        He grinned at that, then went on, "Yes, I resisted her charms somehow, but I was so horny by the end that I didn't know up from down. I came home fully looking forward to having some sexual fun, but I didn't have a clue what would happen exactly, or even who would be around to play with me. Then Aims and Sis surprised me with a totally great police role-play that soon morphed into a fantastic double blowjob. I couldn't have planned it any better if I'd tried, and the fact that it was all a surprise made it twice as good."


        Katherine and Amy weren't sitting alongside each other, so they contented themselves with making an "air high five" at each other. Suzanne did happen to be sitting next to Amy, so she patted her on the shoulder for a job well done. Susan did the same to Katherine.


        He concluded, "So I decided against having days for everyone."


        He paused dramatically, then continued, "BUT... I know that Katherine has been feeling very much like the least desired out of my home family four. First off, Kat, you've got the boob size issue, which I really don't understand. Just because your boobs happen to be the smallest in the family, they're still HUGE by any normal standards. You hear that? Absolutely freakin' huge. You're one of the most stacked girls in school. It's absurd for you to feel any size envy. It's like some star basketball player feeling short 'cos there are a few taller players on the team."


        Katherine cut in, raising her breasts while looking down at them sadly. "That may be, but everything is relative. We're talking more than just a few. If you look at all your sex partners and harem nymphos, a lot of them make me feel inadequate."


        By holding and hefting her tits up, she made them look even bigger than usual. Alan took advantage of that to comment, "Christ, look at those things! I swear, I'd need a team of Sherpa guides just to get to the top of one of them. National Geographic could film a documentary about it."
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        That comment elicited a reluctant grin from Katherine. She quipped, "Hey, forget the Sherpa team. I'd be happy if you just do some more solo skiing up and down their slopes."


        Susan added sympathetically, "Heck, Tiger, sometimes I feel inadequate around Brenda. So I know what she means."


        Alan sighed in exasperation. "I love you all for so many things, but boobs are just one thing. The main thing is what's in your hearts and in your heads. In any case, I understand Sis is feeling boob envy, irrational though it may be. And I've also noticed, Kat, that you feel like you're too, I dunno, vanilla. You seem to think that everyone has something special going on sexually, and you don't."


        "Totally!" Katherine agreed, so for emphasis rose up a few feet on the bed as if to stand, then flopped back down. "Vanilla is the perfect word. Look at tonight. Aunt Suzy, Mother, is an ultra sultry fuckpot who's so cunt-focused she'd probably cream if anyone just says the word 'cunt.'"


        "Oh, oh, OH! Aaaaah! Oops, there I go again," Suzanne joked as she faked an orgasm. She wanted to add a bit of levity to the conversation. Her effort got a lot of laughs.


        However, Katherine only grudgingly smiled before she continued, "Then there's Amy. If you merely touch Amy's ass, she goes off like a firecracker! Anal sex doesn't make me see stars, and that really bums me out. And of course there's sex cow Mommy with her boob love. Not to mention that she's starting to lactate, which I've been PROHIBITED from doing. And then on top of that, she's got her cocksucking obsession to boot. Everyone is known for something special. But what about me? I'm a little bit of everything, but nothing special of anything. I almost feel like faking some kind of fixation or fetish just so you'd pay more attention to me! I'm clinging on to this new cat nickname and theme for dear life. I know that sounds childish, but it's true."


        Alan smiled in understanding. "It's okay, Sis. I know. This group here is an amazing bunch. But don't sell yourself short, since you're an essential part of this amazing bunch. You're forgetting a lot. For instance, what about the fact that we took our virginities from each other? That's a special sexual bond only you and I will ever share. The fact is, I can't get enough of you in my life. That's why I've decided that I'm going to extend the special day tradition, so you'll never have any reason to feel like you're being neglected. Mom has her Tuesdays, and Kat, you'll get a special day, too."


        "Yes!" Katherine pumped a fist into the air triumphantly. She pumped it a few times, then jumped up and hugged Alan tightly. Then they kissed and their tongues danced in each other's mouths.


        Suzanne cut their celebration a bit short with an impatient question. "Wait a minute. So Susan gets a special day, Angel gets a special day, and Amy and I don't? That's not fair. That's even more unfair than just Susan having her day."


        Alan pulled back from the hug a bit. "True, but Sis has been having the most serious self-confidence issues. I think she really needs this. However, I have something for everyone."


        He looked at Amy, who seemed surprisingly miffed and pouty. "Aims, keep in mind that you're my official girlfriend already. That's a very special thing, and it means that you and I can do all kinds of things in public that Kat and I can't. Think about how frustrated she must get at times, watching you and me make out in public and knowing she can't do the same."


        "I know, but... Still..." Amy said in a grousy voice. It took a lot to make Amy peeved, but now she was peeved.


        Alan said to Amy, "Not only that, but you know how I made a pledge to Sis that every time I fuck you, I'd fuck her twice?"


        "Yeah?" She opened her legs unconsciously at the mention of being fucked by her brother.


        "It wasn't an idle pledge. I've been keeping track, and keeping my word on that, even though I'm a little bit behind at the moment. But, as part of this new special day arrangement, Kat would have to agree to give that up."


        Katherine was more than happy to agree. She knew that pledge was fading and wasn't sustainable in the long run in any case. "I'm cool with that!"


        Amy said, still frowning, "M'kay, that's good, but-"


        Alan cut in. "But that's not all. Amy, I want you to be my very special Anal Pal." He used "anal pal" since he'd heard Amy use that phrase recently. He leaned down to caress her face in his palm. "You have the most incredibly tight and delightful butt out of all the butts it's been my joy to fuck. So to preserve that exquisite feeling of tightness you have forever, I want you to save your ass just for me. Fingers are fine, one at a time, but unless I give you special permission you don't allow anything bigger than a finger back there, okay?"


        Amy smiled and repositioned herself. She began caressing and fondling her own ass cheeks as she considered his words.


        Alan leaned in close and kissed Amy's parted lips, then continued, "I want to reserve the delicious pleasure of stretching your tight little asshole open for my dick, and only my dick, understand? In short, Aims, I want to own your ass, totally and completely. If you have a need for anal penetration, you come to me. Okay?"


        He wasn't sure how Amy would take this idea, and waited with bated breath to see how she'd react. Would she be delighted with what in fact was a new restriction?


        He needn't have worried. Amy suddenly jumped up off the bed and bounced around the room like an out-of-control pogo stick. Then she flew into Alan and Katherine, still connected by a loose hug, and embraced them both. "Awesome! Yes! Anal Pals! That is so cool!" But then something came to her mind. "Uh-oh. But I've already pledged to be Anal Pals with Brenda. What about that?"


        Alan wasn't sure what being "Anal Pals" with Brenda, of all people, meant exactly - Amy had a habit of making up new terms that often were only fully understood by her, such as her mention of a "huggy wuggy" earlier instead of just a "hug." However, he saw it seemed important to her. "Hmmm. Well, uh, that's still okay. You two can have a special connection that way too, if you want. As for what she can do to your ass, I suppose we'll discuss that with her later."


        "Yeay! Cool! I want my ass to be just for you, Beau! It can be our super special bond! Awesomeness!" She disengaged and continued to bounce around with nearly unbelievable energy.


        Alan turned to Susan, who seemed to be expecting gifts of her own after Alan's speech to Amy. "Mom, I mean Mommy, I'm sorry to say, but the perception is that I spend too much time and energy with you, and you already have a deeply entrenched special day. So it probably wouldn't be fair to pledge anything more to you. But I promise to be more attentive to you on Tuesdays. It seems lately I've been slipping a bit, like having that orgy this afternoon, plus my date with Christine. Not only that, but now everyone will be more accepting of the Tuesday tradition. After tonight, hopefully it'll be sealed as a permanent thing."


        Alan followed Susan's worried gaze to where Amy was still romping around the room and realized one thing that was bothering her. "Don't worry Mommy, you can still be my butt slut mommy and I'll still 'get your attention' just like you want me to. Just because I really enjoy Aim's ass doesn't mean I don't get off on plowing yours as well. I'll still look forward to coming home from school and finding you lubed up and bent over."


        Susan blushed and smiled at him. "You know how happy I am to hear that. But Tiger, I understand your purpose here. Whatever you want, I'm fine with it, because I know you always try your best. Making peace with the family is what's most important. I've probably been too demanding, too, especially lately. I see what you're doing with Katherine and I approve wholeheartedly. Look how happy you've made her."


