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Like many men, I often find myself fantasizing about watching my wife having an erotic encounter with another man. While our sex life is fantastic, and my fit, attractive wife indulges most of my fantasies with a passion, she has always drawn the line at involving other people. The closest we've gotten to fulfilling my fantasy is watching her play with a rather large, life-like dildo. Just the thought of watching her lips caressing that dildo while I take her doggy-style drives me into distraction. We've also gone the other way, with her taking a vibrator while she goes down on me. But she has made it clear that bringing in a third party is just a fantasy.
But a man often has a hard time of letting go of an obsession, and this was one of those times. During one of our playful foreplay discussions I asked her if she had ever been in the presence of a male stripper. She had, as it turns out, during a fairly typical low-key bachelorette party, and I teased her about it. She had to admit that it was fun and she had enjoyed watching a man undress in front of her.
Having set the trap, I moved in for the kill. If she had watched a male stripper with a bunch of girls, would she allow a male stripper to perform with just me in the room? After all, it was a lot less like cheating if I was there as opposed to a bunch of other women.
Maybe it was the wine, or maybe deep down inside she began to develop some fantasies of her own, but amazingly, she agreed she would do it.
My mind immediately began to reel with the potential of seeing my wife watch another man undress...and naturally, what else might happen. Since I knew this might be my one chance to pull this off, I screened our stripper prior to our big date. One look at the guy who came to my office and I knew he was perfect. Nick was nice looking, well built, easy going but not cocky. I set the ground rules for him, that my wife had to call the shots, and that no touching was allowed unless she initiated it. I have never been interested in making my wife do something she did not want to do. He was in agreement, and the date was on for that Saturday night.
My wife was nervous as a cat all week and gradually more and more on Saturday, and I thought she might bail in the eleventh hour. But I told her that after the guy came over, she could stop things at any time - she was in control. That put her somewhat at ease, but her nervous sipping of red wine was probably the key to lowering her inhibitions—and helping my plan even more.
By the time the doorbell rang at 8:30 that evening, she had been through a few glasses of wine and was resigned to watching the show. Nick showed up looking like a regular sharp dressed guy, and we eased into the den for drinks and some light conversation by soft candlelight.
My wife was so nervous she was blushing, and my heart was beating fast as well. But Nick had a way about him, and before long we had shared some laughs and had relaxed quite a bit. We smoked a joint too, and that helped.
The conversation hit a lull and Nick stood and announced that it was time he did what he came here to do. I put on some smooth jazz music and positioned myself on an end chair. My wife sat alone, perpendicular to my vantage point, in the middle of the sofa, with a look of anticipation that fell somewhere between dread and excitement.
When Nick started slowly moving to the music and peeling off his sport coat, I noticed my wife taking a deep breath and letting it out. It was then that I realized that I had forgotten to breathe for the last few minutes. My heart was pounding with a mix of nervousness and sexual energy.
By the time Nick got down to taking off his shirt, my wife's attention was frozen onto his tanned, muscular body, and my nervousness was giving way to a growing sensation in my pants. It was making me red hot watching my wife watch this stud.
Nick took his time, drawing out the final major piece of clothing, before finally pulling off his pants to reveal a tight set of undies and a formidable package therein. My wife glanced over at me for an instant, the first time she had taken her eyes off our visitor since he began to undress, and gave me a mischievous "I can't believe were doing this" smile.
Nick moved around the room some more, obviously comfortable with his near-naked body and the attention he was getting. After a time, he came over to the couch, close to my wife, and stood, with his scantily covered crotch at eye level to her, maybe at a total distance of three feet, and started to slowly and subtly gyrate his hips to the music. My wife sat forward, her hands on her thighs, her face flush, her eyes wide open. She was still smiling, but the attitude of the smile was full of more sexual energy than before. I followed her eyes carefully from my vantage point, watching her look up at his face and then down to his crotch, then back up, then back down. She was clearly dwelling longer on the looking at his crotch part, and at some point I think she gave up on the pretension of not just staring at the gyrating bulge in front of her.
Nick took just a half step back and asked her if she'd like to see more. My wife had to take her eyes off his crotch momentarily, to look up at him and digest the question. Yes, obviously she did want to see more, and she knew it was ok with me (it was very ok with me), and she knew I was ok with her enjoying herself, but I could see she still had reservations. What she wanted was for me to be the one to say yes. I nodded my assent, carefully putting on the game face that said go for it baby, its all in fun.
Her eyes returned to Nick's eyes, and she hesitated briefly before looking again at his crotch. When her eyes returned to his, there was a subtle, but clearly positive nod, before her eyes returned to his midsection.
Nick placed his thumbs on his hips and slowly eased out of his tight black underwear, revealing a fantastic looking cock that hung in that semi-hard state of erection, obviously aroused but not reaching for the ceiling. I could feel myself slowly taking in a deep breath, watching the distance close between Nick's slowly gyrating manhood and my wife's hypnotic stare.
I've never had any bi or homosexual urges, but I am willing to admit when a guy has a good looking cock, and Nick did. I'm not going to take the route of telling you it was 13" long and 4" wide, but he was well hung and he carried it well. As he swung his cock in front of my wife's gaze, I was suitably impressed and appreciative that he was able to hold back the urge to get a full on boner. Like the one I had.
My wife had held the same expression for most of Nick's show, her face full of sexual tension and anxiety. But now that all his clothes were off, her manner abruptly changed—she eased her body backward onto the sofa and placed her arms up on the sofa back, and her tense body seemed to let out some pent up tension. And she smiled, a giddy, relaxed playful smile. She looked over at me, and with a mirthful look she said "Damn, you sure picked a looker."
We all laughed, and it was a big tension release for all of us, though I had an area that was still aching with tension. Nick smiled down at my giddy wife and upped the ante, stepping as close to the couch as possible and asking her if she would like to touch him.
Note that Nick didn't suggest she touch anything in particular—he was very subtle—but when she looked over at me for permission she knew well what he was referring to. Again, I nodded for her to proceed, and her attention was once again upon Nick, and more specifically, Nick's cock, that now seemed to reach out to her.
She leaned forward again on the couch, bringing her face to within a foot of Nick's glory. Her hands went back onto her thighs, which she rubbed a few times in nervous anticipation. She looked up into his eyes once last time before her fascinated gaze turned back to his warm cock. Her hands came up slowly, stopping just inches from touching him, and you could tell she was utterly fascinated at the idea of handling his manhood. And then, as I watched, heart pounding in a complete state of erotic shock, her hands moved together, and she softly grasped his cock with her hands on either side. Amazingly, Nick continued to hold his semi-erect pose, which conflicted completely with the erection that I was trying to keep in my pants. Nick's head did ease back as my wife's hands did a slow 90 degree turn, with one hand ending up stroking his balls and the other lightly rubbing his now growing cock. She lightly ran her hands from the tip of Nick's cock to the base, then back again, then doing the same with the back of her hands, and then—in a moment permanently etched into my brain—she licked her lips, looked over at me, and winked with a sly grin. Her face settled just inches from NIck's now fully erect, fully at attention cock. Then she lightly ran her hands one final time from base to tip, fondled the tip of his cock briefly, and then leaned back into the couch. What a fabulous tease she was. I was afraid that if I moved I'd come in my pants.
"Thanks Nick, that was quite a show," she said. "I'm not sure if I enjoyed watching it as much as my husband enjoyed me watching it, but it was quite a show."
We all laughed again, and the mood lightened and became playful once again. Nick backed off from the couch and eased onto the arm of a nearby chair, and his rock-hard member slowly eased back into its semi-erect state, hanging outward but still engorged from the previous excitement.
In all honesty, the events of the evening had far surpassed my greatest fantasy, in ways I had not anticipated. I would not have considered having her take it any further, because I could tell she was fine with it where it was. But being a man, I just couldn't leave well enough alone, and came up with one final request.
"Babe, I think Nick deserves one final, special kiss before he gets dressed," I said, leaving emphasis on special.
She looked at me with an expression that said it all—a 50-50 split between staying within the societal bounds of a lady and satisfying the desires of her man. I think that those two elements ended up being divided equally, but the portion of her that really, deep down inside wanted to kiss this man's cock was what put her over the edge.
"Ok, but just one last special kiss," she said slowly and deliberately. "And you're going to have to come to me, cause I'm too relaxed to move from this couch."
My wife, the careful negotiator. Her parameters made it clear that after the kiss, that was it, and that she would not be the one establishing where the special kiss would be. She remained in her pose relaxed against the cushions of the couch, so it was up to Nick to present the target of the special kiss.
Thankfully, Nick was in sync with what I meant by a special kiss, and he worked his way slowly back to the couch.
Nick stepped forward onto the couch, first with one knee and then the other, so that his body was straddling my reclined wife. He raised up to his full height on his knees, and his cock, perfectly erect for the occasion at 90 degrees, eased in close to her face.
She gave me a quick "oh so this is what you guys want" glance, and then she lifted her hands off the back of the couch and brought them to rest once again on Nick's cock. My mind was reeling and my heart felt ready to explode as I watched her slowly, carefully bring her face up on the far side of Nick's cock, in perfect position for me to see. Again, she slowly licked her lips, tilted her head back slightly, closed her eyes, and brought her lips into a soft kiss on Nick's cock. She opened her eyes and gave me that mischievous look once again. Her lips rested there momentarily, seemingly forever on the one hand and far too quickly on the other. And then her mouth came open, just slightly, and her tongue eased slowly out to turn the final kiss into a soft, delicious French kiss.
It was the money shot of all money shots for me, and I know I will remember it as long as I live. After the kiss she leaned back and smiled over at me. Nick got dressed and we thanked him profusely for a great night. We shook hands and he gave my wife a warm hug, and he was gone.
The night had been terrific, and I had enjoyed every minute. As you can imagine, both of us were incredibly horny, and I was unable to contain myself for long. But it didn't take me long to recover, and we made passionate love for hours. When I woke the next morning, the first thought in my mind was re-living that fabulous final kiss, and in no time we were going at it again.
Ah, the final french kiss. The image of my wife's tongue on another man's cock is forever etched upon my brain, and it never fails to make me aroused. Naturally, there have been times where I took the fantasy in my mind a bit further, with my wife softly taking Nick's entire cock deep into her mouth and sucking and licking his throbbing member until he erupted into her, spilling his load around her mouth and onto her chest, all while I watched close by. Other times I explore the idea of watching him slowly enter her, from a multitude of different positions, and watching her reaching new heights of arousal. And then there are the times when I become a more active participant, and Nick and I share in the duty of bringing mind-blowing pleasure to my wonderful wife.
And then there's the logical argument that if my wife got to enjoy a male stripper in my presence, it should only be fair that I get to enjoy a female stripper in her presence.
But I would never think of pushing my wife to do something she really didn't want to do ...
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After the epic success of my adventure hiring a male stripper for my reluctant wife (see The Final Kiss) it seemed only fair that she would return the favor by hiring a female stripper for me. But when I pitched the suggestion during a playful moment of foreplay, she didn't really warm to the idea. I am generally the one who pushes the envelope when it comes to sexual experimentation, but I'm not going to make a bold move like that without getting her to agree beforehand.
A few weeks later, we were hanging out watching television when the program aired that open mouth kiss between Britney Spears and Madonna. My wife turned to me with one of those looks of curious condescension.
"Why do men get so hot about two women kissing?" she asked.
"I honestly can't answer that question, but like the vast majority of men I will have to admit that watching two girls kiss is a bigtime turn on," I said. "I don't even know why, it just is."
"That's such a man answer," she replied. "Do you think it would be hot to watch two men kissing?"
I thought about that (or pretended to) for a few seconds, then said "I would if they looked like Britney Spears and Madonna."
For my humor I got a sofa pillow to the midsection and we had a good laugh. Little did I know, but a seed had been planted in the mind of my mischievous, beautiful wife, and between the bed talk, the celebrity kiss and her own fantasies, a plan was afoot.
The fourth factor working in my favor was that I was coming up on my 40th birthday, and my wife had wanted to do something special for me. I had strongly requested that we not have a big party, and had told her that my idea of a perfect birthday evening would be a night of passion.
So Saturday night rolls around, and the kids are spending the night out, and it looks like my birthday wish was coming true—a night of passion with my lovely wife. So when late afternoon rolls around, I take a long hot jacuzzi and then start setting up candles around in the bedroom. I'm just about ready to pick the wife out some hot lingerie to wear when she strolls in with a sexy red silk blouse, a short black skirt and black high heels. A dream come true.
"Hang on there tiger, we're not ready for the bedroom just yet," she said. "I've got a little surprise set up for your birthday."
My heart sank slowly down as my mind reached the conclusion that she had set up a damn surprise party. I tried to act surprised and excited, as I pointed to my bathrobe and asked her if this would pass the dress code for my surprise party.
"Actually, yes, it will be fine," she said with a smile, "but you have to wear this too."
"This" was a blindfold, and I realized that the plan was for me to walk down the stairs in my robe, wearing a blindfold, and when I walked downstairs into the den I would have a bunch of friends yelling "surprise". My plan for a night of passion was rapidly evaporating, but I couldn't show my disappointment to my wife. After all, she had not only planned the whole thing out, she had figured out how to get a group of people into the den without me even hearing. They must've snuck in during my jacuzzi.
So I put on the blindfold and dutifully take my wife's arm down the stairs and into the den. The whole time, I'm preparing myself for a bunch of my drunken friends yelling surprise right when I take off my blindfold. Yee haw.
My wife walks me over to the couch and sets me down in the middle, and then she steps away and says, "ok, you can take it off now."
So I prepare my look of surprise and then slowly remove my blindfold.
But there's no big crowd. No loud roar. There's just one woman, standing directly in front of me, gently leaning on a chair, dressed in a low cut, short black dress with spike heels. And when I say she was cool, friends, she was red hot. I mean she was steamin'.
She smiled, winked, and in a sweet, soft voice, she said "Surprise."
Every vein in my body froze up, because my heart completely stopped. My brain grew three sizes with the volume of wild thoughts flinging around inside my head. Luckily my mouth was hanging open, so it had room to move.
The room was silent for a full twenty seconds, which gave me the opportunity to collect my senses. And close my mouth.
"Take it easy big guy," said my wife. "This is Amber. You don't get to keep her, she's just here to put on a show."
My wife had hired a stripper for me for my birthday.
"Wow," I said. That was all I could think of to say.
My wife brought me over a glass of red wine, sat down beside me and said "What do you think?"
"Wow," I said.
My wife picked up the remote control for the stereo, popped on some smooth, sexy jazz music and said with a sly smile, "I think you're going to enjoy this."
"Yes," I said, and I can remember how proud I was of my composure to be so eloquent with my one word answers.
Meanwhile, Amber had begun to slowly move with the music, moving her hands seductively over her body while slowing swaying from side to side. As I followed her erotic dance movements, my wide-open eyes traced her sultry body from head to toe. She was tall, well-tanned and perfectly proportioned. Her long dark hair draped down over wide shoulders and hung down beyond her shapely breasts, coming just short of her thin waist. But what really got my attention were her legs—long, smooth, tan and athletic. As she moved to the music she pulled up the bottom of her body-clinging skirt to gradually reveal more and more of those divine legs, until I had concluded she had the longest thighs of any woman I'd ever seen. I guessed she was in her mid to late 20s. In many ways she reminded me of my own wife, who at just over 40 could still turn heads with her shapely form. Like Amber, her best attribute was her dynamite legs, and I expect that she hired Amber with the knowledge that I had always been a leg man.
Amber's hands had worked their way back up to her neck, and she slowly pulled them down to cup her breasts. With the ends of her long fingers she slowly pulled her dress open wider, revealing all she could of her breasts without actually showing nipple.
At this point I became conscious of the fact that my wife was pouring me another glass of wine, because apparently I had finished the first. To this day I don't remember drinking a sip. I was preoccupied.
I also became acutely aware that I was very tense, and for the first time since my surprise had arrived I took a deep breath and eased back onto the couch a little. I turned my head slightly to the side to see my wife, and took note that she was attentively watching Amber's seductive dance. My wife had never expressed any sexual interest in women, but its always been my theory that the female body is so beautiful that while women may not want to have sex with another woman, they still find other women attractive. This would explain why so many ads, for both male and female markets, feature beautiful women.
Amber continued her erotic dance, giving us a side view of her hands running down the length of her right leg, stopping at the ankle to give us a pose of her shapely form bent over at the waist. Without missing a beat, she then walked over in front of me, got down on her knees and then ran her hands through her hair, arching her back, leaning her head back and closing her eyes. Then she moved sideways to me and got down on all fours, giving us a good look at that hot pose, before she rolled over on her back and pointed one leg straight up and other partly bent, giving us a great view of her fabulous legs.