        Katherine had been excitedly nibbling on Alan's ear. He turned her way, and the two of them rubbed noses affectionately.


        Katherine was so turned on by that little affectionate exchange that she pulled away and began jumping around the room, just as Amy was continuing to do. The two sisters held hands and continued to bounce about in tandem. They looked like two extremely excited little girls having just been told they'd been given some kind of big gift like a pony, except both of them were still sweaty, buck naked, and in no way little.
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        Standing alone, Alan looked at his two jubilant sisters and felt very happy. He was proud that he'd brought them so much joy. He was also very delighted by how sex had brought all of them closer together and forged a new family. But he knew he still had to make the most difficult "sell" to get everyone to accept his new special day plan.

      



      
        CHAPTER 6


        Alan again grabbed his erection to stop it bouncing and turned his attention to Suzanne.


        She said wanly and unenthusiastically, "Oh, goody. My turn. I hope this is something good. Between the two special days and Amy having official-girlfriend AND anal-pals status, whatever that means, I'm feeling like the big loser."


        Alan replied, "No one is going to be left out. However, I have to speak to you privately about what you're getting."


        That got Suzanne's undivided attention.


        As Alan and Suzanne left the room together hand in hand, Alan looked back and noticed Amy and Katherine had stopped their frantic bouncing, and were both excitedly talking to Susan, infecting her with their happiness. He also noticed that they were playing with her nipples as they talked to her. It was constantly arousing sights like that that made it impossible for his erection to subside.


        As soon as Alan got Suzanne into the dining room, he whispered to her, "The reason we have to talk in secret is because I want to discuss some sex techniques only you and I know about. You know that orgasm-without-ejaculation thing you taught me? I'd like to pledge to use that only with you for a whole year. I'm sure you can see the implications, since sex with you will be guaranteed to be extra good, and extra long, for both of us."


        Suzanne looked at him incredulously. "That's all you've got? The others get Christmas and I get Arbor Day. You already made that promise to me."


        "True," he conceded, "but I didn't promise how long, and chances were it wasn't going to be an exclusive thing for very long." He recalled how he'd climaxed without ejaculating earlier in the day without even trying. "But I'll promise to try my damndest to do it with you and only you for a year. What I'm really trying to say is that I want to have great sex with you, and lots of it."
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        "Hrmph." Suzanne wasn't satisfied and still stared with disbelief. She had already been expecting great sex from him on a daily basis. She said, "I'm sure you mean well, but that idea is a non-starter. Soon you'll be doing that trick all the time, sometimes maybe without even consciously planning it. It's just like your PC-muscle technique. Could you promise to do that only with me?"


        He thought again about how he'd climaxed earlier with ejaculating and realized that she was right. He admitted, "No, I couldn't. I see what you mean. Well, okay, scratch that. However, I have another, kind of related, idea. I know you're a sexual pioneer, and what you taught me about that technique is just one example of the stuff you and I can learn together. I'd like to continue to push the boundaries with you on things like whole body orgasms. What say you and I study the Karma Sutra together?"


        "Hmmm. You're getting warmer. And it's Kama Sutra, not Karma Sutra."


        "Okay, Kama Sutra. See how much you know already and how perfect you are for this kind of thing? Let me put it this way. You're the most sexually adventurous one of this bunch, and your body is amazingly flexible. I absolutely love to bend your limbs every which way and fuck you in the strangest positions. I'll bet there are lots of things you've heard of that you've never found the right partner to try them with. Why don't you and I do some mutual research into human sexuality and see what we can discover together? Let's push the envelope on just how deeply and intensely two people can bond through sex."


        She grinned. "Warmer. Definitely warmer, you stud. But how often will these studly study sessions occur?"


        "I don't know. A couple of times a week, maybe. Does that sound good?"


        She nodded, but then her grin widened into a smile. "You're hot now. And don't fail to catch my double meaning."


        He replied in all sincerity, "Mother, if I'm as hot as, say, an oven, then you're the surface of the sun."


        She liked that compliment a lot. She pointedly looked down at his crotch where his erection was poking straight out in her direction, and leered. "Is that why your heat-seeking missile is pointing my way?" She reached out as if to grab his shaft, but only stroked the air an inch or two on all sides without actually touching it.


        He groaned with rampant lust caused both by her "missile" comment and her teasing.


        She winked while pulling her hands back. She made sure to remain leaning forward so her boobs would dangle in front of him enticingly.


        That close call aroused him more than if she'd started jacking him off. "See what I mean? I swear, you're gonna fuck me to death, mentally just as much as physically. But Aunt Suzy, Mother, with your wisdom you should understand better than anyone else that I'm really stretched thin here. I know this offer may not be as good as Sis getting a special day, but can't you see the pressure I'm under? Trying to please so many amazing women, trying to keep them all happy... It's tough. Please don't think of me as some kind of mindless sex machine, because I'm really not. I have needs, and sometimes that includes just needing to rest. But I also love Sis a whole lot, and I hate to see her feeling neglected or somehow less adequate or something. So I really have to give her her own special day."


        Suzanne had been acting tough in hopes of extracting as much sexual commitment out of him as possible, but his comments put things into perspective, making her feel a bit silly and selfish. She put a hand on his shoulder and said sympathetically, "Of course, Sweetie. I get it. Sometimes I lose perspective too. Let's scratch that first promise about non-ejaculatory orgasms. However, I'm going to hold you to the Kama Sutra lessons, because that sounds like a fun thing to explore together."


        "Okay." He was pleased; things had worked out better than he'd expected. He pulled his second mother into his arms and kissed her.


        She responded eagerly, so they kissed for many long moments. She brought one of his hands to her pussy, sore though it was.


        However, he pulled his hand back and said, "My doctor warned me not to touch the surface of the sun too often." To his surprise, her pussy actually was quite warm, much warmer than usual.


        In fact, her pussy was burning with desire. She strongly considered bending over lewdly to see what he'd do in response, but then she remembered his comment about needing to rest, so let him be.


        As she tenderly kissed him up and down the nape of his neck, she thought, I'm pathetic. Here I am, begging for scraps from him. Then I voluntarily decline part of his offer and feel good about it. The Suzanne of old would never have stood for any of this. I miss her fire. But that's what love will do, and I just can't deny him anything or get mad at him. Besides, it's time I start thinking more of the needs of others. We're a family now, and Katherine is just as much my daughter as Amy. I've kind of felt that way all along, but here's a chance for me to really show it by putting her needs first.

      



      
        CHAPTER 7


        When Alan and Suzanne walked back to the living room, the others were still locked in conversation, just as before. The only difference was that Susan now had joined Suzanne in donning a robe, since the house was getting colder as the night grew later.


        Susan turned and spoke for all three when she asked, "So what was that secret pow-wow all about?"


        Alan announced, "Just some horse trading. Mother was extremely understanding and actually turned down some of my offer, so I could get more rest. Isn't that nice of her? But she and I have agreed to study the Kama Sutra together on a regular basis."


        "Awww," Amy pouted, wishing she could do that. "That sounds like fun."


        "Don't worry," Alan said brightly. "Everyone can benefit from what the two of us will learn. In any case, we should probably be going to bed. It must be eleven, if not later, right?"


        No one answered, since no one had a watch and there wasn't a clock in the room. But they all knew it was getting late.


        Alan looked at Susan and had to resist the urge to lick his lips, she looked so good. Even bedraggled and sweaty, she looked great, and he relished the prospect of spending the night with her.


        However, to everyone's surprise, Susan said, "It is time for bed. But tonight's really wiped me out. Tiger, can I take a rain check on sharing a bed tonight? It's better if I can do that on a night when we're both more lively."


        That sounded logical and plausible enough, but everyone was immediately suspicious, because the thought of Susan turning down the prospect of sex with Alan, and on a Tuesday no less, seemed nearly incomprehensible. Especially considering that she was turning down a chance to complete a hot fuck that had recently been interrupted, her rationale seemed even less plausible than the most outlandish fairy tale.


        Amy even asked, "Whaaaaat? Did I hear that right?"


        Susan wasn't a good liar, but she persisted, a bit flustered, "You heard me. Today was exhausting. And since Angel hasn't been as sexually active as I've been lately, maybe she could sleep with our family stud tonight."