Two thoughts permeated my brain—first, this girl could dance; and second, this was the best damn birthday party I'd ever had.
Amber had moved back to a standing position just in front of me, with her legs just slightly apart. She barely touched something on her dress, and it slipped off her like silk on glass and hit the floor.
While I didn't think anything could improve on how hot she looked in that tight black dress, I immediately became aware that she had done one better. Under the dress was a lacy black teddy, cut high on those magnificent legs with a deep v-cut going down the middle of her chest to her belly button.
The sudden, dramatic way she dropped off the dress and the impact of what she had on underneath was too much for even my wife to suppress, and she let out an inadvertent "MMMM" of appreciation before she realized her inner thoughts had been vocalized. She immediately blushed and sipped her wine.
Initially I was too stunned by this hotty in a teddy to even breathe, but eventually I gathered enough brain cells to inject yet another "Wow" into the conversation.
Amber continued her fabulous show, giving us a variety of new poses with her new outfit, which pretty much completely revealed her ass, which as you might imagine, was perfect. You could tell she was very comfortable with her body, and I sensed that she knew both of us were quite impressed.
After a little more dancing and posing, she stopped just in front of me again and reached behind her to the back of the teddy. In the next second my birthday present was in her birthday suit, except for a skin-tight black thong. Once again, my firm belief that nothing could look better than Amber in a teddy was ended when I saw Amber in a thong. Her lean, tan torso led up to perfectly shaped breasts, and seeing the whole package made me realize how she looked so good dressed.
Amber got down on her knees just in front of me and placed her long arms on either side of my legs. She moved her head up so that it was just above my thighs before she looked down at my crotch.
"You know, you better let that fellow out before you tear a hole in your robe," she said.
I looked down and noted that the tent in the front of my robe was indeed threatening damage. When I looked over at my wife to make sure she was cool with that, she was already smiling her consent.
Slowly I loosened the tie on the robe and pulled the robe open, to reveal what I am pretty sure is the hardest hard-on I've ever had. I hadn't even realized my previous constraint, but it sure felt good to have my guy out in the open.
Amber gave me a look-over and her own "MMM" of approval, before gathering all her hair up in her hands. Then she tossed her head over my stomach and dropped her hair over my aching cock. The intoxicatingly wonderful smell of her hair hit me at about the same time as the light sensation of her hair draped over my loins, and I was overwhelmed. Then, slowly, she dragged her long black hair over my rock hard cock and down my thighs.
"Ah," I said, so stunned with erotic energy that I was now down to one two-letter word.
Amber then brought her luscious red lips up to the tip of my cock, and for a moment I thought my wife may have approved a blow job for my birthday. But then she pursed her lips up into a faux kiss, just inches from my waiting cock. She held that pose, with her lips just inches from my cock, her eyes looking up at mine, then she winked and sat back.
"What do you think of your birthday present," Amber said with a smile.
"Wow," I said, having graduated again to a three letter word.
"Well guess what," said my wife, and without waiting for an answer, she said, "its not over yet."
Amber smiled, and it was apparent that my wife had worked out some details in advance. She stood up slowly, making me simultaneously regret her being further away and being happy to look again on her fabulous body in that tight black thong.
Then my wife stood up and walked over to Amber in and they stood face to face, just a few feet apart.
My wife looked over at me and said "I thought about letting you do this, but I didn't want things to get out of control."
Comrades, what happened next went several levels beyond the hall of fame of erotic nirvanas. Amber and my wife slowly leaned into each other, their arms coming up in an embrace, and ever so gradually their lips moved closer and closer, until they were just an inch apart.
Then they were kissing, softly at first, then moving into a partially open mouth phase, before graduating to a full-on french kiss, just a few feet away from my exposed erection. If my wife wasn't completely enjoying it she was doing a very good job of pretending. As their lips met their hands moved carefully over each other's bodies, and while I couldn't take my eyes off their kiss I became aware that their legs were also becoming entwined and subconsciously moving to the music.
My sexy wife was slow dancing with a smokin' half-naked stripper.
Watching them together made me recognize how hot my wife's body was, and her short blond hair was the perfect complement to Amber's long black hair. I had long since dropped my empty wine glass, and as I sat watching this erotic show my hands had instinctively moved to my crotch, where they instinctively began stroking my erection.
Amber and my wife stopped kissing for a moment, turning their heads cheek to cheek to look at me, all the while continuing to embrace and run their hands over each other's bodies.
"I think he likes this," said Amber with a smile.
I was unable to speak, but I became aware that my brain was still working enough to slowly nod my head yes.
Amber brought her hand up to my wife's chest, and slowly traced the outline of her breast with the back off her elegant hand. She expertly worked her hand over the top button on my wife's red silk blouse. The blouse was already fairly low-cut, but when Amber released the top button it exposed a significant amount of my wife's attractive breasts. Amber's hand slipped inside my wife's blouse and she began caressing the skin on the top of her breast, tantalizingly close to the nipple. For the first time, I noticed that my wife was not wearing a bra. At the same time, I realized that she had become very aroused by this show "she was putting on for me."
It wasn't just that her nipples were fully erect and shining through the silk blouse, it was the way her hands were caressing Amber's lower back and exposed ass. The way her eyes had gotten a faraway look while at the same time focusing on the beautiful woman in front of her. The way her breathing had increased with the passion, and the erotic glow that had overtaken her skin.
As they moved together again for another long, passionate kiss, I became aware that my wife had gotten so caught up she may have forgot I was there. Not that I was complaining.
Amber's lips parted from my wife's, and they slowly worked their way down to her neck, where she delicately worked her way on down to her chest. As Amber's lips expertly worked my wife's body, she arched her back and closed her eyes, completely wrapped up in the passion of the moment. As her lips worked their way back up my wife's neck, she brought them up close to her ear and whispered something to her. My wife nodded her assent.
Their lips moved back together for another passionate kiss, and then my wife became the active lover, slowly working her lips over Amber's neck and moving down to her chest. Her eyes were closed and her kisses went back and forth across Amber's broad, beautiful chest, getting lower with each new pass. As her lips neared Amber's nipples, I struggled with the desire to not ejaculate all over myself, because I was getting very close. As you might imagine.
So there I was, cock in hand, and my wife's lips had finally worked their way down to the nipples of Amber's fabulous breasts, while Amber arched her magnificent body back and enjoyed the attention. And then she was there, first one side, a quick kiss, then the other, a longer kiss, and then back again to both sides again for a longer, open-mouth kiss. As she came over to the side nearest me, she softly caressed the nipple with her tongue before latching on with her whole mouth, and whatever she did that I couldn't see must've been effective, because Amber's eyes closed and she let out a moan.
"Wow," I said, and later I regretted it, because my voice seemed to break the hypnotic state she was in and she opened her eyes and moved her lips back up to Amber's cheek. She had been so completely enraptured that she had forgotten I was even there. And she was worried about me getting out of control!
For the first time in the 45 minutes since I had removed the blindfold, we had hit an awkward silence. Both Amber and my wife were still in an embrace, cheek to cheek, looking at me sitting on the couch, cock in hand, a cock that had been hard enough to break rocks for the entire 45 minutes.
Then Amber leaned over to my wife's ear and whispered something else, and my blood pressure rose again in the anticipation of more girl on girl action.
But this time they had something else in mind. They walked over to where I was sitting and kneeled down, one on either side of me.
"I think its time we really blew your mind," said Amber.
My wife just smiled.
Amber put her hand on my thigh, my wife put her hand on my other thigh. Amber slowly moved her hand up my thigh, and my wife did the same. Then Amber moved her long fingers around my cock and pulled it straight up, and my wife's hand moved into a similar position.
Then they moved their heads to a position just above my aching cock, and both of them looked up at me. Then they looked back to each other, and amazingly, they did exactly what I wanted them to do.
They started french kissing each other, just above my throbbing cock. It was torture and ultimate pleasure at the same time, and my mind was beyond blown. I was so hot I wasn't sure I was going to survive it.
And then it got better.
Their kissing slowly began moving closer to my cock, and despite the fact that my cock was harder than it had ever been, I think my cock got even bigger, and before long their french kissing was being done at, around, and through my pulsating cock. Then they were kissing and licking the sides of my dick, going up and down the length, and then meeting back at the top for another meeting of the tongues.
I really can't explain why I didn't come immediately, because I had every reason to. I am eternally grateful that I was able to last a few minutes, because having your wife and another hot babe giving you a blow job is not something you want to end.
When I finally did unload, it was perfect timing, as both Amber and my wife were working the top of my dick with their tongues like it was a chocolate lollipop. My cock got bigger than it has ever been, and the first blast shot half a foot in the air, followed by an endless stream, that as you can imagine, went everywhere. At the time, I was so completely aroused that I wouldn't have been able to stop myself if I'd wanted to, but by the time I was through my wife and Amber were pretty thoroughly gooed.
Both girls laid their head down on my torso and lightly caressed my thighs, and slowly my vision returned and my body stopped convulsing.
Then my wife lifted up her head and looked up into my eyes.
"So, happy birthday to you," she said with a smile.
"Wow," I said.
Then Amber looked up.
"You know, for a 40-year old, you sure have a way with words," she said. "That was fun, but I think I'm going to need to get cleaned up."
"Me too," said my wife, laughing.
At that point, we all decided that it was probably best that we all just jump in the jacuzzi.
But that's a whole other story.
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This is a true story, though the names have been changed to protect the innocent (and guilty).
Back in my college days I lived in a house(NOT a frat house) that had anywhere from seven to ten coed students living there every semester. In an effort to get caught up on credits I decided to go to a session of summer school, and the house only had five people staying there at the time, three guys and two girls.
One of the girls was Kathy, a very cute girl working on post-graduate classes who was a few years older than me. I would've been interested in her except for one thing—one of the other guys in the house, a good friend, really had the hots for her. I spent a lot of time counseling him on how to get her to go out with him, so the thought of me pursuing her was not an option.
Unfortunately, after a month of valiant pursuit it was pretty clear that my friend had no chance. I had become good friends with Kathy, and she made it pretty clear that she just wasn't interested in the guy. From time to time I even felt like she was interested in me, but I fought off the urge to pursue anything.
Anyway, as fate would have it, Kathy and I ended up alone together at the house for a weekend. Actually, I was going to be alone, but then at the last minute she changed her plans—in retrospect, I might've expected something was up.
So Friday afternoon comes along, and Kathy and I are shooting pool at the house pool table. I had become a pretty solid pool player over the years, and Kathy had not played much, so I was putting a pretty good beating on her. I can't remember exactly how it got started, but at some point we started joking about playing strip pool, where if you lose a game you lose an article of clothing, to be removed later. The whole time we were playing, it was just a big joke, and we were laughing and having a great time with it.
The funniest part was that I suddenly could not win a game. I'd run half the table and then scratch on the eight ball, or Kathy would come up with some crazy shot to win a game. When she won the first game I promised I'd take off my shirt later—thinking I would clearly win it back—and then I'd go double or nothing. Four or five unlucky games later, I had bet away all my clothes. I'll have to admit that at some point I started to get warm to the idea that I would be getting naked in front of Kathy. The exhibitionist in me was starting to not mind losing. At some point during my losing streak I had decided that I might just make it more than just a joke ...
So we get through the final double or nothing game—I think I scratched, on purpose—and we're having a good laugh about how she's won all my clothes, and I tell her I guess its time for me to pay up.
At this point, I'm fairly sure she was still joking about the whole thing, but when I suggest that we do the pay-ups in my bedroom, she was still laughing, but starting to wonder how far I'd go. At that point, I wasn't sure myself.
We walked into my room, laughing and joking, and I closed the door behind her and had her sit in a chair. By the time I had taken off my socks and shoes, you could feel the atmosphere change, from good-natured fun to nervous anticipation.
How far is he going to go, was what she was thinking; how far would she let me go, was what I was thinking.
We laughed and joked a little at this point, though I noticed her blushing, but she was still talking the talk, so I took it to the next level by removing my shirt, leaving me standing there in my shorts.
By this time in the summer I had a really good tan, and I could feel her eyes checking out my body even while she laughed and blushed again. Suddenly the whole scene had developed an erotic undertow, and even though she was trying to play it off with a laugh it was clear that there was more to it now than a joke.
After a while parading around in my shorts, I popped open the one and only button and partially pulled the zipper open, exposing my underwear underneath. By this time my college-aged cock was harder than granite, and she could probably make out the outline, all of which made it more erotic for me.
Kathy was still laughing and blushing, thoroughly enjoying herself but at the same time still wondering when I would stop. She said something to the effect that she didn't expect me to get all the way naked, that this was close enough. But the way she said it indicated to me that she was up for going all the way with it too. I reassured her that I was a man of my word, and I always paid all of my debts in full.
And then the shorts hit the floor, leaving me stretching the seams on my underwear, both of us blushing and laughing and not sure what to say. After another pass at negotiating an end to the debt—it was a lot like we were playing chicken, to see who would blink first—I wrapped a towel around my midsection and pulled the underwear off. I was naked, but still covered. At this point, I guess I had technically lived up to my debt, but we were both having too much fun to stop now.
NOW comes the part where I you can verify that this is a true story, because some things you just can't make up. I'm laying back on the bed, the towel loosely wrapped around me, and I'm toying with the idea of how to remove it, and Kathy is nervously watching me and laughing that she can't believe we are doing this, and the phone rings.
And for some unknown reason, Kathy picks it up. AND ITS HER FRIGGING MOM!
Of course, she's trying not to laugh, trying to hold her composure, talking to her mom about various assundries while this half-naked guy is stretched out on the bed not five feet away. The conversation goes on for ten minutes, but I don't really mind because I am really enjoy being on exhibit, and the break is also allowing me to relax a bit.
So when she finally hangs up the phone and after we share another great laugh about her conversation with her mom, I give her the line that I have worked up. If she wants to get her debt paid off, she was going to have to pull back the towel herself.
While I sensed that she was ready to go for it, she started getting coy on me and refused to take the active role. So we did the dance, hemming and hawing, laughing and joking, until I finally convinced her to join me on the bed, though she kept her feet on the floor and her hands in her lap. We sat like that for a while, bantering, collecting our nerve, until finally I took her hand in mine and laid it on the far edge of the towel covering me. My mouth was watering with anticipation.
I asked her if she was ready, and she smiled and rolled her eyes, and said I'm ready if you are, and then together we pulled back the towel to showcase yours truly in the complete. My cock was fully at attention and watching her look at me was a full turn-on. We stayed on the bed like that for twenty minutes, her fully clothed and me naked, paying my pool debts, before she said she had somewhere to go.
Thinking quickly, I suggested that she help me get dressed again, and she agreed. With me standing and her still sitting on the bed, she slowly pulled up my underwear until it was back in position. This would've been enough, but after she had pulled them up she took her hands and smoothly ran them over the front of the underwear, caressing my aching cock underneath. We had stopped laughing and joking by now, it had moved on to the next level. It was all I could do to keep my inexperienced tool from unloading in my shorts, but it felt so good I talked her into putting my underwear back on three more times. Each time, there was a bit more of a caress, a bit more lingering, and the final time she did it her face came within inches of brushing my cock, both before and after the underwear, and I came within inches of losing control.
Then she backed off, realizing that one more time and she would be unable to stop. The mood lightened again and then she was gone, leaving me with a hard on that took an hour to soften.
I guess its critical to mention again that one of the reasons I wasn't more aggressive is that I felt bad about going behind my friend's back, even though he wasn't even dating her. That night, I went out with some guys and we knocked back more than a few beers, and I decided I couldn't let anything like that happen again. If I ended up going out with her it would be like selling out a friend.
So I drag home about one o'clock in the morning, stumble in to my bedroom and hit the sack. I'm laying there recounting the earlier events of the day, and in walks Kathy. She walks over and sits on the bed and doesn't even say a word. Her hand finds my torso and she begins to lightly rub from side to side, moving slowly lower, until she has pushed back the covers and her hand finds my hardened cock. Before I can even think, she drops her head down and starts giving me the most unbelievable blow job I'd ever had. For some reason I expected Kathy was a bit inexperienced, but I was wrong. She had the softest mouth and a tongue that knew just where to go, and best of all, I could tell she was really, really into it. She had spent the rest of the day after she left thinking about what it would have been like, and now she was making up for lost time. She was even softly moaning as she worked up and down, and in practically no time I had erupted a career-load, and she swallowed every bit.
After that night we had several liaisons, though I resisted being open or getting too serious because of the friend situation. Kathy taught me a great deal about oral sex, especially how a woman likes it, and we had some great times.
But the one I remember the most is the game of strip pool, and how much fun I had paying off my debt.
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It all started during my weekly session with Candace, my very attractive and talented masseuse. Candace had a knack for working out sore muscles, and while it was a bonus that she was very attractive, the real reason I had been going to her for over a year was the way she could make me relax. Inevitably, I would fall into a comfortable slumber halfway into the session.
This seemed especially likely today, as I had stayed up late watching television the night before. I was flipping around the channels and had come across what I thought was an action movie starring one of my favorite action hero actors. Unfortunately, after staying up an hour past my bedtime waiting for some action, I realized that it was just the Republican National Convention. One of those times when reality is stranger than fiction, I guess.
Anyway, I had dropped into a deep slumber on the massage bed, and I don't even know how long I had been out, when suddenly I heard an unfamiliar voice in the room. My groggy eyes opened slowly, but as they saw what was going on, they opened wide.
Candace was no longer wearing her usual conservative outfit. She had changed into a pink halter meshtop and matching thong.
Standing beside her at the foot of the table was my fantasy lover, Coco, a beautiful, sexy girl I had communicated with via email for some time and had met in person only once a few months ago. Coco had her beautiful sexy smile on, in addition to a tiger lace babydoll. She looked so incredible in it that I could not think of a thing to say.
Thankfully she helped me out.
"Hey lover," she said with a mischievous smile. "I thought I'd plan a little surprise to help you out with that."
"That" was clearly the bulge that had developed under the thin blanket. As I followed her finger to the source, I immediately became self conscious in front of Candace.
"Uh, Candace, I, uh" I started, but she stopped me short.
"It's Candy today, sport," she said. "And this is just a one time thing your friend has talked me into, so don't get any ideas."
As she said this, I felt two pair of hands rubbing each of my thighs, and in a flash instant I came to the realization that I was living male fantasy #41.6: having two women in lingerie rubbing my naked body. So I thought it best to just relax and enjoy.
"I guess we won't be needing this," Coco said, pulling back the blanket and letting it drop to the floor. Her hand immediately found its way to my turgid member, and the oil on her hand made me gasp my approval.
Before long "Candy" had joined in, and four oily hands worked their way up and down my cock, even drifting down to jostle the family jewels.
Then Coco gave Candy a wink, and while Candy kept up the epic cock massage, Coco began slowly kissing her way up my stomach, lightly touching here and there with her lips and tongue. Across the stomach, over the chest and around the neck, all while Candy continued her massage. By the time she reached my lips I felt ready to pass out.
She kissed me long and hard, running her hands first through my chest hair, then over my head, which by now was spinning wildly.
Then Coco went back the way she came, slowly kissing my neck, chest and stomach, until she came back down to my cock, which was coming pretty close to release. Candy slid her hands down to the jewels, allowing Coco's lips to find the head of my cock, and as her beautiful eyes met mine she smiled and slid her mouth down over my cock.
Initially I had to close my eyes to keep them from falling out, but I soon got them back open to watch Coco's eyes as she slowly worked up and down, while Candy lightly stroked the swelling jewels down below.
After a few minutes of this mind blowing scene, Coco lifted her mouth off for a second.
"I love how this massage oil tastes," she whispered to Candy. "Would you like a taste?"
Candy nodded, and in the time it would've taken my heart to beat twice had it been beating, her mouth was tasting the massage oil that was glistening on my cock. After a few licks, she reached over for the massage oil bottle and poured a fresh supply, but the bottle tipped a bit too much and the oil starting running and dripping everywhere.
In a flash, both girls instinctively brought their mouths to the rescue, smiling and giggling as their mouths traveled up and down the sides of the mountain of hot oil. I watched mesmerized as their tongues slipped in and out of their mouths, and at one point I couldn't help but note that it looked as though they were sharing a lollipop.
Just when I'm thinking that it can't get any better, they both found their tongues at the top of the lollipop at the same time, and the tongues became intertwined just above the top of the lollipop. They slowly continued their warm french kiss as their hands massaged the lollipop, and then gradually their tongues worked their way back down, ending with more kisses and licking, with each other and with the incredibly excited lollipop between them.
As I watched the incredible scene, I felt my brain slowly drifting away from me, and I realized that I was just about to pass out. As my eyes began going to black, I looked back at the two beautiful women, and suddenly became aware that something had changed. Candy had become my second grade teacher, and Coco had become Raquel Welch (in her prime, not in the present).
And then I heard a voice.
"OK, you're done, I'll see you outside."
My groggy brain jerked awake. I was laying on the table faced down, and I was drooling. I heard the door shut, and realized the whole thing had been a dream.
What a dream.
I just didn't have the heart to tell my swollen cock.
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This story makes more sense if you read the story The Final Kiss first.
It had been almost a year since I had hired a male stripper for my wife and she had countered by hiring a female stripper for me. On occasion we would share a laugh about both episodes, reliving those highly erotic escapades. She liked to joke that I liked watching her watching him more than she liked watching him. I don't know though. Maybe I was reading more into it than was there, but sometimes I sensed a look in her eyes when she talked about the male stripper — something more than a fond memory of a good time. Maybe it was my fantasy that she might still fantasize about it...happening again.
Anyway, we were enjoying one of our favorite sex games — a card game that involves dares — when my wife got a card asking her to describe a fantasy. When I get this card, I got out on a limb with something wild, but typically she comes up with something safer. It might have been the wine or the joint we'd smoked earlier, but she started to blush at the thought of telling her fantasy before she'd even started.
It took some prodding, but finally she told me her fantasy: to have Nick the Stripper come back.
I would count Nick's first visit among the my erotic episodes ever, so all she had to do was suggest it and I was ready to roll. I called him the next day and set it up for that Saturday night. He had actually remembered us. When I told my wife that afternoon, she had two reactions—first, she was flustered and surprised that I had acted so soon, and second, she became visibly aroused. I think women fantasize as much as men, and I think she had been thinking a lot about Nick and his fine body.
Saturday night came in a hurry, and Nick was set to come by around 8 o'clock. I had set up some candles and soft music to set the mood. My wife had been in a state of distraction for a few days, and when she hadn't come downstairs by 7:45 I was starting to wonder if she had lost her nerve. When she came down about ten minutes later, I realized that losing her nerve wasn't an issue.
She had gotten dressed up. Sexy. I mean black, silky, lacy hot. My wife is a very attractive woman, very fit, and she was showing it off in a lacy black teddy covered by a silky black kimono. She even had on black high heels.
"Well, well," I said. "Looks like somebody is really looking forward to tonight."
She nodded, and then pointed to the front of my khakis, which had quickly become a tent. "You too, I guess," she said smiling.
Just as I was about to answer there was a knock on the door, and my wife quickly blushed, pulled her kimono tight around her and sat down on the couch.
It was Nick, and it was just like seeing an old friend. I welcomed him in, got him a glass of wine, and we walked into the den where my wife was. When he saw her he did a double take, realizing simultaneously that she was both hot and ... dressed to impress.
We went through a bit of small talk, smoked a joint, reminisced on old times and laughed, but I doubt any of us could remember what was said. The first encounter had been erotically charged but with an edge of uncertainty—this time there was a lot more erotic charge and less uncertainty.
We reached a lull in the conversation, and Nick filled it with a missile: "So who's idea was it for me to come this time?"
My wife giggled, crossed her long sexy legs, looked up and down the length of Nick's body, and placed a fingernail on the edge of her lips.
"Oh, it was MY idea this time," she said. Her eyes were shiny with mischief. Mine were glazing over.
"Well let me get started then," said Nick, who stood up and quickly unbuttoned the front of his shirt.
My wife was smiling and relaxed, not like the first time when she was nervous and probably wondering what I was thinking. We had had a few conversations over the last several months about how much I enjoyed watching her watch him undress, and her comfort level with the whole thing was much higher. MUCH higher.
Nick finished removing his shirt and began his slow movements toward my wife, who was sitting on the couch mesmerized but clearly enjoying every minute. Meanwhile, I was sitting on an adjacent chair, enjoying every second.
"Maybe you could give me a hand with this part," said Nick, pointing to his belt buckle.
My wife looked up at him with a devilish smile, and without hesitation she edged forward to the front of the couch. Moving like an expert, she put her hands on his thighs and then moved them slowly up until they met at the belt buckle. Her eyes moved from looking up at him to the buckle, and she carefully worked it off and then moved on to the clasp and zipper of Nick's jeans. I could tell she was anxious to see his cock free once again.
Not only anxious, I realized, but she had put it was becoming apparent that she had put some advanced thought into the whole thing. She put her hands on Nick's waist and slowly stood up, putting her small thin body tantalizing close to Nick's muscular physique. She still had her kimono on and closed, but it had gotten looser, and I'm sure Nick could make out the lacy teddy underneath.
Then, with one hand drifting across Nick's torso, she took a few slow steps until she was positioned behind him, and both of her hands then came up to embrace him from behind. Her hands started on his stomach, then drifted down until they slipped inside the open front of Nick's jeans. She slowly pushed his jeans downward to his knees, then let her hands slowly move back up over his thighs, lingering once again at the front of his tight black underwear. Then she slowly moved back around to Nick's front, letting her hand drag slowly across his ass.
"Was that enough of a hand?" she asked with a coy smile. She was looking up at him and her hands were comfortably on his torso.
Nick couldn't help but laugh. "That was more than enough of a hand," he said. "You were so good at that I might ask you to help me out of these underwear."
"Hmmm," purred my wife, looking over at me. "What do you think hon, do you think I should help him out of those?"
"Yes," I rasped, realizing my throat was dry. I swallowed. "I think you should."
"Well then, I guess I will," she said, looking back up at Nick.
Her body moved forward toward Nick, closing the small space between them, and her hands drifted around behind him and slid down to Nick's ass. As she pulled him toward her, her head found his chest, and she began to lightly kiss him across the chest as her hands massaged his ass.
Yes, in case you were wondering, I was enjoying it all very much thank you.
After an epic minute or so of this, she slid her hands down inside his briefs and started rubbing his bare ass, and she was just tall enough with her high heels to work her kisses up to Nick's neck.
Then she began working Nick's briefs off, first kneeling in front of him and then pulling them slowly down. When she freed his cock it was large and rock hard, and maybe half a foot from her admiring eyes. She took her sweet time pulling them down the rest of the way, because she was clearly enjoying the view.
Eventually her hands worked his briefs down to his ankles, and then she worked her hands back up his legs until they came to rest on either side of his turgid cock, barely an inch away from touching him.
Then she eased back onto the couch. "Whew," she said. "I'm getting dizzy."
"Yeah, me too," said Nick, laughing. "Who's paying who, by the way."
We all had a good laugh at that, and it was a nice tension breaker. Speaking personally, a tension breaker was something I really needed.
The tension breaker had an effect on Nick as well, as his rock hard erection had drifted down to half mast. My wife's eyes had hardly left Nick's cock, and she noticed about the same time that I did that there was a big drop of precum forming on the end of his cock. Her housekeeping instincts took over, and rather than letting the drop hit the carpet she shifted forward on the couch and reached a finger out to catch the drop. It happened so fast she probably didn't realize what she was doing, and when she did she couldn't help but smile.
So she's sitting there with this naked guy's cock just inches away, and she's got this sticky stuff on her finger, and she's really got nowhere to wipe her finger off, she did what came naturally. She put the finger in her mouth and licked it off.
I'll pause here to summarize and compose my thoughts. "Wow."
Just when I thought it couldn't get any better I noticed that there was still more precum oozing out of Nick's cock, and my wife's finger quickly came back for another load. This time her cum covered finger remained in contact with the tip of Nick's cock, and with a hypnotic look in her eyes she stared at her finger on his cock (later she claimed an out-of-body experience) as her finger moved into a slow, rhythmic pattern, spreading the precum all over the tip of his cock, then getting some more and spreading it around the middle, and finally reaching the hilt. Everytime she came back he seemed to have another load ready, and soon his entire cock was lubricated by her roaming finger.
My mind was just about blown away watching this scene, so I really don't know how I was even able to formulate words, but as I sat there with my hand stroking my cock through the front of my pants, I somehow got some words out.
"So, how does he taste?" I asked, breaking the silent meditation of the room in a way that surprised even me.
My wife looked over at me like she had forgot I was even there, finally removing her attention from his cock. Her mind gradually processed the question.
"He tastes good," she said, her eyes coming back to his cock, and a finger coming back to her mouth. "Very good."
"Hmmm." I said carefully. "Maybe you should have another taste."
So here's the scene: My wife is sitting forward on the edge of the couch, still slowly moving her finger around Nick's lubricated, rapidly growing cock. Her face is just inches away from coming in contact with him. She is practically hypnotized by his manhood. And her husband has just encouraged her to taste this stranger's cock. But I was beyond encouragement. At that moment I would've painted the house to see her take him in his mouth.
I knew this was her fantasy, and she knew it was mine. She may have had some reluctance at the beginning, but it was gone now.
She didn't even look back over at me. Her glazed eyes were still focused on her finger as it continued to lubricate this big, delicious cock in front of her and all of her resistance was defeated. She brought her hand together around the base of Nick's fully erect cock and then, inch by inch, her mouth closed the space gap between them, until her lips were just inches from the tip. Her tongue came out and she licked him on one side of the tip of his cock, then the other. Then, unable to resist the overpowering temptation any longer, she opened her mouth and took his cock in with a passionate "mmmmmm."
I should point out here that my wife gives epic blowjobs, mainly because she likes to do it. She likes to suck my cock so much that sometimes I have to get her to stop.
Nick didn't seem to interested in making her stop, he was very much enjoying it, he knew I was enjoying it, and he wasn't in any hurry to finish. I was about to explode just watching her, but he was in control.
She sucked his cock from the edge of the couch for a while, then she got down on her knees in front of him, her movement pushing her kimono open a little more. She sucked him with a passion, occasionally pulling back so she could visually admire his cock and give it a few light licks. I think she was just barely aware that I was in the room, because she carefully positioned herself so that I could view all the action. Unless you've already seen your wife on her knees in black lingerie and high heels giving a stranger a passionate blow job, you can't imagine how hot this scene was. Desperate for some relief, I had to unbutton and unzip my pants. No one seemed to notice.
In fact, Nick had moved over to a seated position on the couch, with my wife kneeling in front of him. Nick leaned back while my adoring wife continued her with her incredible, non-stop oral passion. Then he laid down on the couch, her mouth never once leaving his cock. One of her hands found its way to his chest, and the other one was lightly stroking his balls, while his hands were running through her hair and occasionally helping her set the pace on his growing erection.
My wife was so caught up in it she was moaning almost continually, and it was like she couldn't get close enough. Before long she had climbed up on the couch with him, and settled her body between his legs and continued this long, torrid blow job.
The only problem was that my view wasn't as good as before, and Nick seemed to recognize that. Ever the showman, he eased my wife off and stood back up in front of the couch, coming close to where I was sitting. My wife got back down on her knees, the kimono getting looser still, and took Nick back into her mouth with yet another long "mmmm," so close to where I was that felt the air move when she moaned.
Her hands moved behind him and found his ass, and she began rhythmically pulling him towards her. As I watched his big cock go in an out of her mouth, I began to sense that it was growing even larger still, and his hips were moving more and more. My wife could feel him getting larger too, and she quickened the pace of her sucking and moaning. After what seemed like an hour, Nick leaned back his head and groaned and I could see his cock twitching in orgasm, still going in and out of her mouth, and his orgasm seemed to just keep coming and coming, and while I knew my wife liked to swallow I wasn't surprised when I saw some of Nick's cum sliding out the side of her mouth. She didn't slow down though, sucking and swallowing all she could take.
Finally his cock began to stop twitching, and my wife eased back to a pattern of soft licking and kissing as his massive erection eased. She used a finger to wipe off the cum on her face and then licked it clean. Both Nick and I were impressed.
Then she sat back on the couch and eased back on the cushions, still without taking her eyes of that delicious cock she had enjoyed so much. "Whew," she said. "I think its gotten hot in here."
Nick laughed and agreed, and then with a wink to me he said "Maybe you should take off your robe to help cool off."
I didn't think she'd go for that, but I had been surprised so far. She looked over at me and said "maybe so," with a smile.
"Maybe," I said, "Nick could help you take it off."
She looked back over at Nick, and with a smile, said "Maybe so."
My wife stood up on her high heels in front of Nick, and then turned around so that her back was up against his naked body. His arms came around her waist and found the sash of her robe. It had become very loose, so it was easy for him to pull it free, and it fell open to reveal my wife's hot body in her lacy black teddy.