        Katherine was so surprised, she exclaimed, "But today's a TUESDAY! Look, even as you say that, your cunt is drooling. Mom, are you feeling okay?"


        Susan frantically looked everywhere but at Katherine. It was blatantly obvious to everyone that she was lying for some reason, but the question was why.


        Katherine was the first to figure it out. "A-ha! I know. You heard what Bro was saying before about me feeling neglected, and that hit you too. You want to make a helpful gesture toward me like he did."


        Susan didn't say anything, but her silence was telling. Clearly, she was trying to think up a good cover story.


        Katherine gathered herself and stood up proudly. "Well, thanks Mom, but I don't need your pity! Brother had a very good point that it actually hasn't been that long for me. I have to learn some patience too. Mom, you KNOW you want to sleep with him; after all, it is a Tuesday. I insist you do."


        But Susan replied, "No, really, Angel, I'm soooo tired. Look at Alan Junior. He's still stiff and practically bursting with juicy sperm, but I'm so tired I can hardly lift my hands to jack him off. Oh, and my jaw hurts. Ouch. And my pussy's so sore. Really, you should take over." Susan slowly lifted her arms up and down, acting like it was too much exertion for her to handle. But she was a terrible liar and just as bad an actress, since she was such a naturally honest person.


        Katherine was equally amused and frustrated. "Mom! That is so not true! You want it bad. I absolutely insist you sleep with him. It'll be good for me to suffer a bit longer."


        But Susan persisted. "No! I'm putting my foot down. You-"


        Alan interrupted. "Hold on here. This is crazy. Am I some potted plant, here?"
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        Suzanne felt the need to demonstrate some of her old assertiveness after feeling a bit helpless in the wake of her "horse trading" conversation. She snuck up behind Alan, and then impulsively draped herself around his back, wrapping her arms around him and groping him with what felt like at least three pairs of hands. She clung tightly to him like an octopus, squashing her large breasts into his back, and even wrapping one of her legs around his. He felt her hot breath on his ear just before he felt her tongue lick his earlobe.


        "You seem every inch the animal to me, Sweetie..." She moaned this hotly, before her lips engulfed his ear and her tongue started doing things that made him feel the most incredibly sexy tickling sensations in places where she wasn't even touching him.


        Alan made a curiously strangled noise and strained his PC muscle to hold off an orgasm that was suddenly threatening to explode from out of the blue. "You're not helping, Mother!" he desperately cried.


        Suzanne mercifully drew back as she recalled his words from a few minutes before when he'd asked for her patience and understanding. But that didn't mean she couldn't have some fun in the process.


        Her lips twitched as she tried not to laugh at his predicament. "Oopsie." She also said "Sorry," even though she very clearly wasn't. In fact, she couldn't keep a big grin off of her face.


        Alan coughed, took a deep breath to steady his nerves, and glared at a still smirking Suzanne. He turned back to the others. "What I mean is, don't I get a say? Maybe I just want to do nothing but sleep all night tonight. In fact, I just may do that. But Kat, I've been feeling bad. You've been looking a bit strange all night, like you're busy thinking about something. Why don't you join Mommy and me in bed? That might help ease your mood. But understand that not much may happen with either of you. It is getting pretty late."


        Katherine sighed. "Awww. You're so kind, Big Caveman Club Brother. And you too, Mommy. But I really don't deserve all this kindness. It's true that I've been kind of 'off' tonight. That's because I've been keeping a secret, and it's making me feel guilty. I can't keep it in the face of all this loving and giving and understanding. God, I'm soooo immature. Amy, you've been acting so mature lately, and it's making me feel like such a dolt. Hell, Aunt Suzy even turned down some of whatever he offered her. I'm like a bratty little kid and I HATE being like that! But I can't help it."


        Alan said testily, "Spit it out, Kat. What's this secret already?"


        Katherine sighed again. "Well, you see, the thing is... Big Brother, um, you promise you won't get mad at me?"


        "Sorry, I can't make any promises. But I'll still love you no matter what you do. You're my sister and we're stuck with each other, through thick and thin."


        Suzanne joked under her breath, "We like the thick part better." She'd gone back to clinging to him from behind, although that was all she was doing at the moment.


        He grinned, but asked, "So what is it, already?"


        "Well, I've been feeling really insecure about Christine. She's soooo amazing. And then today she totally helped you out with that painted-desk thing. And then this latest so-called practice date comes along, and she demanded total secrecy about it. Curiosity got the best of me. You might even say curiosity killed the Kat, ha ha."


        No one laughed.


        He asked impatiently, "So what did you do?!"


        Suzanne had been one foot out the door mentally, as she was getting sleepy and was very overdue to be back at her own house. Amy was feeling the same. But now the two of them were determined to stay until they found out exactly what Katherine had been up to.


        Katherine miserably admitted, "I really wanted to make an impression on you, you know? I thought I could maybe gain some kind of secret inside knowledge if I heard what Christine was going to tell you. I thought perhaps I could find out something about your enemies at school and do something about it before anyone else and be the big heroine. Then you wouldn't ignore me so much, and you'd be proud of me. But you haven't really been ignoring me, as tonight shows. It's just that I've been so insecure that if I'm without you even for four or five hours I feel horribly lonely. I'm so sorry."


        He guessed, "So, what you're saying is that you somehow listened in on Christine and me during dinner? Is that what you're hinting at?"


        Katherine dropped her head dejectedly. "Yeah."


        "Katherine! Why? That's such a violation of my privacy! And worse, Christine's! She's a very private person. She'd totally freak if she found out."


        "I know. I'm sorry! Oh God, please don't tell her; she'd kill me!"


        He grew more irate. "Not only that, but last week, after you interrupted our last date I specifically made you promise not to interfere with my dates with her! What about that promise?"


        "I know, I know! I'm bad. Really bad. And to top it all off, you managed to eventually resist her advances, so what I did ended up being kind of pointless. Stupid jealousy."


        "Jealousy," Suzanne mulled the word over. "Hmmm. Angel, I think it would be a good thing if you talk to Xania soon about some of your issues. But we don't need Xania here for a basic understanding about your feelings concerning Christine. Kat, you feel threatened by her, don't you?"
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        "Well, yeah. She's SO amazing! She's a Valedictorian with fashion-model beauty, and brains, and a sense of morality that a nun would envy, blah blah blah. And what am I? If I wasn't Alan's sister, he wouldn't even take a second look at me! Here I am, the one merely semi-normal-looking woman in a room filled with the most beautiful goddesses on Earth. How can I compete?"


        Alan protested, "Oh, come on! That's not true, and you know it! Not only are you one of the most beautiful girls in school, easily, but you're also VERY smart. It's just that you don't apply yourself."


        "Maybe so," she conceded, "but I'm telling you how I feel. I need some kind of inside edge, but I don't know what to do! Brother, I appreciate you giving me a special day and all, but that's just an act of pity, isn't it? Oh, I'm so awful, and I violated your privacy too! I don't even deserve a day! Please, take the offer back!"


        She collapsed in a heap on the floor and burst into tears.


        He walked over to her, picked her up, and held her close. He was irritated that even in serious moments like this, his erection wouldn't go down; there were just too many stunning naked women in the room. Hugging merely one of them didn't help.


        "Sis, I'm supposed to be mad at you. How can I do that when you're crying? I'm not going to take your day away, so just stop crying already, you tricky little brat." His words were harsh, but his tone was kind and loving. He squeezed her tight, and kissed her ear and neck. He looked down at his erection, which was actually poking up her thigh towards her pussy. "You see that? You know why I'm still hard? That's because you're right about there being beautiful goddesses in the room, but there are four of them, not just three."


        Katherine whimpered at that. She loved the compliment, but felt she didn't deserve it, especially after she'd broken her promise.


        Susan walked up to Alan and Katherine hugging, and hugged them both. She opened her robe and began rubbing her naked tits all over Alan's back as her body automatically moved to sexually please him whenever near him, but then she remembered this wasn't the time for that kind of thing and slowed her rubbing down.


        She held her daughter's chin and looked her closely in the eye. "Angel, I'm very disappointed in you. Not so much for your unethical action, or your impatience, but for your lack of confidence in yourself. You're an amazing girl! You're beautiful and smart and friendly and so much more. The reason you fear Christine is because she's all those things too. But there are very, very few people who can even come close to challenging your many talents. You're incredible. You could be just as accomplished as her if you applied yourself more. You ARE a number one fuck toy and a wonderful person as well. You make me SO proud to be your mother."