She was not in a hurry to take it all the way off though, and her hands found their way behind her up to clasp behind Nick's neck, making for yet another epic erotic pose. His hands found her waist, and they began a little slow dance, right there for me to enjoy. They moved around together in a slow circle, providing me a fantastic show.
After a while her arms moved down and drifted back behind his ass, and she pulled him toward her as they moved in rhythm. Nick took the opportunity to ease off the robe, so now my wife was just in her teddy and heels, and the sexy dance continued.
I soon became aware by the way she was grinding back against him that his cock had gotten hard again and that she was working her pussy against the top side of his cock. I knew from experience that she liked the way a cock felt on her clit from that position, and I could tell she was loving it. I mean, loving it.
Ever anxious to assist, I reached over to a nearby table and picked up a coaster. I tossed it on the couch in front of my cock-riding wife, and said, "hey, can you pick that up for me?"
At first she didn't understand, but a visual slowly came to her, and she smiled and bent forward at the waist until her hands were on the couch. Nick was still standing erect (yes, both ways) behind her, and she was now bent over the couch continuing to use the top of his cock to rub up against her. She knew I was not in a hurry for me to pick up the coaster, and she took her time grinding back against Nick, who was now moving his hands back and forth from her ass to her lower back. His hands moved to a position on her waist and he took control over the rhythm of the grind, rubbing his cock up against her. I could see his cock when he pushed her forward, then it would disappear when he pulled her toward him. If I hadn't been familiar with the teddy, which I knew wasn't exposed at the crotch, I'd think I was watching my hot wife get fucked right there in front of me. All I could think was that I wouldn't mind watching that one bit.
As I lightly stroked my stiff cock—lightly, because I was ready to explode—I came to the conclusion that this night just couldn't get any better. It was definitely the hottest sexual experience of my life.
Then, miraculously, it got even better. My cock-riding wife picked up the coaster and swung around toward me, still riding on top of Nick's cock. She put her hands on my legs and dropped the coaster onto my crotch.
"Oops," she said smiling. "I guess I need to pick that up."
Nick had picked up the rhythm again, though this time it was him doing the grinding, thoughtfully allowing my wife the ability to service her man. And she wasted no time, pushing the coaster aside as the diversion we all realized it was and pulling my aching cock out. She must've known how close I was to losing it, so she took her time, rotating between stroking and lightly touching my cock. A few times she bent forward to kiss and lick the tip of my cock, but I could tell it was taking some effort to bend Nick's giant erection down that far. I was in a position now where I could see the tip of Nick's cock pushing forward, and as he grew harder still I could see that it was pushing my wife's ass further into the air.
Nick could also sense this, and ever the gentleman, he eased my wife down into a crouched position on her knees and got down behind her on his knees. Now he was going at her full doggy style, and now she was in the perfect position to perform her second blow job of the night. And I was in perfect position to watch my wife get pseudo fucked doggy style as she sucked on my cock.
And it was a perfect position that I did not want to end. I curled my toes, bit my tongue, thought about Margaret Thatcher naked on a cold day, anything to keep from coming too soon. This was far too much fun to end.
I knew my wife was enjoying it too, by her moaning and the flush look on her face as she licked and sucked my cock while she rode Nick's cock with a grinding, moaning passion.
Finally, the vision of her sucking my rod while a muscular stranger doggy-styled her became too much, and I exploded in an orgasm that I'm pretty sure was the most intense I'd ever had. Once again my wife swallowed the entire load, and Nick never slowed his pace behind her. Despite the huge orgasm I never really lost my erection watching my hot wife wriggling around on Nick's cock, obviously still enjoying every minute. I had the feeling that she was so overheated that had I asked her to, she would've stripped off the teddy and fucked Nick silly right there on the floor. But when we had agreed to do it again, she had said she didn't want to go that far, so I wasn't going to push it and have her be sorry later.




I think she was enjoying herself fine anyway. Her grinding intensity had increased, and she had arched her back up to get just the right angle, using my knees to push up on. Nick moved his hands from around her waist forward until the came to rest just under her breasts, and then he pulled her back up against him. His hands slid up around her breasts and began a slow massage through the thin teddy. One of her hands drifted down to massage his cock as he continued to grind it up against her, and the other hand found its way to massage my cock. Her eyes were closed and her head was leaning way back against Nick, and she was loving her fantasy of enjoying two hard cocks at the same time. She exploded in an orgasm so intense that she fell forward onto my lap in complete exhaustion. Nick moved from behind her and laid back on the floor, clearly affected by the intensity as well.
Even after the five minutes it took for my wife to recuperate, Nick's cock was still rock hard, and my ever dutiful wife took it upon herself to straddle him and give him a slow, sexy hand job until she sensed that he was coming, and then she once again took his fine cock into her mouth and sucked him dry, all while I watched in continued fascination.
I can't really remember too much about what was said after that. My mind was a blur. I remember everybody getting dressed and Nick hugging my wife goodbye. After she hugged him she came over and whispered to me, "I'm going upstairs, and I need you to fuck me."
So I walked Nick to the door. I knew how much he charged for the show, and I had twice that much in my pocket, but when I offered it to him he flatly refused, and said that if anything, he should be paying us. The last thing he said as he walked out the door was...
"Call me, anytime."



        Rainy Day Erotic Noir

        Hot and sexy Dashiell Hammett style.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/rainy-day-erotic-noir

Title: Rainy Day Erotic Noir

Author: SPEN STERLING

Category: Humor & Satire

Description: Hot and sexy Dashiell Hammett style.

Tags: noir




It was one of those rainy days, the ones where its raining just hard enough to keep everybody inside and feeling gloomy as a Cubs fan during the World series. I was sitting at my desk launching pencils into the ceiling and flinging cards at a hat on the other side of the room, wishing I had just stayed home in bed. At least there I'd be doing something. Sleeping.
Then she walked in. Of all the one-man human resources departments with current ads for personal assistants in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine. The minute she walked in I knew she was either too good to be true or too much trouble to be any good. Or maybe both.
She opened the door and stood there in the frame just long enough for me to take her all in but not nearly long enough to do it as well as I wanted to. She was a looker from the top of the floor to well above her head. She had on black high heels that put her ankles at a magnificent pose, leading up to two fabulous calf muscles. Her legs were covered by a gray skirt that came down just below her knee, but I could tell just from the knee down they would be everything they needed to be all the way up. Her skirt came tight at the waist and she wore a black silk blouse buttoned down just low enough to torment. She had curves that would make Richard Petty think twice. When I finally managed to lift my eyes up to her face I was beyond impressed. This dame was one fine doll. Here in my one man office. On a rainy day.
I leaned back in my chair and tossed one more card toward the hat. It hit both sides and bounced out. She smiled and walked toward my desk.
"Looks like you could use a personal assistant," she said with a voice so sultry it could stop traffic. Outside I heard two cars collide. I assumed it was because they heard it.
Managing to keep my usual suave style, I managed to think of at least half a dozen clever things to say before finally settling on stuttering out "are you here about the job?"
She nodded, moved over to the chair in front of my desk and slipped into it like a hand into a glove, turning her legs slightly to the side so that the skirt rode up above her knees. I tried not to look, but I could tell her knees were even better than her calves.
"I'm here for the...any job you might have," she said with a look that was either suggestive or inquisitive.
"Well," I said carefully looking at a pile of paperwork on my desk related to some past due IRS payments, " we do have several jobs for personal assistants, and in fact I may need a personal assistant myself," I said. "As you can see the work is really piling up."
Her long skinny hand came up to the side of her face as she turned her head slightly to weigh the gravity of the suggestion, then she turned to look around the barren room for some sign of activity or work.
Besides the dart board, the hat with cards laying all around it, and a half empty bottle of tequila, there was no much evidence to support the claim. Not that it mattered.
She gazed back at me and crossed one long sexy leg over another, gave me what had to be a quick once-over and said, "so what kind of work would you need me to do?"
I hadn't even hired the dame yet and already she was setting me up for a sexual harrassment suit. I started stuttering something out about having needs and she stopped me short.
"Yes, we all have needs," she said slowly. "I believe I need a drink."
"Well, it is nearly 2:30," I said. "I guess its getting close to that time." I pulled two semi clean glasses out of the second drawer, the one below the drawer that contained the rusty gun and the pack of two year old condoms. I deftly poured a pair of fingers for her and a trio for me. I sipped mine. She bolted hers. I might actually have to hire this babe, I thought.
Next thing I know, she's come around to my side of the desk, parked her soft sexy rear on the edge of my desk and crossed one leg over so that her black high heel came to rest in the air just above my thigh.
"I could take 'dic-tation'," she said, and I could hardly help but notice where her eyes had gone, finding the spot where the bulging had started. "It looks like you might need to get something...out."
She pushed her hair off her shoulder and leaned forward, and I was treated to a lovely view of her black lacy bra. It had more frills on it than a little girl's easter dress. It was one of those bras that gave just enough of a curvature hint that you felt like you had stolen a look that was intended to be seen. And there was intent.
"What other skills might you have besides...dic-tation," I said, my mouth going dry.
"Well, I'm pretty good with my hands," she said, lifting up ten fingers and the back of her hands to show me she had them all. She let them fall straight to her body, which just happened to be her breasts, and she turned her head upwards in thought. "Um, I'm also good at following instructions. And respecting authority. And doing what — whatever I'm told."
I could hear the air get stuck in my chest as I tried to figure out if she was making a pass at me. But then she stood up by my desk and started unbuttoning her blouse, and I decided that she probably was. Either that or she was just hot.
"Why don't you tell me what to do," she said softly. "And see if I do it."
My mouth felt like a cotton farm in a Texas drought, but I deftly handled the situation with my usual flair. "Just keep doing that," I said.
She pulled the silk blouse back off and I got a full view of her bosoms stretching the fabric on the black bra like a soda can that got left in the freezer. Someday she was going to have happy children. Healthy children. Maybe even overweight children.
She stood there, hands on her gorgeous hips, looking at me, looking at me looking at her, waiting for me to say something, anything, but something or anything didn't come to mind, so I sat there and looked stupid. Not that I cared. At least I had a great view. Finally she broke the silence with an "anything else I can do for the boss," type comment, and I delivered my strongest line of the day: "You can show me how well you can hang up your skirt," which sounded good at the time but in retrospect just sounds goofier than fried bananas and ice cream. But little did it matter at the time, because in a heartbeat that I missed she had flung off the skirt and backhanded it into the hat rack by the door, where it grabbed fast and hung on like a nymphomaniac at an orgy party.
Now she stood before me in a black lacy thong and a black lacy bra, my future executive assistant, and I sat there in stunned silence dividing my thoughts between how amazingly her legs looked above the knee and just how much I was going to have to pay her per hour.
"So how are your oral skills," I heard someone in the room say, before I realized it was me. Geez I'm a cheeky bastard, I thought.
"I guess I'll just have to demonstrate," said the tall, gorgeous woman who had somehow wandered into my office and stripped down to her lacy black underwear on a rainy day. She sashayed forward, moving her unbelievably hot legs in perfect form atop her black high heels that I couldn't help but notice and appreciate that she had left on. There's nothing quite like a half naked woman in high heels.
She knelt down in front of me and before I could buzz the secretary who wasn't out there to tell her to hold all my calls that weren't coming, she had pulled my pants down below my knees and engulfed my happy compadre all the way up to the part that connects him to the rest of me. My head fell back uncontrollably and I started to moan in passionate rhythm like a female tennis player at Wimbledon.
She had her hands on my thighs and her lips wrapped tight around me, and when I say she was good, I'm talking $15 per hour starting salary with benefits. She could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch. She had more power than a top of the line Hoover. She sucked like pro basketball.
I looked down at the top of her head moving wildly around my longtime best friend, and then she suddenly stopped, looked up at me and started giving me a slow tongue bath, like... well, like nothing I can even think of right now. Her eyes smiled up at me, she knew what she was doing to me and she was loving every minute of it. Poor kid had no idea. I was loving every second of it.
Now it was my turn, and I took one arm and cleared everything off the desk, which was pretty much empty anyway, and I pulled off her danty little panties and set her hot little body down right in the middle of it. I pulled my chair up to my desk and went to work, or took a lunch break, depending on how you want to look at it. My head found the comfortable warm area down between her legs and I went to work like the seven dwarfs, only without the singing and the whole being short business.
Before she was once again moaning like a female tennis player at Wimbledon, and from the level of noise coming off the desk the people on the street below must've thought the staff at human resources was having one fine afternoon. In truth, the staff at human resources was having one fabulous afternoon.
All the thinking about my staff got me thinking about my staff, and my staff was aching to have an interaction with the newly hired Vice President of Oral Communications. She seemed to sense the turgid urgency, and immediately brought an end to the desk conference in favor of a chair conference. She straddled me in the chair, ripping off my $10 shirt with the stain from taco bell, and mounted her hot crater of passion just over my throbbing mountain of ecstasy, and then, ever so slowly, she eased herself down onto me, slowly letting me slide down deep inside her, and both of our mouths eased open a little further each time I went deeper, until our mouths came wide open together, and then she reached the proverbial hilt, and our mouths came together in a passionate warm kiss, and as I reached around and grabbed the ass of my new Associate President of Operations, I suddenly felt the chair slipping backwards, and like a man falling out of a chair, I fell over backwards out of the chair and splayed out all over the floor, arms and legs and other appendages flying out in every direction.
I must've lost consciousness temporarily, but then i was up in a flash, pulling my pants up with one hand and looking around urgently trying to find my new employee, who was suddenly nowhere to be found. She had completely disappeared. Her clothes were gone. Except for the turgid boner poking out from the top of my pants, there was no sign that she had ever been there at all. Even the IRS papers were still piled up on my desk, and they were dry, which, I felt comfortable to say, was impossible.
I sat there in the stunned silence at my desk, like a man who had just been told by Rod Serling that he had missed the signpost up ahead, and slowly came to realize it had all been one happy, boner breaking dream. I looked out the window and revelled in the rhythm of the falling rain.
And then it came, the quiet knock on the door, and the shape through the door window said it all...
The cleaning lady had arrived.
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It was the Sunday of the NFL Championship games and I had given fair warning to my lovely wife that I would be commandeering the wide screen TV and the couch and would pretty much be worthless all day. We've been married long enough so that she took it well, giving me one of those eye rolling smiles and resigning herself to watching some love story marathon on one of the women channels in the other room.
I settled in for the pigskin marathon with the usual healthy snacks, put my feet up on the couch and promptly fell asleep in the middle of the first game. I was really more interested in the Packers-Giants game anyway, and by the time that game kicked off it was late in the afternoon. From time to time my lovely wife would stroll through the den and ask how things were going, doing a reasonably good job of pretending to be remotely interested. It was at a critical point in the second quarter when she asked the feared question:
"How much time before halftime?" she asked.
Generally when a wife asks this question she has some chore or duty planned and is politely gathering information for when best to ask.
"There's just a few minutes left," I said cautiously.
"Hm. Is that regular time or football time?" she asked.
I laughed. "Football time," I said. "So you probably need to multiply by a factor of four or five."
I was awaiting the request that would no doubt come, take out the trash, or move some furniture, or whatever, but instead, she just smiled and nodded and walked out.
Shit I thought, she's probably got something big I'm going to have to do. It was getting dark and colder outside, and I feared the task would involve going out, maybe even driving to the store.
About ten minutes later the first half ended, but I stayed on the couch watching the halftime analysis. After all, she didn't officially ask me to do anything, so its not like I was dodging something.
Then I heard it, the inevitable question called out from the other room.
"Is it halftime yet?"
"Yeah, the first half just ended," I said, dreading the upcoming task.
Then she walked into the room, and it was like the world had gone upside down. I looked up to see my lovely wife sashay into the room wearing a knockout silky red number that showed off her great figure and long legs. She walked slowly in front of me on the couch, between me and the long forgotten halftime show, giving me a different kind of show, moving slowly in the dark room and letting her hands drift slowly here and there over her body.
As shock gave way to arousal, I felt a stirring in my jeans at the completely unexpected show. Without a word, she came in close to the couch, got down on her knees, and brought her hands up to massage the front of my jeans.
In seconds she had worked my jeans open and had her hands giving my shaft a vigorous workout, and before I could collect myself enough to close my wide open mouth she had taken me in her mouth, and her head moved rhythmically up and down as she let my shaft run in and out of her mouth. I was still too stunned to move but just sat there watching her perform a passionate, old fashioned cock sucking.
Almost before I had gathered a complete realization of what was happening, I felt myself building to an intense orgasm, and as I moaned and watched my surging cock slide across my wife's hungry lips I could feel the release shooting warm loads into her mouth. She took it all, swallowed every bit, and continued to lightly lick and suck my cock as it slowly lost its hardness.
And then, as quickly and unexpectedly as it started, my wife smiled, stood up, and looked at me lying spent on the couch. And then said a most unexpected thing:
"Enjoy the second half," she said smiling. Then she walked out of the room.
My eyes watched her leave the room, and then they slid back over the television, where the teams were just lining up for the second half. As I sat there trying to find my wits I had the sudden realization that my clever wife had just delivered a fantasy that was so good I had never even thought about it before—the halftime blow job. No strings attached, just a fast, neat blow job and then back to the game. It didn't matter what happened in the second half, it was the best football game I'd ever sat through.
*
Writer's note: Husbands, send this to your wives. Wives, do this for your husbands. I don't think you can imagine how much they'll appreciate it!
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A friend of mine recently built a little townhome neighborhood near my house, and as a favor I agreed to sit in the model home once a week as an on site agent of sorts. It was a five hour open house gig once a week, and if anyone bought one of the places during my shift I would get a piece of the sale. The model home where I spent my time was really nice, well furnished with a couch, a television and a refrigerator, so it wasn't much different than being at home.
Each building had two units, and the units shared a back deck, separated by a rail. The model home was adjacent to the only occupied unit in the whole complex, which would eventually have 40 units but currently only had three built. The idea was to sell a few and then build more.
What I quickly discovered was that my friend had missed the turn on the housing boom, and the only thing I did during my shift was try and stay awake.
Early on, I did discover a side benefit - the girl who lived in the unit next to the model home was very hot. Young and athletic with a nice tan contrasting her short blond hair, she had a great body and a super smile. One of the first days I came to the site she was pulling up in the adjacent driveway with her roommate, who was also a hottie, so I went over and introduced myself. Their names were Nina and Lacie, and they were nice and friendly, and, as I mentioned, they were both hot.
Over time I noticed that Lacie was often not around, and I surmised that maybe she worked out of town. Nina was frequently there, and it became my past time to watch for her coming and going. I could sit on the couch and look out the front window, and it got to the point where every time she would walk out and get in the car I would find myself holding my breath watching her get in the car. I was pretty bored, so I started to develop some fantasies about my neighbor.
One day I was standing at the window looking through the blinds, and I heard the door on her place shut and saw her walk out. She had on some shorts and a top that revealed a lot of skin, nothing tawdry but very nice to watch. I figured she was going to get in the car and leave, but instead she pulled out a car vac and started cleaning out the car. I was caught between standing there and acting like I wasn't staring at her or moving away from the window and maybe catching her attention, so I stood there for a while just watching, not knowing for sure whether she could see me watching her or not. A few times she would look up toward the window, but never for long. She left for awhile and I went upstairs, where I could look down through the blinds and do some serious looking, at an angle she wouldn't be able to see me.
As I watched her move around the car, I started to get the impression that she was putting on a show. She kept adjusting her top, leaning in to show off her body, and looking toward the windows on my side of the townhome. At one point I walked downstairs and acted like I had just happened to get up to walk by the window, and I was sure she looked into the window and smiled.
Or maybe it was just bored imagination. I'd been reading too much Literotica.
The next time I was there, it was a sunny day but not too hot, and I was tired of watching television. I had figured out early on that I could sit out back on the deck and see any traffic that came into the place. I would even have time to throw on my shirt in the unlikely event a customer pulled up. So I got a cool drink and a magazine and settled into a comfortable chair on the deck facing the entry to the complex.
I was out there about 15 minutes when I heard the sliding glass door on the adjoining unit open up, and my very attractive blond neighbor walked out in a pair of shorts and a bikini top. The whole deck was only about 20 feet across, so it would be hard to pretend not to notice her. We waved and chatted a bit about the weather, and how bad sales were, and a few other things I don't recall because I was too distracted looking at her great legs. Once again, I was getting the sense that Nina was flirting a bit, but maybe I was reading into it.
Then she asked me to put some lotion on her back, and I suddenly felt like the field had changed. I tried to keep my hands steady as I rubbed some lotion into her back and shoulders, and she gave me a smile of appreciation that made my knees weak. I didn't even realize it but I had developed a hard on, and by the time I did I was in an awkward way to try and hide it, but I leaned back against my side of the railing to ease the tent back.
I can't remember exactly what I said, but it was something about how it seemed like it was getting a little warmer out, and her response was something like "yes," with a long pause, and then "it is".
Out of the corner of my eye, to my total surprise and disdain, I saw a car pull up to the entrance to the development. They hesitated for a moment, trying to decide whether to come in and check out the model home, and apparently they didn't hear my screaming brain waves, because they pulled in and started the drive up to the model home.
"I've got a customer," I said, pulling my shirt on.
She smiled, gave a little finger wave, and wished me luck.
For the next hour I had to deal with a couple of transplanted Yankees who spent most of the time providing me information on what a shitty townhouse it was. I came close to just asking them to leave a few times, but you don't want to lose a buyer in a market like this, so I patiently played the sales game with them until they finally left, with the suggestion that they would think about it, which means no. After they left I went out and looked on the back deck but my leggy neighbor was gone, and my shift ended about thirty minutes later.
For the next week I sat around at home building a fantasy around what may have happened. By the time my next shift came around I had convinced myself that it was all in my head.
Ten minutes into my shift, there was a soft knock on the door to the model home and in walks Nina my blonde haired neighbor, holding a plate of food covered by aluminum foil.
"Hey, I thought you could use some cookies for your open house," she said with a smile.
I was once again too stunned by how hot she was to think of anything clever to say. Her figure was perfect and her tanned, toned legs were beyond perfect.
"Thanks, those will be great for all the buyers who don't come," I said. "I'll put them in the kitchen."
She followed me in to the kitchen area and I set the cookies down on the counter.
"I love the way you've decorated the model," she said looking around. "Very nice."
"Let me give you the full tour," I said, my mouth going a bit dry.
I showed her around the place, jokingly acting like the sales agent I was supposed to be, espousing the benefits of home ownership and low money down options. We walked around the downstairs and then went upstairs, touring the bedrooms and ending in the master, where she looked out the window that overlooked her side of the carport and remarked at the view.
I laughed, wondering if she knew just how good.
"I could never buy this place," she said coyly.
"Really, what is it, would you rather have a two bedroom, or a bigger kitchen?"
She smiled as she walked by me out of the room. "The bed's too small."
I felt my stomach drop a bit as I tried to find the gumption to walk back downstairs. By the time I had caught up with her, she was in the kitchen and had taken the wrap off the cookies.
"Have one," she said. "They're my favorite."
She handed one to me, and my doubts about her flirting diminished. She had made the cookies in the shape of a penis, and as I stood there gaping in the kitchen she raised the "head" of one of the cookies up to her mouth and gracefully brought her lips and tongue together to pleasure that cookie in ways you can't imagine.
What happened next is pretty predictable. She had opened the door and I was only to obliged to fill it. I cancelled the open house for the day and we had sex in nearly every room of the model. Some of the closets were too small. But this is not the interesting part of the story.
The interesting thing is that it was all a fantasy that I had being bored at the model home, so I wrote up the elaborate version and submitted it as a story to Literotica. The interesting part comes later.
So two weeks after the story came online I was sitting on the back deck, trying to kill time, when the girl next door shows up on the deck, looking great in shorts and a bikini top. I was chuckling to myself as we chatted, thinking of the irony of it, and then, she hands me her lotion and asks me to put some on her back.
Whoa, I thought, this is like some twilight zone episode. I was more than happy to oblige, and I had to admit that actually doing it was better than the fantasy. The one downside was that it was hotter in reality, and I was starting to work up a sweat, so when I finished I absent mindedly remarked that I was going to go in for a while, because it was getting kind of hot.
"Yes," she says, with a pause. "It is."
The words were ringing in my ears as I walked through the sliding glass door, and the cold air inside hit me as a cold chill went down my spine. What the hell was going on? Was I dreaming? Is she reading my mind or something? I was in the kitchen splashing cold water on my face when she walked in. She was holding a plate. With foil over the top.
"I made cookies for your open house," she said.
Now my mind was in full seizure. I had written the story while sitting in the model, had she hacked into my computer? Not likely. Was I going insane? Much more likely.
She set the cookies on the counter and I stared at her. I must've looked demented, but she just smiled.
"Aren't you going to have one? They're my favorite."
My eyes got bigger as I watched her slowly pull bag the aluminum foil covering the cookies. I had completely stopped breathing by now, and I could hardly think. Her hands reached under the foil and pulled out a cookie.
Round. Looked like chocolate chip.
I exhaled in some weird combination of relief and regret, smiled and took the cookie. She took one out for herself and took a bite. She noted my reaction.
"You seemed like you were expecting something else," she said.
"No, chocolate chip is great," I said. "They're delicious."
"Well, I have to be honest with you," she said with a smile. "I really don't know how to make a penis shaped cookie."
Bang. Heart stop.
She took a half step toward me and her lips met mine. I felt her push me back into the counter.
"The door is open, people will come in..." I started to say.
"I locked it," she said, as she pulled my shirt off and her lips moved down my chest.
"The sign for the open house, people will..."
"I took it down," she said, as her hands unbuckled my belt.
"I don't..." I started to say, and then she took me into her mouth. "Oh my God."
Instead of holding an open house, we had sex in nearly every room in the house, pretty much following the script to the letter, so it was like having your greatest fantasy played out for you in real time. Nina was insatiable, and her hot body and sexiness kept me going hard all afternoon. By the time we collapsed on the too-small bed in the master bedroom, I was in a semi conscious state. As we lay there together enjoying the moment, I started to formulate the obvious explanation.
"So, I guess you read my story on Literotica," I said with a smile.
"No, I didn't," she said. "My roommate did, she told me about it."
That news had almost sunken in when Nina continued.
"She thought it was a great story," she said. "But she wants to be included in the sequel."
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It wasn't so bad that Maria's boyfriend Tim had announced that he wanted to break up, she had sort of expected it. It wasn't even so bad that he had done it two days before her 25th birthday. The part that really made her upset was what he gave as the reason — that for the past year, he had just felt really unlucky about everything in his life, and he felt like making a change would fix that.
Maria tried to fight off the tears as she recounted the story to her best friend Teri. As was customary between the two, the minute after Tim broke up with her she had gone straight to Teri's house, and Teri had sat her down on the couch and gave her the standard ex-boyfriend speech, about how he just wasn't right for her anyway. She had just about gotten her calmed down when Teri's husband Dan came in from work. He was smiling and had a hop to his step until he saw the two women on the couch.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
"Tim broke up with Maria," said Teri. "She's having a tough time."
"I'm sorry Maria, but he never seemed quite right for you anyway," said Dan.
The girls couldn't help but smile and nod, they had both just said the same thing.
"He said he thought I was ... unlucky," said Maria, and she couldn't help but start to cry again.
"Unlucky?" said Dan. He got an odd look in his eye. "Teri, can I talk to you a second in the kitchen?"
Teri nodded warily, hesitant to leave her friend on the couch, and she and Dan stepped into the kitchen out of earshot. Maria was just beginning to feel uncomfortable and wondering if she should leave when they walked back in the room. They both had goofy smiles now.
"Maria, I think that your luck is about to change," said Dan.
Teri couldn't wait to chime in. "Dan just landed a really big contract at work, and he was getting ready to surprise us — he had bought four airplane tickets to Vegas for this weekend!"
Maria's mouth dropped open but she couldn't think to speak.
"We were going to ask you and Tim to join us, but it looks like he's out," Dan said. "But we would really like for you to come with us, it will help get your mind off it."
Maria looked at Teri. She really wanted to take the trip but she didn't want to be a third wheel either. Teri walked over and gave her a hug.
"We really want you to come with us," she said. "We're not taking no for an answer."
Maria smiled and thought to herself that even if her boyfriend was a turd, she had great friends.
"Count me in," she said.
Maria thought it was great to be asked, but was reserved about being in the way. Teri thought it would be great to have a female along for shopping and other girl stuff. Dan thought it might be bad to have an emotional scene all weekend, but on the other hand Maria was a looker and generally fun to be around.
Two days after the fateful breakup, the trio was at the airport. Dan was having a long discussion at the ticket counter, and Maria began to get apprehensive that there might be a problem.
"Well girls, I have some bad news," said Dan. "We've had a change of plan."
Maria could feel her stomach churn. Maybe she was unlucky. But then Dan couldn't hold back anymore and started grinning.
"We got bumped up to first class..." he said. "..because its Maria's birthday!"
After a round of chastising Dan for making them nervous and high fives for their good fortune, they were off to Vegas—in first class. By the time they arrived at the hotel in Vegas, they were in high spirits from the complimentary champagne, but then they ran into another problem at the front desk. Dan had originally booked two rooms, and then tried to change one room to a single since Maria was going to be alone. Somehow the single room didn't get registered and the hotel was completely booked.
Dan was in the midst of asking the hotel clerk for names of other hotels when another clerk came and whispered something into his ear. He nodded and smiled.
"Well, it seems that you are in luck," he said. "We've had a cancellation in one of our top floor suites, and we're going to upgrade you to that if its ok. It has a main bedroom and an additional private suite with a very comfortable couch. Why don't we take you up and show you the room, and if its ok we'll set you up there."
Watching the smug attitude of the hotel clerk, it was easy to imagine that the top floor suite was going to be something special. He had every right to be smug.
The room was fabulous, huge and elegantly decorated, and just as he mentioned it had an adjoining room with a couch that suited Maria just fine. In the main part of the room there were marble steps leading up to a fabulous jacuzzi tub large enough for a half dozen people.
Dan smiled at the clerk.
"I think we'll take it," he said.
"I thought you would," laughed the clerk.
By the time they had settled into their fabulous new digs it was getting late into the afternoon, so the trio got dressed up to hit the casinos. The three were such good friends that it wasn't at all uncomfortable to be sharing a room, though Maria worried that her presence might be weird for them should they decide to get a little wild. Teri was glad that her friend was with her in the room, it would have been tough for Maria to be by herself. Dan couldn't help but notice that when they got ready to go out, both ladies went with a much sexier look than was normal for them. He couldn't help but feel a bit of pride that he would be walking around in Vegas with a pair of lovely ladies on his arm.
The casino was hopping by the time they got there, and they spent some time playing slots, at the black jack table, and then craps. Amazingly, they were all on incredible winning streaks—especially Maria. She hit a $1,000 jackpot in the slots, got on a ridiculous run of good luck scoring black jacks, and then became everybody's favorite roller at the craps table. The drinks were flowing and the three were having a huge time. Maria had long since forgotten about Tim by the time they called it a night. They were walking toward the exit when Maria put down $100 on a whim at the Roulette Table. On the number "3" in honor of her group. A $100 bet on a single number at the Roulette Wheel is a 35-1 payout. It never happens. But it did. All told, Maria walked out of the casino with over $5,000 in winnings in one night!
They stumbled into the massive suite, laughing and shouting about their good fortune. If you've ever had a hot night at the casino, you know that you tend to drink too much when you do, and all three were blistered. When Teri came into the room her eyes fell immediately on the jacuzzi tub.
"We have got to try that out tonight," she blurted out, before realizing that it wasn't just her and Dan in the room.
"You guys go ahead," said Maria. "I think I'll turn in."
Maria thought it would've been great to join her friends, but she didn't want to be in the way. Teri felt bad about excluding her friend. Dan thought about how awesome it would be to have two lovely ladies with him in the hot tub. And it was Dan who spoke up.
"No way are you ditching us, you probably want to go back down to the casino and make more money," he laughed. "Throw on your bathing suit, we're going swimming."
Maria looked at Teri for approval and she got a wink and a whoop. "We'll see you in five minutes," she said.
Five minutes later the tub was ready, warmly lit with candles, and Dan and Teri were already enjoyed a warm water massage when Maria opened her door and walked over to the tub. Dan had seen Maria in a bathing suit many times before, but he had never realized just how sexy she looked. She was wearing a black two piece that showed off her tanned athletic legs, and as he watched her step into the tub he made notice of her toned abdomen and the elegant curve of her breasts. Teri and Maria had always been about the same size and shape, but Teri was a light skinned blonde and Maria had a dark complexion and jet black hair.