        Alan chimed in, "Sis, you're second to no-one in this family! I have to agree with Mom. You ARE my number one fuck toy."


        She trembled with happiness through her tears. "I am? Really?"


        "Sure. Although let's call you tied for first place with Mom. Amy and Aunt Suzy don't like to use that term, so they don't count. But that still puts you ahead of any other fuck-toy contenders, including Brenda."


        Katherine grinned and sniffled, still trying not to cry too much. "Thanks."


        He went on, "It not only fills me with happiness just to see you, but the mere sight of you always turns me on. The main reason I want to give you a special day is to guarantee that you and I will have plenty of time to be together. But this listening in on my private dinner date, I can't just let that slide. First of all, I want to find out why you did it."


        "I already told you why," she protested.


        "No, Sis, you told me it was so you could be the big heroine in solving the football-player problem, but then when you got talking you started getting all emotional about how you think Christine is so much better than you. So which is it?"


        "Both," she admitted miserably. "Actually, it was much more about Christine. She's no good for you! She thinks she loves you but she doesn't; she only lusts after you. Big deal: join the crowd, take a number, and get in line. She likes the idea of being in love with you. But when push comes to shove, she's not going to be there for you like I'll be there for you or anyone else in this room will be there for you. I feel it in my bones. She's too self-righteous and prideful to bend. Besides, and maybe most importantly, she's dangerous to you and to our whole harem. I'm sure I don't have to explain why."


        His dick was finally going flaccid due to the seriousness of their talk, even though he continued to hold her and Susan had her arms around them both. "We'll see about that. Personally, I think you're seeing only a bad view of her through the green haze of your jealousy. But first off, what did you do, exactly?"


        Katherine felt a lot better after getting a reaction that was not nearly as harsh as she had feared, and she was surprised how much confessing her misdeed eased her mind. She wiped her tears away as she explained, "When I heard Christine talking to you at school today, that's what put the bee in my bonnet. Not only did you two hint at all kinds of important, secret stuff, but I heard you say the name of the restaurant, and the time too. Once I had the idea, the rest was pretty easy. I went to an electronics store after school and bought some bugging equipment. It was kind of expensive for my budget, but readily available; it was as easy as buying a new CD player. Then I went to the restaurant early and planted some bugs while eating a light meal. After I left, I called them and, pretending to be one of you two, asked that the Plummer reservation be seated at such and such a table."


        She continued, "The last bit was the most difficult: I needed to get away from the family shopping trip. I had to pretend I had dinner plans of my own and come in a separate car. It was a drag to leave the store early, but my curiosity got the better of me and I simply had to listen to what was happening, live. I actually sat in the car listening just outside the restaurant."


        "Huh," Alan thought out loud. "That explains why I didn't suspect a thing." He momentarily wondered what precisely had happened on the "family shopping trip," since all mentions of it such as this one were extremely vague, but this was not the time to pursue that question. Besides, he figured it was probably something he'd be pleasantly surprised about later.


        He asked, "But what about the promise you made to me on the last date? Didn't you think of that?"


        She admitted, with great misery, "I did, but the thing is, I crashed that date and my intervention went so well. At least I thought it did. You and I had great sex and I helped make sure that things didn't go too far between you and her. That's why I sat in the car. I was ready to come in with another diversion if need be. But that was only in case of a dire emergency, 'cos I knew you'd be mad at me if I showed up."


        He replied, with Susan still hugging him from the back, "Well, I still am. A promise is a promise. How can I trust you in the future?"


        "Please, please, don't give up on me, Brother! I let my jealousy for Christine get out of control but I swear to God I won't do it again. You two can date all you want. Hell, you can fuck Christine right in front of me and I won't say a peep. I'll be nothing but smiles, I swear."


        "Hrmph. Why is it I don't believe you? I know you mean well, and that you thought you were doing this partly to help me out, but you're so damned uppity."


        "I know I am, but there's good, sexy uppity, and bad uppity. I realize that this was bad uppity. Alan, Brother, I love you so much! I don't want to hurt you or have you mad at me. I swear I'll do better. You'll see!"


        He remained silent and looked at her skeptically.


        To herself, she thought, Uh-oh, he's not buying it. Brother, I'm NOT going to do something like that again; I don't want to do anything to get you mad at me. But on the other hand, I'm not going to sit idly by while Christine destroys our harem either. I'm going to have to come up with other methods to make sure she's not in a position to go postal on some kind of moral rampage if she ever finds out about the incest. Big Bro, the problem is you're letting Alan Junior do too much of the thinking when it comes to Prissy Miss F-cups. You may have resisted her this time, but if you keep having these dates it's just a matter of time before she gets into your pants and then sinks her claws into you.

      



      
        CHAPTER 8


        Susan pulled back from the hug and sat down. "Angel, I'm appalled at your behavior. Believe me, as your mother, I'm going to see you punished for this."


        Then her mood suddenly changed from stern to excitable. "But I'm curious too. What exactly did you learn? Is it really true that Tiger rejected her advances? Did she try to come on to him? I'll bet she did! He's so cute and lovable and sexy, he's just irresistible!"


        Katherine instantly switched from confessional mode to gossip mode, and said excitedly, "She TOTALLY came on to him! She practically threw herself at him. I could hardly believe that Ice Queen Christine could be so hot to trot, but you could tell how much she wanted him just by the tone of her voice. You could practically hear her hormones kick in. I wish I could have seen it with my own eyes. I was trying to imagine what she was wearing the whole time I was listening. Bro, did she wear something really hot and low-cut?"


        Alan nodded warily.


        Nobody spoke for many long moments.
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        He understood that none of them would be satisfied until he gave at least some explanation as to what she wore. So he said wearily, "She wore a dark red skin-tight outfit. I almost joked that she looked like Barbarella, you know, Jane Fonda in her famous space outfit from the movie Barbarella, in the 1960s, because the whole thing was shiny. I have to admit, it was really something." His thoughts drifted off to her sexy outfit. In particular, he recalled her bending over the table as she stood up, setting her big breasts swaying like she was wearing nothing at all.


        "I knew it!" Katherine exclaimed, oddly triumphant about it. "She knows what her prime assets are, and what he likes the most. She never wears anything revealing at school, probably because she's embarrassed by her big jugs. So her wearing something that highlighted her cleavage today at school and then again at dinner really says something. In fact, that was part of my original plan, to go into the restaurant and sit in some out-of-sight spot near them, just so I could see what she was wearing. But I decided that was too risky."


        She continued, while looking in turn at the other women, "You should have heard the two of them talk! It was seriously hot! If I wasn't so pissed at her I would have masturbated in the car the whole time. Okay, maybe half the time. They talked about normal stuff a lot. But you wouldn't believe how flirty she was! For instance, at one point she said teasingly, 'What is it with guys and boobs? Maybe I should just take my top off and let you play with mine until your curiosity is satisfied.' Then, after Brother said that could take a really long time, she said, 'No problem, as long as I have something to play with too.'"


        Susan whistled in appreciation while pretending to fan herself. "Phew! Hot stuff! That sounds exactly like the kind of girl who belongs in the harem!"


        Katherine added with a mischievous twinkle in her eye, "Big Shishkabob Brother, you know what everyone says about her? When she really makes up her mind that she wants something, she gets it. Like remember how she set her sights on getting that ten thousand dollar prize money for some kind of national academic achievement contest? And she got it. Now it seems she's set her sights on you. I'd watch out."


        "Hmmm," was all he could say. But inwardly, he was shocked as he thought about her words. She's right. Christine is relentless. Dang. I don't know if I should be worried or delighted. I'm still so torn about whether I did the right thing or not.


        Katherine said to the larger group, "Anyhow, it was frustrating to have to hold my tongue earlier, but now I can confirm that Brother actually did reject her advances. She did the full court press. She blatantly offered him a friends with benefits, fuck me whenever you like relationship. Yet even with all that, he was polite but firm."


        "I still don't get it," Susan said while hungrily eying his untended hard-on. "That's just so WRONG! My son, you should have as much fun with as many sexy, big-titted babes as you desire. That's your right!" She was truly distraught at this news.