As Dan watched the two girls laughing and pouring champagne, he suddenly became aware that he was in a hot tub in Vegas with two beautiful women, and despite the fact that he had always looked at Maria as nothing more than a great friend, there was an unavoidable sexual tension in the air. He silently told his cock to settle down, that Teri would never go for it. He was on one side of the tub leaning back against the side, and the two girls were on the other, and he resigned himself to just enjoy the view. The champagne and the hot water were combining to steam his brain and he could hardly keep up with what the girls were talking about, but above the bubbling noise he could sense that they were laughing about how it was more fun without Tim being there. Then they were looking at him and whispering to each other. He couldn't tell what they were saying so he just looked at them with a goofy smile.
Then the two girls moved over to his side of the tub, on either side of him. He felt dizzy being sandwiched between two hotties.
"Dan, Maria and I were just talking about men, and we wanted you to know something," said Teri. "We think it is really terrific of you to take us to Vegas."
"I really can't tell you how much this means to me," added Maria. "If I weren't here I'd probably be at home watching a marathon of sad movies on the Lifetime channel."
It may have been the alcohol, or the fact that Maria had a sudden swelling of emotion, but instinctively, Maria leaned in a kissed Dan warmly on the cheek. As she pulled away she had another surge of emotion, mostly due to the realization of where they were and what had just happened, and she felt her face go flush.
Dan's goofy grin never really wavered, and Teri, realizing that her friend was blushing, came to the rescue.
"He's definitely a great guy," she said laughing and she leaned in and gave him a warm kiss on the other cheek.
That gave Maria a chance to recover her emotions a bit, and she smiled at them both. "I love you guys, you're the best."
She leaned over Dan and gave Teri a hug and a kiss, and for an instant Dan thought he might be dreaming. Then Maria stood up and announced, "Now it is time for me to go to bed."
Maria thought she might be in the way. Teri felt bad that her friend had to be alone. Dan could only think about the image of Maria standing beside him, watching the water drip off her in the glow of the candlelight, and seeing that her nipples were showing through her suit.
Maria walked through the adjoining room door and had to stop to collect herself. The hot tub, the alcohol, the undeniable sexual tension, and the emotional state she was in had her weak in the knees. She had also realized out of the blue that she was incredibly horny, and as she changed out of her suit she couldn't help but admire herself in front of the full length mirror, and as gently massaged herself with her fingers she imagined she was doing it in front of Dan and Teri.
But no, they were friends, she thought as she shook off the thought. She pulled on a t-shirt coverup and was about to climb into bed when she stopped. She walked over to the door and cracked it open just enough to look through. What she saw took her breath away.
Both Teri and Dan were in the tub facing her, fully nude. Dan was sitting on the side of the tub and Teri was leaned with her back against him, and she could tell by the look on Teri's face that Dan's cock was buried deep inside her. They moved together in the candlelight, beautiful and slow, and occasionally Teri would lean back and they would kiss. Maria could feel her mouth water as she watched their tongues move together. Though they were good friends, Maria could not remember a time when she had seen Teri nude, and she could hardly believe how perfectly shaped the breasts were that Dan caressed. She had never seen Dan nude either, and when Teri stood up to turn around, she could not help but look at his long, lean, tanned body. She also couldn't stop herself from taking a long look at his beautiful hard cock, and when he leaned back and closed his eyes and Teri got on her knees and took him in her mouth, Maria suddenly realized that one of her fingers had found its way into her mouth. She stood at the door, completely mesmerized by the scene, unable to look away but feeling a building guilt for her invasion of privacy. Her eyes were fixed on Teri's mouth as it slid slowly up and down on Dan's long hard cock. She became so hypnotized by the scene that she didn't notice when Dan opened his eyes. When she did look up at his smiling face she realized with a shudder that his eyes were no longer closed, and she couldn't tell for sure in the dim candlelight, but it appeared that he was looking directly at her. For the second time that night she felt a rush of blood fill her face. She resisted the urge to jump and slowly and quietly closed the door. She was struggling to convince herself that he hadn't seen her watching, embarrassed at herself for watching her friends have sex, and incredibly turned on. She lay quietly on the couch, her ear to the wall, listening to the soft moans in the other room, and she did not go to sleep for a long, long time.
Which was unfortunate, because Teri was ready to roll by 9 am the next morning, banging on the door and insisting that Maria get her ass in gear. Teri had set the two up for a few hours in the spa in the morning and then planned an afternoon of shopping, or, as Dan put it, "a winnings tax." Dan was a bit hungover, or at least pretended to be, because the last two things he wanted to do in Vegas was go to a spa and go shopping. All three pretended like nothing awkward had happened the night before, and Maria felt relieved that maybe Dan had not seen her watching after all.
By the time they had gone through a facial, pedicure and massage, the girls were feeling relaxed and happy, and with Maria's big casino score they were ready for a shopping spree. Maria insisted on paying for everything, pointing out that if it weren't for her friends she wouldn't even be there. Something about being in Vegas had affected their shopping decisions, and it seemed like every time they made a purchase, the outfit was a little bit sexier than the last one. They even stopped into a lingerie store and got some very sexy outfits, though Maria got a bit down when she realized that there would really be no one to show it off too.
It was late in the afternoon before they made it back to the hotel room, so they stopped to get a few bottles of wine. When they walked in the hotel room, Dan was stretched out on the couch napping. During the girl's outing he had gotten some sun at the pool, had a leisurely lunch, played some blackjack and just generally chilled out at the room, so he was well rested. He laughed out loud when he saw the girls holding a dozen shopping bags each, and insisted on taking a look at what they had bought.
"Man, I can't wait to see how these look," he said with a smile. "I think maybe we need a little fashion show here."
The girls could hardly wait to show off the new clothes, so they slipped into Maria's room with a bottle of wine for courage and tried on one of their new outfits. Dan was quite appreciative when they came out and sauntered around the room in their sexy new clothes, and he clapped and hooted and called for more.
Each time the girls went into the adjacent room, Maria would watch Teri out of the corner of her eye, remembering how hot she had looked in the tub the night before. She couldn't help but sense that Teri was watching her undressing too, and they both seemed to be in a touchy-feely mood when they would help each other get dressed. The wine was flowing.
Dan was drinking his share as well, and every time the girls came out his eyes were getting bigger. Both girls could see his increasing appreciation, and they were really enjoying giving him a show. Each showing involved a little more swirl, a little more interaction with each other, a little more teasing of him.
Dan had started losing count of the outfits, but he immediately realized his favorite outfits so far when Maria came out with a short silky red dress and Teri came out with a similar black dress. They were truly a vision to behold, and they knew it. Both dresses showed off their long lean legs, and the silky fabric made their shapely breasts look utterly fabulous. Making the show even better was the way the girls mercilessly teased Dan, standing close together and posing with their hands touching each other in a variety of fun, but very provocative poses.
"This..." said Dan unsteadily, "is the greatest fashion show I've ever seen."
The girls laughed and then Maria remembered something.
"Say, you got Dan something, maybe he should give us a fashion show too," she said. She had no sooner gotten the words out when she wished she could have them back. The wine had gone to her head, and she had gone overboard.
But Teri thought the idea was splendid, and she reached into one of the bags and tossed a pair of silky boxer shorts to Dan.
"Now its your turn sport, we want you to give us a show," she said.
Both Teri and Maria burst out laughing knowing that Dan would never model sexy boxer shorts in front of them. They were wrong.
Dan stepped into the bathroom, and minutes later the door came open and there he was, giving a macho pose. The girls had sat down on the couch, and they howled and hooted at Teri's half naked husband. He was a good sport, sashaying back and forth in front of them on the couch, making them giggle so hard they had to hold onto each other to keep from falling off the couch.
"You girls are crazy," he said. "Where did you get these anyway?"
He picked up the bag from the lingerie store and pulled out a handful of silk and lace that he wasn't even sure was designed to be clothes. He held them up and looked at the girls.
"Now this, I've got to see," he said.
The girls looked at each other and their eyes got big, and then they burst out laughing. They jumped up in glee and grabbed the outfits out of his hand and ran for the changing room.
Maria thought it was wonderful that Dan was admiring her body, it made her feel special. Teri thought it was wonderful that Maria was having fun and Dan was too. Dan thought that if they came out of that room dressed in that lingerie he was probably going to have a heart attack.
Both girls had gotten the giggles as they changed into their outfits. They had to help each other put them on, and they had almost reached the point where they had stopped pretending that they didn't enjoy having their hands on each other. Teri had selected a shear black teddy with garters and panty hose. Maria had chosen a lacy off white bra and panty set, and because she wasn't quite ready to be that naked in front of her friend's husband, a short, silky white kimono that showed off her legs.
During the wait, Dan had turned down the lights and turned on some candles, but he honestly did not expect they would have the nerve to give him a lingerie fashion show. Still, a man can dream.
And then the door opened slowly. The changing room was dark, so Dan couldn't see inside from his vantage point on the couch, but slowly he saw two shapes emerge, and the shapes were unspeakably awesome. His wife's shear black teddy was see through except for the lace around the chest and groin, and the garters and hose were completely stunning. But though he tried not to be, he was much more captivated by the vision of Maria. Her silky kimono was loosely tied, and as she moved he could see the frilly lace of her bra and panties against her tan skin. Both the bra and panty had a lacey bow tie on the front, and Dan was mesmerized watching the lace drift back and forth as she walked.
At first Maria kept her head down and seemed a little nervous, but as she grew more comfortable that Dan and Teri were enjoying it she got into it more. She and Teri walked back and forth in front of Dan on an imaginary runway, and each time they passed one another Maria would gain confidence from Teri's smile. Teri didn't mind one bit that her husband was enjoying watching Maria's body.



As Dan sat mesmerized, Maria came over close to the couch and her hands slipped underneath the silky kimono and she slowly pulled the robe partially open for Dan to enjoy the outfit underneath. At first she held her gaze up so she didn't have to look at him, but eventually she became bold enough to watch him looking at her.
As she held the pose, Teri came up behind her, and Maria felt Teri's hands come up on her shoulders.
"I think this outfit might look better without the robe," she said. "What do you think Dan?"
Dan couldn't speak for obvious reasons, so he just nodded. Teri's hands slipped the robe off Maria's shoulders, and the silky material fell away onto the floor. Maria stood there nearly naked in front of her best friend's husband, and she had never felt such a thrilling arousal.
Teri moved around beside her and smiled at her husband. "I think Dan definitely likes it better off," she said.
At about the same time, Maria and Dan followed Teri's eyes to the front of Dan's boxers, which had turned into a massive tent without him even realizing it. Teri was really enjoying the slow torture she was putting on her husband.
"I really like the frilly look of this bra," she said softly, and she moved her hand slowly and deliberately over the top of Maria's chest, and then she let her hand drift back underneath, lightly touching her breasts. The touch was electric for Maria, who closed her eyes and tilted her head back.
Teri moved back behind Maria and her hands came around to the front of her panties. "I like the panties too, but I think they look better with a higher angle," she said, and she gripped the panties on the sides and pulled them up slightly higher. After she let go of the panties, she let her hands drift over Maria's stomach, lightly touching her as her hands moved up higher and again softly touched her breasts.
Maria had lost control. Teri had lost control but was in control. Dan was biting his tongue to maintain control.
Teri moved back around Maria slowly, admiring her outfit. "I wonder what would make this fashion show even better for Dan?" she asked. She pretended to be thinking. "I'll bet that he would really like it if his star models kissed each other, right in front of him."
Maria turned her head to look at Teri. Even though Maria had never romantically kissed a girl, and had never even thought about it with Teri, the passion to do it now was undeniable. Her hands came up to Teri's waist, as Teri's hands moved around Maria, and they pulled each other into an embrace and kissed, softly at first, lightly touching, then deeper, more passionate. Their tongues intertwined and their hands caressed each other and It seemed to go on forever, until finally they separated and looked into each other's eyes. Almost as an afterthought, Teri turned to look down at her husband on the couch. His hands had subconsciously moved to the font of his boxers.
Teri smiled at him on the couch and then looked back at Maria. "Maybe we should get a little closer to Dan so he can enjoy watching us kissing more," she said softly.
Maria did not hesitate. The two moved over to the couch and kneeled down on either side of Dan's legs. Each one put a hand on Dan's thigh to steady themselves, and then began kissing again. Teri's hand moved slowly up Dan's thigh, over the boxer. She carefully avoided touching his hot stiff cock as her hand drifted further up and caressed his stomach. Maria stopped kissing Teri for a moment and watched her hand move from Dan's stomach to thigh, and she tentatively followed with the same motion.
Dan was in paradise and utter agony at the same time, as the girls stroked their hands up and down, dragging slowly over his silky new shorts and getting closer and closer each time to his incredibly hard cock. Finally Teri's used her index finger to very lightly trace the outline of his cock, smiling at Maria as she did it, and Maria took the initiative to use her index finger to very lightly trace the outline of his balls. Dan had become completely sure this was a dream, and he fought hard to not wake up.
Then Teri leaned forward and lightly kissed the top of Dan's cock through the boxers, and then pulled back and smiled at Maria. "Your turn," she said.
Maria couldn't believe this was happening, but after seeing Dan's beautiful cock from the night before, she could hardly turn down the invitation. She leaned down and lightly kissed his cock. It felt so good to feel his hardness on her lips that she couldn't resist doing it again, this time staying a little longer. The passion of the moment made her dizzy, and she turned her face and used her cheek to caress the length of his cock as she pulled away.
Teri felt a wave of emotion as she saw her best friend become lost in the passion by her husband's cock. It was the most erotic thing she'd ever seen, and she wanted more.
"We should try this without the boxers, don't you think?" said Teri softly, to no one in particular. Dan immediately began to nod, and Maria's eyes got big. She was dying to see Dan's cock up close, and aching to touch him with her mouth. As Teri slowly pulled the boxer's down, Maria's eyes never left Dan's hard cock, and she felt her mouth water at the thought of it.
Teri reached up and wrapped her fingers around the base of her husband's cock and pulled it up to full attention and looked over at her best friend. "Would you like to kiss it?" she asked.
Maria looked wide eyed from Teri to Dan and back to Dan's cock. She knew that they wanted her to, and she wanted to more than anything. Her eyes were still transfixed on that beautiful cock, she nodded slowly and brought her lips slowly and deliberately to softly kiss the side of the purple head. The feeling of skin meeting skin was indescribable, and she moved her head around to kiss another side, and then yet another spot. Then she could resist no longer, and her lips came down over the head of his cock and she tasted the warmth of his precum. When she pulled back, she let her tongue linger behind, and she let it gracefully circle the head of his cock.
Maria wanted to suck his cock so bad she could hardly stand it. Teri wanted to watch her best friend suck her husband's cock so bad she could hardly stand it. Dan's cock was doing all the thinking for Dan now, and I think we all know what it wanted.
All it took from Teri was a simple nod, they all knew what everyone wanted, and Maria brought her aching mouth onto Dan's aching cock with unbridled passion. While Maria ran her mouth and lips up and down the length of his rigid shaft, Teri kissed Dan's torso, chest, neck and eventually met at the lips, where the deep, passionate kiss told them they were both ok with what was happening. Dan did not last long, though as hot as he was he was surprised he lasted as long as he did. Teri was licking his lower abdomen and watching Maria suck his cock and tickle his balls, so he had every right to loose it. In the explosion that ensued both girls got a little gooey with the overflow. Maria licked the cum off Teri's face and Teri returned the favor, and soon the two girls were back to kissing one another.
Teri stopped and pulled back and smiled at Maria. "I think its time to give Maria a little pleasure," she said slyly. She pulled Maria to her feet and then had her lay back on Dan on the couch. Dan's strong arms came around her in an embrace and his hands found her breasts and he began to lightly play with them. Meanwhile, Teri had pulled off Maria's frilly white panties and had positioned herself between her legs. She kissed her way up Maria's thighs and then her mouth found her warm, very wet pussy. Teri had never tasted another woman, never even thought about the mechanics of going down on a woman, but she knew what she liked and it didn't take her long to figure out how to do it. She could tell because as her tongue found Maria's clit she could feel her body react, with a combination of writhing and moaning. Maria had never had a woman go down on her, and it became immediately apparent that Teri was good at it. Her experience was considerably enhanced by having the warm body of Dan behind her, and feeling his hands caress her body. Before long he had worked her bra off, and Maria lay naked on top of Dan, her best friends' tongue and hands bringing her to unbelievable heights of pleasure. Another sensation that she couldn't help but notice was that Dan's cock had quickly sprung back to life, and she could fee the hard rod on her lower back.
Maria had never really thought about being intimate with her best friends before this weekend, but she was amazed at how completely comfortable she felt. Her arms moved up behind Dan's head, and she turned her head and kissed him. She could feel Dan's cock grow harder still, and she pushed herself higher onto him, so that now his cock was closer to her ass. While she was loving the tongue thrashing she was getting from Teri, she had a warm, soft place that she was dying to fill.
Teri seemed to sense her desire, and took a break to push her up a little higher on Dan's body, and as she did, Dan's cock sprung out between Maria's legs. Without hesitation, Teri did what you would expect a good friend to do in such a situation, she took her husband's hard cock and slid it inside her best friend, took a moment to enjoy the gasp of pleasure from the two of them, and then set in to work licking her husband's cock and her best friend's clit almost simultaneously. Maria had never imagined the kind of pleasure she was feeling, and it wasn't long before she experienced an orgasm so mind blowing that she had to roll off Dan and fall headlong into Teri's arms on the floor. The two girls laid on the floor in a soft embrace, kissing each other gently, while Maria pulled her brains back together and Dan enjoyed the show. After a while, Maria sat up and declared that it was time for Teri to get some attention.
The trio moved over to the big bed and Teri laid back in the middle, with Maria on one side and Dan on the other. The two friends slowly removed the sexy lingerie and then went to work, spreading kisses up and down Teri's lovely body. Maria could hardly wait to return the favor of Teri's incredible oral sex performance, and it wasn't long before her head was positioned between Teri's legs and her tongue was busy making Teri writhe and moan. While Maria went down on Teri, Dan alternated between passionately kissing his beautiful wife and taking long breaks just to watch the two beautiful women. Teri was so lost in passion that she could barely see, but somehow her hand found her husband's cock and she pulled him up to her mouth. Maria had the opportunity to enjoy quite a show, going down on her best friend while watching her suck her husband's fabulous cock.
After a while they switched places, with Dan moving down to slide his cock into his wife's pussy while Maria moved up and started kissing her breasts and mouth. Maria also couldn't help but stop periodically to watch the erotic show of her best friends making love. Eventually Teri rolled over to get on top, and Maria straddled Dan's chest and made out with Teri as she moved slowly up and down on Dan's stiff cock. Watching Maria's beautiful back and feeling her hot wet pussy on his chest soon became too much for Dan to resist, and he slid Maria backwards until her ass was in his face and his tongue was buried in her pussy. They maintained that triangle for what seemed like hours, the two girls making out on top as Dan buried his cock in one and his tongue in the other. All three came together in a simultaneous orgasm that had arms and legs going every direction as they collapsed in a tangled, laughing heap off the side of the bed.
When they found the strength, they climbed back into the bed, and the three curled up together and went to sleep without speaking a word.
Maria woke up wondering where she was, and when she realized she was in bed with her best friends, she felt an odd mixture of apprehension and warmth. She was also overwhelmed with memories of the most incredible night of sex she'd ever had. Teri woke up worrying that she had endangered the friendship of her best friend. She was also thinking that her best friend was a fabulous kisser. Dan woke up with two beautiful women in the bed and a hard on, and he didn't really think about anything else.
Dan stumbled into the expansive stand up shower after mumbling a good morning. After a short time Teri came in to join him, and the two of them had a short conversation that established that they were still ok with everything that had happened last night, even now that they were sober. They were laughing and joking when Maria came in to brush her teeth. There was a hesitation in the shower, and then some whispering, and then the shower door came open.
"Join us?" asked Dan.
Several hours later the trio of friends arrived home at the airport, collected their bags and packed into the car, Dan in the front seat and the girls in the back. Dan was getting ready to start the car when he stopped and turned to face that back seat.
"Maria, Teri and I were talking earlier," he started. "Now that you and Tim have broken up, you are not going to have a place to stay, and, well... if you'd like a place to stay, we'd love it if you would stay with us."
Maria was thinking she was the luckiest girl in the world. Teri was thinking how they would rearrange the house to accommodate Maria. I think we all know what Dan was thinking...
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It was the morning after the second visit by our friend Nick the Stripper, and despite the fact that my whole body should have been sore, I woke up with a throbbing woody, fueled by erotic memories and torrid fantasies of future visits. I was certain that my wife would be sharing my thoughts of passion to be—after all, she had spent the previous night totally enraptured. She had voraciously sucked Nick's cock as I looked on, and then she mounted him in a variety of positions, rubbing his cock up against her. While she had not removed her clothes, and had never taken Nick all the way, I was certain that she would wake up begging me to invite Nick back, and this time, do me the pleasure of fucking his brains out while I watched.
That's what I expected, but I was wrong. The wife woke up with a hangover, lingering regrets, and a firm resolve that she did not want Nick to come back.
To say I was surprised would be an understatement. To be fair, she had always told me that she drew the line at going all the way. But I knew she had really gotten comfortable with Nick, she knew that I wanted to see her take his cock, and when we went upstairs after he left she told me she wanted to fuck him.
Over time I discovered that the reason she didn't want Nick to come back was simple - she knew that if he came back, she would not be able to resist going all the way, and for whatever reason, she wasn't comfortable with that.
I was not about to try to make her do something she didn't want to do, but that did not keep me from fantasizing about it. During our lovemaking sessions over the next few months, the subject of Nick would come up from time to time. Since sometimes she brought it up, I had to think that she was thinking about it too.
One night we were indulged in one of my favorite bedroom games — watching her play with our life-like dildo — when she suddenly got an inquisitive look on her face.
"I wonder if Nick is bigger than this," she said, running her finger along the length of the dildo.
"I think he might be," I answered. I was interested to see where this might go.
"I'm not sure," she said. "I think he's about the same size you are."
"While I appreciate the suggestion, I think he's probably got me, size-wise," I said. "I think that dildo is about his size."
She nodded, eyeing the dildo and running her finger from top to bottom.
"Maybe we should start calling him Nick," I said, pointing to the dildo.
She smiled, knowing just how my mind works.
"Maybe so," she said. she lifted her friend up to her lips, closed her eyes and gave it a warm, wet, open mouth kiss. "I wonder if Nick would like this?"
"Mmmm," I responded, "I'm sure he would. I sure like watching it."
She spent the rest of the night teasing me mercilessly. She ran the dildo over her tits, and over her face, each time asking me if I thought Nick would like it. While I was going down on her, she was licking the dildo and calling it Nick.
At some point, I got my hand on the dildo, aka Nick, and turned on the vibrator and began running it over her body.
"I know Nick would like this," I said, rubbing it all over her as she purred with pleasure. I eased the dildo down between her legs and rubbed the vibrating tip on her clitoris. "I think he'd really like this."
She arched her back and I could tell she was getting into our fantasy. I tantalized her, moving the vibrating dildo up and down on her clit. When I knew she was on the edge, I went for it.
"I know he'd like to do this," I said, and I slipped the dildo slowly but firmly into her wetness, and I could feel her body convulsing in an orgasm as she took her imaginary lover deeply inside her.
So the dildo named Nick became a regular part of our bedroom play. Inevitably, the play would lead to me suggesting how much fun it would be if the real Nick could do what Nick the dildo could do. Despite the fact that I wanted it, she knew I wanted it, and she seemed to want it, she continued to use a woman's logic to refuse to allow the real Nick another visit. I had come to decide that it would take a miracle to get Nick back for another night of fun.
Luckily, miracles do happen. We were playing one of our bedroom games, where we play five card draw poker and the winner gets to choose the activity. I had won the last hand, and the activity I had chosen involved my wife masturbating with Nick the Dildo for my viewing pleasure. After that very erotic show, she was getting ready to deal the next hand, and I casually suggested that it sure would be fun to do that with the real Nick.
She laughed and nodded, but reminded me that if Nick came back she'd be forced to do something she didn't want to do. Then she carelessly made a fateful statement: "I 'll tell you what, if you get a royal straight flush, I'll make your fantasy come true."
For those of you who don't play poker, the odds of a royal straight flush is about 650,000 to 1. Unlikely. Impossible. And my newest fantasy. We both laughed it off, but my cards suddenly became important.
Two hands later I got two tens, and a jack and an ace of the same suit as one of the tens. The logical play was to hold the tens, but logic wasn't my goal. I held the three suited cards, and against impossible odds, drew the queen and king. When I laid down the royal straight flush, it was met with silence. Unless you count the noise from my smile.
"Well," she said slowly after a long silence. "I guess that we are destined to have Nick come back."
I could hardly believe it was going to happen again, but I wanted to be a good husband about it, so I told her that I didn't want her to do anything she didn't really want to do. She once again pointed out that she was absolutely not going to go all the way with Nick, but I sensed that she was doubting herself. After all, she had said herself that if he came back, she would not be able to stop herself.
So naturally I called Nick, like, the next morning, and he was excited to hear from me and open for the following weekend. When I told my wife that Nick was coming for a visit Saturday night, she got quiet, gave a slight smile, and said ok.
"Just remember," she said, "I'm not going all the way."
"Whatever you're comfortable with is fine by me," I said. My thoughts were somewhere else.
Saturday night rolled around quickly and I waited in the den with high expectations for my lovely wife. The last time Nick had paid a visit, she had stunned me by showing up in an incredibly sexy outfit, and I was looking for her to surpass that for tonight. I had the candles lit and the low music on, and I was already getting a boner.
But I was disappointed. She came down the stairs this time in a rather conservative black dress. She looked great, but it wasn't what I was expecting, and already I began to fear that she was serious about her limitations.
Before I had a chance to ask her to change, Nick showed up, and it was just like greeting an old friend. We chatted, shared some laughs and memories, drank some wine. My wife was noticeably reserved though. I had told Nick in advance about my wife's limits, but I had also suggested that she might be "flexible." He took me by surprise though, when he brought the arrangement out in the open.
"I heard that you didn't want to take things too far, and that's fine, I want you to be comfortable," he said. "Tonight, you are in control, you tell us what to do."
My wife seemed to perk up a bit at this idea. She was sitting in the middle of the couch and Nick and I were sitting across from her in separate chairs. She leaned back on the couch, crossed one sexy leg over the other and smiled.
"So I'm the boss," she said.
Nick and I smiled and nodded.
"Well then, I'm really looking forward to seeing that incredible body again," she said to Nick.
Nick smiled and rose to his feet, and within minutes he had worked off all his clothes and stood before her. It was summer and his skin was golden. She took her time looking at him from head to toe, taking her time to appreciate his semi-hard cock. She took a drink of wine.
"Ok, now you get undressed," she said, pointing to me mischievously.
This was not expected, and I felt a bit awkward trying to undress with half the showmanship that Nick had. It also felt a bit odd being naked with another guy standing right beside me.
The wife seemed to be enjoying it though, watching her two favorite men in front of her completely naked. She took her time checking us out as we awaited her next instruction. It would be another surprise.
She stood up from the couch, facing us and almost close enough to touch us. She looked at me and then she looked at Nick, and then she reached behind herself, unzipped her dress, and let it fall to the floor.
My heart skipped three beats as I looked at her incredibly sexy body clad in just a black lacy bra and thong. She once again let some time pass to allow the men to take her in.
"Now," she said slowly, "I want to see which one of you has the biggest cock."
I looked at Nick and he shrugged. Maybe we were both beginning to doubt putting the woman in charge.
She slowly knelt down in front of the two of us and before we knew what was happening, she had taken one cock in each hand and was stroking us as she pulled us together. Maybe it was the surprise element or maybe being so close to another naked dude, but neither of us was fully erect. She pulled us together very close for comparison.
"Hmm, its pretty close," she said, studying us closely. "I think both of you could get bigger."
I couldn't resist. "Maybe a well placed kiss could make that happen," I said.
My wife smiled up at me as her lips moved in to softly touch and caress the top of Nick's cock, which suddenly sprang up to full attention. As I recalled, he was impressive in size, I was sure he was bigger than me. Next she turned her attention to me, lavishing her lips and tongue on the cock she was much more used to. Now we were both fully erect, and surprisingly, it really was hard to tell who was biggest.
"This is close," she said. She pulled us even closer together, so that our hard cocks were just an inch away from each other, and she studied them closely. Then her tongue came out and she stroked it along the entire length between us, causing both the men to draw in a breath as we became harder still.
Then she shocked us both again, pulling our hard cocks together until they were fully in contact with each other. It was an unexpectedly incredibly erotic feeling, having my wife's long elegant fingers wrapped around both of our cocks and at the same time, feeling the hard and hot feeling of Nick's cock up against mine. He was indeed slightly larger, but I can testify that he was a whole lot harder. He was a rock.
So there we stood, cock pressed up against cock, and my wife began to slowly stroke, kiss and lick us both, often simultaneously. It sounds odd talking about it now, but I remember looking at Nick at one point, and he was enjoying it, and so was I. At some point he subtly bent his knees so that his saliva covered cock rubbed up against mine even more, and before long our cocks were moving up and down in rhythm, while my wife moved her mouth quickly from one to the other, and even took a shot at sucking on both of us at once, which was epic to watch.
Then it happened, all the licking and sucking and rubbing against another hard cock became to much, and I felt myself building toward orgasm. As my cock built up more and more tension I felt Nick's cock getting harder and harder, and then I felt him throbbing as well, and then suddenly we both exploded. My wife tried to control the exploding fountains with her hands and mouth, but it ended up everywhere, on her face, her hands, and all over both cocks. We watched in post-orgasmic bliss as her hands and lips continued to fondle us with our own fluids.
Then she stood up, picked up a glass of wine and began walking out of the den, showing us her fabulous ass in the thong.
"I'm going to give you boys a minute to clean up," she said. "And then my next commands will be taking place in the bedroom."
And then she was gone, leaving two guys with their mouths open and their dicks hanging out. I didn't waste time, getting Nick a towel and laughingly asking him if it was good for him too.
After we got cleaned up we collected our wine glasses and the bottle and made our way upstairs to the master bedroom. The door was open and the room was bathed in candlelight, and in the middle of the king size bed was my wife, naked, slowly rubbing herself all over with our favorite toy, the Nick dildo. We walked up on either side of the bed and watched her playing with herself, and in no time I felt myself getting hard again.
"I'm ready for the real thing," she said in a lusty voice. She pointed to Nick. "I want you here," she said, putting the dildo in her mouth. "And I want your mouth here," she said, moving the dildo down between her legs while looking at me. It was not hard to figure out what she had in mind, and Nick and I got right down to business. She was wet and ready by the time my tongue found her clit, and she reacted strongly, arching her back. Initially I was so wrapped up in pleasuring her that I didn't look up, but when I did I was so overwhelmed that my mouth literally started watering. What I saw was my wife ravenously sucking on Nick's cock as he knelt by her head. It was an incredible sight to watch as she varied between sucking and licking, and I had to really concentrate to keep up the tongue massage I was giving her. I could tell she was loving every minute of it as well, by the amount of wriggling and moaning she was doing. It was great being able to watch the expressions on their faces, and I knew they could stay in this position all night.
But my wife was ready for more, and she stopped sucking Nick's cock just long enough to tell me.
"Fuck me," she said.
I climbed up onto my knees on the bed and slid my very hard cock into her, and she gasped at the feeling before getting back to Nick. I was in even a better position to view her passionate blow job, and I could tell that Nick was enjoying watching us as well. At some point I moved my wife's leg over so we were closer to doggy style, and, knowing that it was my ultimate fantasy position, she got up on all fours. Nick got on his knees in front of her and I was on my knees behind her, and both of our cocks were buried into her as far as they could go.
It was like watching live porno while fucking, and I knew I wouldn't last long. I could feel the tension welling up inside me and soon I was going like a piston. As I climbed up the mountain of the best orgasm I'd ever had, I'm sure I made some frightening noises, but I don't know that anyone noticed. I'm pretty sure my wife came at about the same time, and we collapsed into a heap on the bed.
There was a short lull as we tried to catch our breath. and Nick was the one that broke the ice.
"That was pretty awesome," he smiled.
We both nodded, and as I looked at my wife I noticed that she was looking at Nick, who was still sporting an impressive erection.
"Well, you're still in charge," I said. "What do you propose to do about that."
She knew what "that" was, and I know she knew what I wanted her to do with it. She looked at Nick passionately and ran the back of her hand up his thigh, lost in thought.
"I think that my next command is..." she paused for dramatic effect. "..To give my husband control of what happens next."
She looked over at me and smiled.
"Tell me what to do."
I'm not a guy who can go three times in a night, but even after two epic orgasms I felt my cock growing at the thought of what was happening. She had given me the remote control. About three hundred options came immediately to mind. As I contemplated my decisions, my wife's eyes stayed on me, but her hands couldn't resist touching the man she knew would soon be fucking her brains out. Nick was laying on his back, his head propped up by the pillows at the head of the bed, and her hands drifted lightly over his thighs, his stomach, and occasionally tickling his balls.