        Alan laughed bitterly, then said sarcastically, "Yeah. That's my 'right.' I think I read that in the Constitution somewhere. Back in the real world, I'm not saying I wouldn't turn down opportunities to be with other women that might arise, if everything checks out, like knowing she doesn't have any STDs or a psycho boyfriend or whatever. But it's the very fact that I have, or maybe I should say, had, such feelings for her that I had to turn her down. I can't just have a one night stand kind of a lark with her. I'd be getting into deep emotional waters, and my plate is way too full as it is. And to top it all off, she's still a virgin, and that brings a lot of responsibility for being a girl's first, because that first time experience kinda sorta sets the shape of her future sexuality."


        Susan cut in, "So wait. You're not opposed to spilling your seed on and in all the big-titted babes who deserve a solid fucking. I just want clarity on that point."


        "No, Mom, certainly not." He added honestly while slightly mocking Susan's attitude, "And you may find this difficult to believe, but I might even go for a girl with a rather small bust, like Akami or Kim. Crazy talk, I know. You seem to be more into tits lately than even I am, which is really saying something."


        Susan didn't respond to that. The truth was, in recent weeks she had grown to really love big racks, so much so that whenever she saw an exceptionally busty woman on TV or around town, she felt a special affinity with her, like they were members of a secret sisterhood.


        He continued, "But brief encounters only, not something serious like it would almost certainly be with Christine. I guess I should admit that I still have strong feelings for her. And let's wait on you finding others until things calm down around here a bit, okay? Right now we're all excited about discovering each other's bodies. Maybe all of our sex drives will lessen after a while. At least, I hope they will. Okay?"


        Susan nodded. She was very happy with his answer. She didn't want him to develop additional serious emotional ties with new women, as that would take away too much of his time and attention, but she did have a mental list of women she'd like to set him up with for purely short-term sexual encounters. She wanted all her good-looking female friends to know firsthand just what a great fucker her son was.


        She said, "But Tiger, I still don't understand what the problem is. So you can't have just a one-night stand with her. All you have to do is add another big-titted beauty to your harem. What's the problem with that?" There were only a couple of women she thought worthy of adding to the harem. Christine, Glory, Xania, and possibly Heather were about it, in her book (since she assumed that Brenda was already de facto in the harem).


        "Mom, you need a serious reality check. There are only so many hours in a day. More time with her would mean less time with you. Not only that, but did you hear what Sis just said about how relentless and judgmental she can be? She would not approve of our incest at all. And once she found out about it, she would just keep coming and coming, trying to stop it, thinking she was saving me from evil. She'd be like that evil machine guy in Terminator 2, the one that keeps coming after being killed over and over. Is that what you what?"


        Susan sobered up. "If you put it that way, no. I don't want anyone to get between me and my baby. Still, people can change, can't they?"


        Ignoring that question, he turned to Katherine. "There's another big reason why I turned her down. I was specifically thinking of you, Sis. You and Amy. I knew you two would see Christine as a rival in a lot of ways, given the similarity of age and everything. Remember what I said earlier to Amy about her official-girlfriend status? I really don't want Christine to get in the way of that. But isn't it ironic that while I was thinking of your concerns, you were stabbing me in the back with your spying and broken promises?"


        Katherine was instantly thrown back into a guilty mood, which was made worse by his unusually harsh words. "Oh, I'm so ashamed! I've been kind of half crazy with fuck lust lately. Now you're just going to ignore me even more than before, and maybe even hate me! I've really screwed up this time."


        He realized his "stabbing me in the back" comment was too harsh, so he struck a conciliatory tone. "No, I don't hate you. I'll NEVER hate you. You're my sister and your love is like a solid rock for me. I count on your support like I depend on the air I need to breathe. Yes, I'm pissed, but I'm not going to punish you by neglecting you in any way. I don't want to make your self-doubt problems any worse. However, I don't know what it is yet, but I will find a way to punish you, because I could easily see this kind of willfulness becoming a bad habit. As an aside, don't forget that I do expect you to apologize to her and make it up to her. If you could become friends with her, that wouldn't hurt."


        He stood back and addressed the whole group sprawled out in front of him on various sofas. His erection had finally gone down as the serious mood continued. "Look. This isn't just about Katherine and her boob envy or Christine envy or whatever. The green eyed monster of jealousy is starting to rear its ugly head in this family. I figured we'd see problems on this soon enough, since we're in a weird harem-esque situation and we don't have any guidelines or examples on how to handle it. So I'm not surprised they're finally here in a big way. But I am concerned and I'm not sure what to do. I've tried SO damn hard to keep the peace between everyone, and keep everyone satisfied, especially sexually satisfied."


        He continued, "Sure, I've had a ball doing it, but I've been going full blast these past two months and I think I'm about to hit a wall. If I hadn't gone away for the weekend hiking trip, I probably would have broken already. I'm not quite sure what would happen if I break, but I don't want to find out. There's a part of me that wants to throw up my hands, yell 'Fuck it!' and take total control of this family in the most arrogant kind of way."


        He paused and sighed. "I don't think any of you would like my bad side taking over completely like that. But there's another part of me that wants to yell 'Fuck it!' and go sleep for a week instead. Just totally withdraw. That's not good either. What I wish is if we could keep the good thing we've got going, maybe tone it down a notch, but keep it going on a slower pace so things can last. I don't want our sex lives to devolve into dueling scorecards and turf battles. But I'm afraid what Katherine did with her spying is just the first salvo in what could become a full on jealousy war as everyone fights each other for my attention. Frankly, I find it absurd that she would go to such extremes when I'm only paying her slightly less attention than usual for a few days. Imagine what would happen with all four of you if I was gone for a whole week!"
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        Susan abruptly transformed, the way a mother grizzly bear transforms when she sees her young facing danger. She stood up, pointed to each of the other women in the room, and said in a fearsome tone, "A jealousy war is NOT going to happen. Why? Because I won't let it happen. None of us are going to let it happen. The fact is, we're all horribly spoiled, and I'm probably the most spoiled of us all, what with the way that my Tiger gives me so much of his delicious cum, pretty much every single day."


        She added as she looked around the room, "We've all been living in heaven on Earth these past couple of months. Each of us has probably experienced more pleasure in the last month alone than most people get in their whole lifetimes, thanks to Tiger, and this is how we thank him? With selfishness and jealousy?"


        She raised a fist dramatically and shook it with resolve. "But when the going gets tough, we've got the kind of deep love for each other that'll enable us to get through anything! It's like you said, Tiger, we're all rocks of strength for each other. Rocks of strength! If Angel or anyone else gets out of hand, we have to dig deep and do all we can to help out. We have to hand out punishments that keep her an obedient fuck toy."


        She continued, "There is no place for jealousy here. None! Our harem master gets to fuck who he wants, when he wants, and the rest of us just have to lie there on our backs with our legs spread and our puffed-up pussy lips opened wide and take every glorious minute of whatever he dishes out. We have to be vigilant and not get too jealous or we won't be the loving and pleasurable fuck toys he so richly needs and deserves. Is that clear? If anyone has a problem with that, they have a problem with me!"


        He found this speech both heartwarming and arousing. He thought, If I really was a sultan with a harem, Mom would probably be the harem girl in charge of keeping the rest of the harem in line. Which, actually, come to think of it, is not all that far from reality. Right here with my mom in the middle of suburban Orange County, no less. Dang!


        Susan kept a steely gaze as she sat back on the sofa, but inwardly she recalled with regret her demanding behavior earlier in the day when she all but forced her son to fuck her in the ass. Just thinking about how powerfully he'd "gotten her attention" like she'd been wanting him to for weeks now made her buttocks tingle and her asshole twitch and throb with an itchy lust to be taken like that again.


        She resolved, I have to do better, much better. I'm supposed to be the top mom here, but I sure don't act like it very often. There's much more to being a good mommy than just keeping a permanent welcome sign over all my holes for my son. The problem is, I've never been much of a toughie when it comes to having to say no.


        Suzanne chimed in, "I completely agree with Susan's main point. And as the older generation, Susan and I can't afford to make the kind of foolish mistakes Katherine made today. I wish we had Glory to help us, but even if she can't do that, we can't just roll over and die. I think the key thing is to recognize that all of us have gone into sexual overdrive. Maybe things will calm down after a while, but right now the four of us are like hyperactive nymphomaniacs on sexual crack. It's been said before, but we have to live it: the four of us have to sexually take care of each other more often, so we won't totally kill our sweet Alan with our demands. It's the only way."


        Katherine added, "That, and no more jealousy. I swear, I'm going to go from the most jealous to the least, even if it kills me. Brother, I really do appreciate what you're doing, the way you not only fuck us all constantly, but the way you continue to love us and respect us at the same time. I'm so proud to be your number one fuck toy, but if you go all evil on us, I'm gonna get so uppity that you're gonna be slapped upside the head with a heaping helping of uppity!"


        Amy said most emphatically, "Me too! But that goes for everyone. If I see anyone getting all jealous, I'm gonna launch a super massive uppity attack!"


        Katherine cheered her on. "Open up a big can of uppity whoop ass, Aims!"


        "Yeah!" Amy stood up and punched the air excitedly.


        Alan couldn't help but laugh as he watched Amy's breasts sway and jiggle. He was very pleased with everyone's attitude, and his laughter turned into a wide smile. "Thanks, everyone. 'Uppity' may not be the exactly correct term to use here, but I get the general drift. I feel a lot more optimistic that we'll be able to overcome our difficulties. I think the key is talking and sharing feelings with one another, so things don't slip out of hand the way Katherine's concerns did today. But it's late and I'm tired. We're all tired. Let's go to bed."


        Everyone was glad to hear that except Suzanne. Tired as she was, she leaned forward and said, "Not so fast. Katherine, you only scratched the surface of what happened during Alan's dinner with Christine. Inquiring minds want to know! Alan seems to be under some kind of promise not to tell what happened, but you aren't!"


        "Oooh, good point," Susan agreed. "Angel, let's get together tomorrow after school for some coffee and gossip. Or better yet, tomorrow morning."


        "Oooh! Oooh!" Amy said as she raised her hand like a student begging to be called on in class. "Count me in, too!"


        "Now hold on," Alan complained. "This is how problems get started, when we all act like children. I'll talk to Christine tomorrow and find out if she'd maybe let me share a little more info with my immediate family, so chill out until then. But really, there's no big secret. It was just a dinner, for crying out loud. Sheesh!"


        Katherine teased, "That's so not true. I tell you, you wouldn't believe the way they flirted, teased, and did all kinds of other fun stuff. I've got ALL the juicy dirt!" Then she added more calmly, "But I promise to keep it to myself unless you say otherwise. It's part of my new effort to win your trust back, Big Brother."


        Suzanne and Amy headed for home not long after that. On the way out, Suzanne took Alan aside and said, "I know your decision today regarding Christine was a difficult one. I'm proud of you."


        "Thanks," he replied with a touch of sadness. "The way I look at it, if I'm a gambler on a winning streak and I keep playing double-or-nothing, eventually I'm going to lose everything. There comes a time to just stop playing, be content with what I've got, and go home."


        "Very wise, Sweetie. Very wise. With her moral outrage against incest, she could spell disaster for us all. Don't be blinded by her beauty and all her other charms. Please remember that. Some people just aren't made for the harem lifestyle."


        This was in contrast to Susan's earlier attitude, but she'd calmed down and could look at the issue more dispassionately. She supportively squeezed his arm and walked away.

      



      
        CHAPTER 9


        Alan, Susan, and Katherine went through their nightly bedtime rituals and then they all headed to Susan's big bed.


        Alan got into bed first, shortly followed by Katherine. Susan took longer, because she had more feminine rituals to take care of than her daughter.


        Katherine was restless and excitable.


        Alan was sleepy, but also in the mood for perhaps a little bit of sexual play. His dick started to grow in anticipation of what he knew would almost certainly happen.


        Katherine read his mood, and tried to perk him up a bit. "Big Water Bottle Brother, I am soooo sorry for what I did. I'm gonna make it up to you, big time. Starting right now."


        She dove under the bedcovers and began licking and fondling her way down his stomach. "I noticed that your penis was horribly untended during that whole discussion. Minutes and minutes of tragically neglected brother cock! Watching all those bare boobies bouncing and jiggling without even a hand to help. Talk about a heartbreaker."


        By this time, her face reached his newly erect dick, so she began licking her way around it. "I'm gonna make you feel soooo good, Bro, soooo good! I'm gonna have my fingers or lips on your sweet spot at all times, 'cos you deserve a big cum!"


        He wondered for the thousandth time what he had done to deserve all this, not to mention the rest of his charmed life. But deserving or not, he felt everyone would benefit if he took some time to just recuperate. So, for once, he didn't reciprocate in any way to help Katherine reach a climax, but just lay back in bed with his hands behind his head and enjoyed all the pleasures Katherine was giving him under the covers.


        She was taking her time, as she didn't want him to cum too soon, but she was also using every trick she knew to give him maximum joy.
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        Susan walked in, dressed in a see-through négligée, and took a long look at the huge Katherine-sized bump underneath the covers, just over Alan's midsection. She smiled a knowing smile, but said nothing. Would you just look at that? Angel's head bobbing up and down, making me such a proud mommy. I don't have to worry so much anymore about the state of my son's cock, knowing he has so many loving helpers.


        She sat on the edge of the bed close to Alan and said to him, "Tiger, can I talk to you for a minute? I'm concerned about something."


        "Sure. What is it?" He still maintained a casual pose, despite all the wonderful things Katherine was doing under the covers. She happened to be sucking and fondling his balls at the moment. She was doing it surprisingly quietly, so the only giveaway as to what was really happening, aside from the outrageously large and bobbing blanketed lump, was an occasional grimace of pleasure crossing his face.


        Susan sidled closed to him. "It's Katherine. Our precious Angel. I'm concerned about her behavior lately."


        "Okaaay," Alan replied, confused. He thought, Is this another rehash of what we just discussed? Surely she sees Sis is under the covers; how could she not?!


        Susan continued with a surprisingly grave face, "I'm afraid your sister has been showing some very inappropriate feelings for you lately. Loving feelings, but the kind of loving feelings siblings should never share."


        He started to figure out where she was going with this. "You mean, incestuous feelings?"


        Susan pretended to look bashful and embarrassed. "Yes, but that's such a horrible word! Incest! Can we just say, 'feelings of an inappropriate nature' instead?"


        He nearly guffawed. He thought, This is going to be good. Mom may not be a great actress, she can't play a thousand different roles convincingly like Glory can, but she sure does one role great, and that's a mockery of the prudish Susan she used to be. I love it!


        Katherine was listening, and she couldn't help but snicker and giggle. She showed her approval, and made Susan's words seem even more ridiculous, by loudly slurping on Alan's cock.


        Hearing (and feeling) that nearly made Alan break into giggles too. But he got himself under control and mostly kept a straight face, although his eyes danced with conspiratorial mischief. He looked down at his groin, where anyone could see a head shape rhythmically bouncing up and down over it. "I see. That sounds serious. But I don't see what you're talking about, myself. Whatever gave you that kind of crazy idea?"


        "I don't know." Susan was doing a great job looking flustered and embarrassed. "Lots of little things."


        "Like?" He put a hand on Katherine's head, to further highlight the absurdity of the situation. His hand rose and fell in time to her bobbing just under the covers.


        Susan said, "Like, this morning. She came downstairs hand in hand with you, but without a stitch of clothing on, and a freshly fucked look on her face."


        He said soberly, "You mean a fresh 'recently performed intimate act of an inappropriate nature' look on her face, don't you?"


        Susan giggled, but quickly suppressed it and put her concerned face back on. "Yes. I stand corrected. Exactly." She broke into a grin, but then suppressed that, too.


        "I see. That does seem a bit odd. But then again, I recall that you also weren't wearing any pants. Or a dress. Or even underwear. I could see everything below your waist."


        "Oh, silly me!"


        "I could even see your... well, I don't even know what to call it. Let's just call it a 'female private part of the very most private nature.'" He traced a finger down his mother's tummy to her pussy, then started fondling her clit and labia through her nightie.


        She pretended that wasn't happening, and just giggled some more at his euphemism for 'vagina'. "My goodness! I'm so sorry you saw that. I can be so forgetful sometimes. So I suppose forgetfulness runs in the family."


        "Don't worry about it," he replied. "Actually, I could almost see it now, but thankfully you're wearing this nightie." He pushed a finger into her slit, and it went in a little bit by pushing the thin fabric of her nightie in too.


        Susan had to cover her mouth with a hand to try to control her giggling. "Yes, thank goodness. But anyway, there have been other small signs."


        "Such as?" He kept on fingering his mother's pussy through the fabric, causing it to grow very wet.


        "Well, when I served the breakfast, I couldn't help but notice that her hand was wrapped around your... well, I don't know what to call such a vulgar thing in mixed company."


        "How about 'male body part of an inappropriate nature'?"


        "Good idea!" She giggled again. "Yes. She was not only touching your male body part of an inappropriate nature, her hands were flying up and down its, uh, inappropriateness, with great enthusiasm!"


        "Hmmm. I could see how that might be misconstrued by an outside observer who didn't know the full story. But then again, I must say your behavior at the time was damnably odd, too. If I recall correctly, you had your face between her legs and appeared to be licking her, well, let's just call it her unmentionable, for the sake of brevity."


        They both chuckled at that.


        "Yes," Susan said as she scooted closer still. "I was doing unmentionable things to her unmentionable. But I have a perfectly good explanation."


        "And that would be?"


        "Unfortunately, that also is unmentionable."


        He chortled. "Well, sadly, that's all I can say about what she was doing to me, too. In fact, it's so top secret, I've probably already said too much."


        "But wait! There's more, Son! It's really quite disturbing. That's not the only time I've caught her stroking your, uh, unmentionable in recent days."


        "Ah. Yes. You see, when I went on the hiking trip, I brushed into some poison ivy. My groin was the one spot that got infected. She's just trying to help me scratch it."


        "I see. It must itch all the time, then, the way she's been helping out. Although, I should point out that you're a pretty good itch scratcher yourself." She winked at him in reference to his continued pussy fingering. "But then why did she have it in her mouth, bobbing up and down on it?"


        "Oh, that? She's been trying to suck the poison out."


        Susan snickered at that. "Hmmm. If you say so. But that's not all she's been doing that makes me wonder. For instance, on more than one occasion, I've caught her with her boobs hanging out of her clothes, like this." The horny mother dropped her négligée down below her rack and set her tremendous globes bouncing and shaking. "Then she stuffs them in your face, like this." She smothered his face with motherly tit flesh.


        Alan said in a muffled voice, "Boobs? Mom, I'm shocked. Don't you mean, 'female naughty bits of an inappropriate roundness'?"


        Susan laughed out loud, and even Katherine underneath the covers couldn't help but laugh (although her chuckles were somewhat muffled by the stiff cock in her mouth).


        He gave up on fingering Susan and began suckling on one of her nipples instead, since they were so close. He also let out a loud groan, because Katherine's blowjob felt so very good.


        "Wait!" Susan squealed, pretending dismay. "What are you doing to me?" Oh my, that feels soooo goooood - my breast tingles all the way down to my cunt! I can actually feel the milky goodness flowing out into my BABY. I knew lactating would be good, but I didn't know it would feel THIS good!


        He paused briefly in his suckling. "Um, sorry, Mom. It's just that I noticed your nipples have come uncovered. I'm just trying to cover them back up. Oh, that reminds me, I'd better cover the other one, too." He went back to licking one nipple while he pinched and fondled the other.


        Susan naturally loved that, and just enjoyed what he was doing for a minute. After a few seconds, warm milk started to flow into Alan's mouth. But the room was generally silent except for Katherine's increasingly noisy and passionate slurping from under the covers. Feeling delightfully "uppity," she was trying to get him too flustered to talk by giving him a fantastic, energetic cocksucking.


        Then the buxom mother said, "Wait a minute. She's been doing that to me too, which is another thing that gives me some concern that something is up. But I could have sworn I heard something under the covers, just now. I know you have an extremely well endowed, uh, male body part of an inappropriate nature, but that lump I see there seems too big even for your third leg." She pulled the covers back far enough to reveal Katherine's head, which was busy sucking on Alan's boner.


        [image: Katherine]

        Katherine pretended not to notice she'd been discovered, continuing to suck her way up and down.


        Finally, Susan shouted with pretended dismay, "Angel!"


        Katherine froze with Alan's erection in her mouth. She sucked it in as deep as it could go, then looked up at Susan and Alan with feigned guilt.


        "Angel! Darling! Whatever are you doing?!"


        Katherine acted flustered, finally pulling her lips off her brother's hardness. But she quickly covered it up with two hands instead, and continued by jacking him off. "Uh, Mom, I just uh..." She acted like she was struck by a eureka moment. She'd been listening to Alan's excuses and used one of his. "I know! I'm aware how much the sight of male body parts of an inappropriately tasty and filling nature bothers you, so I was doing my best to cover up this one in case the covers came off."


        Susan acted like she bought it. "Awww, how nice. What a wonderfully thoughtful and well behaved child. I guess I was all wrong with my concerns. But what are you doing now?"


        "Uh, I'm still trying to cover it up. But since it's so big, thick, and long..."


        "And tasty," Susan added with growing mirth. "Don't forget tasty."


        "Yes, and tasty. Can't forget tasty!" Katherine chortled.


        Susan prodded, "Is it hot too?"


        "Mmmm! So hot! Like a delicious spermy lollipop, only all hot and throbbing!" Katherine showed just how much it was like a lollipop by licking it as well as stroking it.


        "Mmmm..." Susan practically drooled.


        Katherine continued as she licked, "Anyways, it's just so MUCH that I can't cover it all with my two hands. So I try to cover the top but then the bottom's showing, and then I move my hands down there, which leaves the top showing, and so on. Before you know it, it looks just like I'm fisting it, jacking him off with two hands. But nothing could be further from the truth. Why, to do that would be, shall we say, so very improper!"


        Everyone giggled at that reference to what used to be Susan's overused catchphrase.


        Even Alan managed to chuckle while he continued to suck on his mother's nipple, and generally have his way with her great tits. He was very pleased at the amount of milk coming out today. It was more than just the dribble it had been the past couple of days.


        "Indeed," Susan finally replied once she managed to get back some semblance of a prudish expression. "Good show, although it could be so easily misconstrued. But I still can see naughty peeks of it here and there. Can't you think of any other way to cover it up better?"
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        Katherine quietly impaled herself on his hardness. It was all she could do to stop herself from screaming out loud with joy.


        A few moments later, Susan wryly commented, "Thanks for getting rid of that disgusting sight. But if I didn't know better, I could have sworn I saw you grasp it and guide it right into your vagina."


        "My what?" Katherine asked as her whole body began to lightly bounce. "Oh, you mean my 'female body part of a far too infrequently stuffed nature.' Yes, it does look that way. Frankly, I'm not quite sure WHAT happened. Why don't you have a closer look and check with your tongue?"


        "Hmmm. I just might. Hold on. I seem to be wildly overdressed for the occasion."


        Susan took her négligée all the way off and cupped her large breasts together. "Look, Tiger. My female body parts of a far too bouncy and milky nature are even MORE exposed! Not to mention the rest of me. Can you try to cover me up?"


        "I'll try," he replied, grinning from ear to ear. "It may not be enough, but here's a hand for your ass and another for your tits." He reached up towards her, which wasn't easy to do given that he was lying down beneath his sister, fucking her from below.


        Susan moved in closer and brought one of his hands to her pussy and the other to her rack. "Thanks, Tiger. I wish you could cover more at the same time, but if you run your hands all over me at least you'll cover everything at one point or another. So hopefully no one will get the wrong idea and think something improper is happening here." She smirked with glee. "Oh, and Angel, why are you bouncing up and down on your brother like that? Is something wrong?"


        "Um, no. It's uh, his poison ivy again. It's uh, flaring up. There's a big swelling. I'm just trying to scratch it so it can go down."


        "How sweet of you. That certainly looks like a VERY big swelling from here. And to think, I thought you were doing something lewd and improper."

      



      
        CHAPTER 10


        After that comment, a full-on threesome began. Any remaining pretense of absurd prudishness was dropped, and in fact all talking very nearly came to a halt. Their mouths were generally too occupied with other things.


        Alan spent the next half hour thoroughly fucking both Susan and Katherine's pussies until they were both so sore down below that they could hardly take anymore. As he often did, he fucked with a strategic purpose in mind. He knew both pussies had gotten a good workout earlier in the evening, and if he fucked them enough their pussies would be too sensitive for any further action later on in the night. That would allow him to get some sleep.


        He also made sure that they rode him cowgirl style most of the time. Since there were two of them and only one of him, he was in danger of becoming exhausted first. This way, they did most of the work, while he was able to just lie back and enjoy the way they repeatedly impaled themselves on him and churned and ground their hips.
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        His plan worked, but not before they all had a great mutually shared climax. Alan had been pumping into Katherine at the time, but he pulled out as he felt his balls churning and barked, "Slaves! Assume the position! Facials!" He knew that sounded demeaning, but he was on such an erotic high that he didn't care.


        Susan and Katherine loved his comments. They eagerly brought their faces within inches of the tip of his throbbing erection.


        When Alan unloaded, they both got a powerful blast at extremely close range. He got a kick out of painting their faces with cum, first this way, then that, as a great many ropes squirted out of him.


        Then he fell back to the bed and rested his head on a pillow.


        Susan and Katherine spent some time licking the cum off of each other's cheeks, noses, and foreheads. Then they passed the sticky wads back and forth between them in open mouthed tongue duels and long French kisses, sharing and savoring the taste of both Alan and each other for as long as they could. Finally, they both cuddled up to him, one on each side.


        Susan asked Katherine, "That was damn good, even by Tiger standards, don't you think?"


        Katherine quipped, "Not bad for a 'recently performed intimate act of an inappropriate nature.'"


        All three of them got a good laugh out of that.


        Susan added, "My favorite part was when Tiger told us, 'Slaves! Assume the position! Facials!' That was soooo hot! Kneeling on the bed with my tits thrust out, my cunt feeling well used, and knowing I'm about to share a sperm bath with my daughter - does it get any better than that?"


        "Nope, Slave Mommy," Katherine replied. "That was pretty awesome."


        Susan's eyes lit up. "Oooh! 'Slave Mommy.' I love it, Sister Slave!"


        Alan kicked back and commented, "Now, this is the life. This is what I call living the life of Riley."


        Susan ribbed him, "So Riley was a motherfucker and sisterfucker too? Is that why everyone is always complimenting him? I always wondered what was so great about his life."


        Alan giggled a bit, and then said, "Mommy, you've turned into a regular comedian. Do you remember not that long ago when you were practically incapable of making a joke?"


        "Don't remind me. The only thing I don't like about the kind of prudish game we just did is when it brings back memories of how I used to really be."


        He pointed out, "If it makes you feel any better, I hadn't planned on any fucking. I was thinking maybe a quick and easy double blowjob or titfuck, just to get rid of this unfinished cum load, then right to sleep. But you got me so worked up with your Miss Ridiculously Innocent act that I ended up going hog wild on both of you. I find it a big turn-on when you act like the old Susan."


        That made Susan very pleased with herself. "I know. I was trying to get you going, and it got me going too. But still. What a fool I was back then!"


        "Ditto for me, Slave Mommy," Katherine said as she ran her hand across her brother's chest. "Except I was a fool mere hours ago, not months ago. I really do feel terribly bad, Big Bro, but tonight I've turned a new leaf. I feel so inspired by all the love and caring that I simply want to burst. I've known the support has been there all along, and deep down I know you would never consciously ignore me, but it feels good to be reminded. I am SO going to make it up to you!"


        He spoke, "Not just make it up to ME. In fact, not even primarily me. The truth is, you and I have always spied on each other. We used to play so many tricks. Like, remember a couple of years ago when I read your diary and got you so pissed off?"


        Katherine cut in, "You know WHY I got so pissed off? Because there were lots of pages in there where I poured out my desire for you. My anger was hiding my fear of discovery, because I considered that my secret shame. It was sheer luck that the random pages you came across weren't X-rated."


        "Wow," he replied, surprised. "That raises an interesting 'what might have been' question. But in any case, I can hardly be the one to throw the first stone. You just took it to another level. The person you need to make it up to is Christine. She's the one who has such a big issue about privacy. She doesn't know me that well, and she has good reason to question if I can keep a secret. Or if my family can."


        He playfully bopped his sister on the head. "You've really violated HER privacy more than mine, and you have to make it good with her."


        "But how? You say you don't actually know her well, but I know her even less. We say 'hi' to each other as we pass in the halls, but that's about it."


        "Figure it out. You want to impress me? This is a good opportunity. Not only that, but if you two can bond, that might help forge a larger alliance against my enemies at school. But that's my last word on anything. I am so beat. It's way past midnight and school starts so early. I'm checking out. Kat, Mommy is going to need some milking at least once in the middle of the night. I'm gonna leave it to you 'cos I desperately need the shut eye."


        He closed his eyes. Then he added as an afterthought, "Oh, and please let me sleep in tomorrow until the last possible minute. I soooo desperately need the rest."


        "Okay," Katherine answered. She was more than happy to take care of the milking. She closed her eyes too, even though she was still too excited to sleep. If nothing else, she was thrilled that she was lying on one side of her brother while her naked mother lay on his other side.


        Susan already had her eyes closed, but she said to no one in particular as if in a dream state, "'Mommy is going to need some milking.' I so love to hear that, especially since he remembered to say 'Mommy' without being reminded. I'm like a big sex cow taken advantage of by my thirsty kids, and I love it! And that's not even mentioning when Tiger said, 'Slaves! Assume the position! Facials!' Is that great, or what? 'Slaves.'"


        She said the word endearingly, as if Alan had said "I love you" to her instead.


        He grumbled, "You said that already."


        But she ignored that and added, "Why, I'm afraid this is going to be the cause for some groans, but that just makes this Slave Mommy so damn HOT!"


        Both Alan and Katherine groaned quite loudly, but then they all laughed.


        With his eyes still closed, he said, "By the way, Mom, please don't expect me to call you 'Slave Mommy' and don't call yourself that, either. That just goes one step too far for me. Ditto with the 'master' stuff. My ego's getting way too big already."


        Mother and daughter happily replied, "Good night."
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        Alan thought to himself, Now, that's what I call a day! Even by my own recent unusual standards, that was one busy and sex-filled day. How long can this be sustained? I feel like I put out some fires by rejecting Christine and coming to new understandings with my sisters and mothers, but am I just delaying the day of reckoning?


        I mean, forget homework! The thought of doing actual work hardly even crosses my mind. Just sex, sex, and more sex, pretty much. And as for tomorrow, there's no chance whatsoever I can take a rest. Jesus! I just remembered that on top of everything else, tomorrow is poke-her night. I can't turn it down, but it's just too much!


        Well, at least I'm well loved. These two right here are the greatest. I just hope I make them happy and proud of me.


        Katherine thought, I really screwed up today, but Big Brother, as usual, managed to make lemonade out of lemons. Still, I have to do better. He's all stressed out, and I get mental instead of helping. It's time for big changes. First, I am gonna befriend Christine by any means necessary. Maybe I won't be the big heroine, but if I could play a key role in helping with his school troubles, maybe that'll redeem my mistakes a little bit. But more importantly, I have to strive not to be so jealous. I want to become known as the least jealous out of everyone, not the most jealous. If that means I end up fucking him less, well, so be it. There are more important things than sex, like my brother's love and respect.


        Susan, by contrast, was still too aroused recalling some of her son's recent comments like "Mommy is going to need some milking" for any deep contemplation. Instead, that comment in particular got her thinking about her lactation schedule. She'd been rather low key about her milking needs so far, because her milky flow had been relatively low. But she was pleasantly surprised at how much milk had come out of her today, not to mention how erotic and pleasurable it felt. She resolved to turn herself into more of a "milk slave" starting tomorrow.


        She began to drift off thinking happy thoughts of waking her son tomorrow morning with a nipple gushing milk into his mouth and her pussy riding his morning wood. She thought, Slave Mommy. Tiger's milky big-titted Sex Slave Mommy. Mmmm. What joy! What peace! Even if he doesn't want to call me that, it's what I am. And I love it!


        And Katherine is right: he keeps us deliriously happy and well-fucked all the time. We fucked for so long. I feel completely satiated. This is the best kind of tired!


        Susan and Katherine snuggled closer to Alan's chest, on each side of him. Their big breasts pressed up against his skin in the most delightful way. All the contact felt quite comforting. Both women had a hand that drifted down to where it felt most comfortable: resting on top of Alan's crotch. Luckily for a very sleepy Alan, there were blankets and sheets in between his penis and their hands, or his penis likely wouldn't have remained flaccid for long.


        But all remained still. Finally, Susan reached out and turned off the light. Sleep quickly came to the weary threesome.
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