"I want you to straddle Nick," I said. "And I want you to fuck him."
She looked at me, mesmerized at the thought, and then she got up on her knees above him. Nick used his thumb to point his rigid cock straight up in the air, and she poised herself above him. Ever so slowly, she lowered herself down to where she was just touching him. He moved his cock expertly around her opening, tantalizing her. She had her hands on her thighs, and she looked over at me one last time, before she slowly settled onto him and finally, at long last, let his long hard cock enter her.
The effect was more than immediate. She was unable to keep her eyes open, and her whole body shuddered as she took him in. Her hands moved up from her thighs, drifting up her body until they found their way into her hair, and she moaned deeply, arched her back and began rolling her hips into him with passion. She was an absolute vision, posted up on top of this magnificent stud, and she had let go of the last of any inhibitions.
With the inhibitions gone, what followed was the best porn scene I've ever watched, except that it was live. Occasionally I would make a suggestion as to a new position, but at some point I think they lost track of me being there. She stayed on top for a while, then he rolled over on top. Then Nick lifted her up with her still impaled on his cock, and "carried" her over to the bureau dresser with the mirror on it. She climbed off his cock and turned her back to him, put her hands on the dresser top and bent over for him, and he plunged immediately back in. She had lost all reservations about being fucked by another man, and you could tell that Nick had been thinking about fucking her too, because he was going at it hard. He had some considerable stamina too, taking long deep strokes that had her humming with pleasure.
Meanwhile, I had been walking around the room, following the show, my dick pointed straight to the sky and my eyes focused on the erotic display. I'm not sure how to explain why it was beautiful to watch my hot wife being ravished by another man, but it was. And I loved watching her being pleasured.
After what seemed like a half hour of her bent over the cabinet, watching herself in the mirror, she stood up straight and pulled Nick's hands around to the front of her breasts. Her hands moved up to his neck, and they moved in rhythmic passion in the candlelight, watching their reflection in the mirror.
Then he lifted her up again and they moved back over to the bed, and he lay on his back while she was on top, her back to him, laying back against him. His strong arms held her in place while he rocked his hips back and forth into her, and I could tell from her reaction that he was going deep. It was hard to tell how many orgasms she had already had, but she was obviously building toward another. I kneeled down at the foot of the bed, stroking my cock. It was a great vantage point to see Nick's hard cock sliding in and out of her. She saw me looking at her, caught my eye, and licked her lips.
"Lick me here," she said, and her finger touched her clit.
Without hesitation, I jumped right in, and my tongue found her warm and wet, and she literally screamed with excitement. It didn't take me long to realize that my tongue was coming mighty close to Nick's cock, as I licked her clit from the front and he pounded her pussy from the back. As she became more and more aroused and her movements more pronounced, I found my tongue hitting Nick's cock. Initially this made me uncomfortable on two accounts, one being that I'd never licked a man' cock before, and the other that I wasn't sure about how Nick would feel about another man touching his cock that way.



After the second or third contact though, I noticed that not only had Nick not complained, I was really getting the sense that he was enjoying it. As my tongue brushed up against the underside of the tip I came to the decision that if it was me, I'd be enjoying it. The next time he stroked out of her, she shifted even more and my tongue caught him about halfway up his cock, and I licked upward, moving to the top point of his cock that wasn't buried in my wife before moving on to massage her clit again. He moaned, and I decided he was definitely liking it. The next time he pulled out of her, he held her in that position, with just the tip of his cock in her, and I took the invitation again, licking the length of his cock and then back to her clit. Then it became a rhythm of sorts, him lifting her up, me licking the both of them, and then him plunging her back down so that he filled her to the hilt. She could tell what was happening, and I could sense it was a huge turn-on. It was intense, feeling his hardness on my tongue and tasting my wife at the same time.
I'm not gay or bi, so I'd like to think of it as a pseudo-bisexual experience, but all I can tell you is it was incredibly arousing. Maybe because it was taboo, or maybe because we were all enjoying the pleasure of it. I could tell we were all enjoying it because we kept at it for a long time, and the room was full of the sounds of arousal and satisfaction. Nick's speed began to pick up, and I did the best I could to keep up the pace, and then my tongue could feel him becoming even harder still, and pulsating, and his hips were rocking and he was moaning louder, and then he had plunged deep inside her, so deep that only his balls were exposed, and it only took a second for me to decide that if it were me, I'd like it, so I started licking his balls, and he went into a full body convulsion that felt like it lasted two minutes. Completely spent, his arms fell to his sides and his body went limp. His cock had lost his steely hardness and was slipping out, but I moved into position to replace him, so that now we had her sandwiched tightly between us. It didn't take Nick long to recover enough to become involved once again, and we all rolled over side by side. He lovingly rubbed her back and kissed her neck and shoulders as I held her in a tight embrace, buried my tongue in her mouth, and did my best to fuck her half as well as he had done.
I was taking it slow and easy, partly because I didn't want it to end, and partly because if I had another orgasm like the first two I'd be dead of a heart attack. As I eased in and out of her, I suddenly noticed that Nick had adjusted his position slightly, as if he might be considering a rear entry. I know that my wife has a strict policy about ass play— the ass is a one way street — and I was about to warn him off when I felt a semi erect cock pressing up against mine, and I realized what he had in mind. My wife realized it about the same time, and her eyes got kinda big thinking about taking two cocks at once, but before I knew it Nick had slid in about halfway. It was pretty tight, but it was working in part because Nick was still not fully erect and she was soaking wet and oven hot. The three of us lay side by side on the bed, slowly working the two cocks deeper and deeper. At first I never thought we'd make it all the way in, but we took it slow, and despite a nervous gasp or two, my wife was handling it. Eventually we got comfortable enough for some motion, and we got into a comfortable rhythm, the front of our cocks pressed together in a tight little hole. I could feel Nick getting harder and bigger, and as we writhed around together on the bed I was worried we were going to split my wife in two. Nick sensed this too, and eased out. He rose to his knees and moved to the head of the bed, where he began to slowly massage his cock while he watched his hosts screwing. I was on top and she had her legs wrapped around me, and I was going hard and fast. She looked over at Nick and then back at me and smiled.
"Remember this?" she asked. Her hand moved over and caressed Nick's cock, and then pulled it over to her mouth, where she gave it a long, slow kiss, and then, just as she had done the first time Nick had visited, she let her tongue slip out and she gave him a long, sexy lick.
I could feel myself reaching the point of no return, and the effect had hit Nick too. He was furiously jerking his cock off over her, and then he tensed up and exploded into another orgasm. I don't know how he had anything left, but he still had a healthy dose of fluids that shot all over my wife's tits. That was more than enough for me, and I shot whatever load I had left and fell forward onto the bed, gasping for air.
The three of us laid there for probably half an hour. My wife passed out at some point. Nick and I rose from the bed, pausing to enjoy the scene — a beautiful, satisfied woman. We both agreed that if we had anything left we would've fucked her again as she slept, but neither of us did. The two of us went downstairs, got dressed and watched Sports Center, maybe as a way of reaffirming our hetero leanings. Then he had to go, and we shook hands. Naturally, he mentioned that he'd love to do it again, and I told him ditto. As he walked out the door, he stopped and turned.
"Also, tell Anne that she was incredible," he said.
I nodded in agreement. I walked slowly upstairs to the bedroom. It was impossible not to replay the evenings events in my head. I came into the room and walked over to the bed. The candles were still putting off a low glow on the room, and Anne lay there, naked, asleep, with cum still glistening on her chest. Amazingly, I felt a twitch in my shorts.
Maybe, I thought. Just one more time...
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It had been a long day, and all Jim Reynolds wanted to think about was taking in an evening run and enjoying a quiet Friday night at home. He had a full weekend planned ahead of him, finishing up the renovation work on his latest real estate investment. Running and working was his way of staving off depression. Since his divorce five years ago, he had been buying older homes, living in them while he updated them, and then selling them. If you didn't mind living in substandard conditions for a while, it was a good way to make a tidy profit outside regular work, and keep your mind off growing old alone.
His latest project was nearing completion, but he had run into a snag with some plumbing and air conditioning problems. He figured he had about one more week before the house was livable, and then he would start selling it.
It took him less than five minutes to change into his running clothes, and as he walked out the door he was thankful that the heat of the day had passed and it was getting dark. He took off at a brisk pace, hoping to get in 3-5 miles. His running habit had kept his old body lean and fit, in much better condition than most his age.
Jim was nearing the end of his run when he came up on a young couple apparently having an argument in the street. The girl was getting up off the ground and the guy was yelling at her. It didn't look right, so he slowed to a walk to make sure the girl was ok. He heard the man telling the girl to shut up and get in the car, and she was resisting. The man apparently didn't see Jim coming up, and he grabbed the girl by the arm and tried to muscle her into the car.
"Hang on there, is everything ok here?" said Jim.
The man turned in surprise. "Yes, we're fine," he said quickly, not letting go of the girl's arm.
Jim had a life-long philosophy of avoiding trouble, but he wasn't about to let the man take the girl against her will. She looked scared, and was crying.
"Do you want to go with him?" Jim asked her.
She looked at Jim, and then at the man, and then at the ground. Slowly, she shook her head no.
The man got really perturbed, said something harsh to her that Jim couldn't hear, and again tried to pull her by the arm toward the car.
Jim took a deep breath and steeled his will.
"I can't let you take her if she doesn't want to go," Jim said with as much authority as he could muster. While Jim was older, the other guy was half a foot taller and 50 pounds of muscle heavier.
The man turned to glare at him. "Yeah," he said. "And who are you?"
Jim tried to keep his cool, knowing he wasn't going to win a fight. "I'm a cop," he said. "And if you don't let go of her, I'm going to have you arrested."
The guy's eyes got big, his arm loosened its grip, and Jim could see his boldness waiver.
"Whatever," the guy said. He half pushed the girl away, got into the car and drove off.
Jim walked over to make sure the girl was ok, and as he got close to her he could see that her legs were dirty and one was bleeding. She was crying, and shaking.
"Hey, are you ok?" Jim said, touching her arm to console her. When she looked up at him, Jim realized for the first time that she was extremely attractive. She breathed in slowly to steady herself.
"Yes, I'm ok," she said slowly. "Thank you so much for stopping, I'm no match for my boyfriend...my ex-boyfriend."
"I'm glad I was here," said Jim. "I live around the corner, can I give you a lift somewhere?"
The girl looked around and suddenly seemed to realize she didn't have a ride, it was nearly dark, and her best option was a stranger. She looked at him carefully, trying to gauge his intentions.
"You... you're Mr... you're Beth's dad," she said suddenly.
Caught by surprise, Jim looked at the girl again to figure out who she was. Jim's daughter Beth was 20 years old and spending the summer interning in another city. He had no clue who this girl was, but was guessing it was on of Beth's friends from high school.
"I'm Maggie, Maggie Grogan, I used to hang out with your daughter in high school.
Jim's mind tried to rewind, tried to place the girl, and he suddenly remembered Maggie Grogan. Only the Maggie he remembered was an awkward teenager with straggly hair and braces, who had so much trouble getting a date she took her little brother to the prom.
"Maggie, right, I remember you," he said. Before he could stop himself he started a sentence he couldn't finish. "You've gotten....really...a lot .... different — you're a lot taller," he stammered out.
Despite her predicament, Maggie couldn't help but smile, and for the first time Jim saw the resemblance to the Maggie he remembered. She was a homely teenager, but she always had a great smile.
"Wait, I didn't know you were a cop," she said curiously.
"I'm not," he said. "But that line works every time."
On the short walk back to the house, Jim learned that Maggie had finished her second year at the local college and was working as a waitress over the summer. She had been dating Bill, her now ex-boyfriend, for about six months and it had been going poorly for a while. Unfortunately she had moved in with him about a month ago, so she was currently without a place to go. She had a friend she could stay with, and the plan was to call her from Jim's house.
When they got back to the house, Maggie tried unsuccessfully to call her friend.
"Well, let me take care of that leg while we're waiting," Jim said, pointing her toward the kitchen.
Maggie looked down at her bloody leg and nodded. They walked into the kitchen and Jim had Maggie sit down on a kitchen chair. As he wet a towel in the sink, he explained that the kitchen sink was the only plumbing that was currently working.
"How do you take a shower?" Maggie asked with a grin.
"The last few days I've been using a hot tub I have on the deck," Jim said. He kneeled in front of Maggie and began cleaning the blood and dirt off her legs.
"Oh," said Maggie, and her eyebrows raised with what Jim thought was something between understanding and interest.
As he rubbed the cloth up and down first one leg and then the other, Jim became aware of Maggie's young, toned legs. Her black skirt came up about mid thigh, and she coyly pulled the skirt up a little higher so he could clean the blood off. The higher the skirt got, the more he saw of her tanned, muscular legs and Jim suddenly became flustered at the realization that he was stroking his daughter's friend's legs. He stopped suddenly, rose to his feet, and pretended to survey his work, but mostly just enjoyed looking at her legs.
"Well, I got most of it cleaned up," he said. "Your... you have very nice legs."
"Good job," she said, smiling and looking at her legs and then him. "I don't want to keep you from anything."
"Well, I am a little sweaty and need to get cleaned up," he said. "I'm going to jump in the tub and get cleaned up, make yourself at home and I'll drive you to your friend's in a little while."
"Ok, I'll try to call again in a little while," she said.
Jim stepped out onto the deck, flipped the jets on the hot tub, peeled his sweaty shirt off and stepped into the tub. He leaned back and closed his eyes, and made a conscious effort to not think about the fact that there was a very attractive girl a lot younger than him in his kitchen.
There is no way she is interested in you, he thought. If you hit on her you're going to be humiliated. You can't handle rejection right now.
When he opened his eyes again, she was standing beside the hot tub, looking at him, smiling.
"You look relaxed, do you want me to get you a beer?" she asked.
"Ah... sure," Jim said, thinking a beer right now would be a bad idea that would taste really good.
As she walked back into the house, she stopped and turned to look back at him.
"Do you mind if I have one?" she asked smiling.
Jim felt a combination of embarrassment for being a bad host and weirdness for giving a beer to one of his daughter's friends, but he nodded and gave her a thumbs up. She returned with two cold ones and sat down in a lawn chair by the hot tub. She had taken her shoes off and stretched her long legs out in front of her, causing Jim to drink close to half the beer in one swig.
Young, hot women are not attracted to old guys, he told himself.
Jim tried to keep the conversation light as they sipped the beers, him in the hot tub and her in the lawn chair. It was a beautiful, but humid night, and you could look up and see stars from the open air deck. In the distance, there was a faraway flash of lightning, portending a coming storm. The beer had gone straight to Jim's head, as he had not eaten dinner, and his mind kept wandering as he looked at Maggie, who was recalling a story about a time when she and several friends had come to Beth's for a sleepover, and had decided to catch all the neighborhood cats and herd them into Beth's bedroom. But then the door got left open and a dozen cats were running loose in the house.
"I remember one of them ran into your bedroom, and I ran right in after it," she said. "Just as I caught it, I looked up and you were standing in the bathroom with a towel on. I don't think you saw me."
Jim laughed and scratched his chin. "I don't remember that!"
"Well, I remembered!" said Maggie, and suddenly realizing that she may have spoken the words to emphatically, she continued on. "Beth's mom was so mad she sent us all home."
Jim rolled his eyes. He kept telling himself he was imagining things, but it seemed like Maggie kept looking down at his bare chest as she was telling the story.
"Why did you and Beth's mom get divorced?" Maggie said, taking a long draw off the beer.
Jim usually gave a stock answer to the question, but he decided to be honest for a change. "She found another guy, decided things would be better there."
Jim felt Maggie's eyes linger for a moment, drift up and down his chest. "I can't imagine," she said quietly.
Jim let that go, but he could feel his heart skip a beat. They sat in silence for a while, enjoying the night and watching the lightning in the distance. Eventually Maggie broke the silence.
"I think some of that road dirt got ground into my leg, I can't get it out," she said, looking at her leg. "Do you mind if I join you in there?"
Jim again felt his heart skip. "Ah... of course," he stammered. "Beth keeps some clothes here in the second room on the right, I think she has a bathing suit in there."
Maggie stood up and nodded. "OK, be right back."
Jim sat up in the tub, stunned, listening to the bubbles gurgling up around him in the tub. She was going to get into the hot tub. With him. Don't get carried away, he thought to himself. She is just being friendly.
When Maggie came back out on the deck, Jim's heart didn't skip a beat, it stopped completely. Dressed in his daughter's sexy yellow swimsuit, carrying a beer in each hand, she was absolutely stunning. He knew she was fit before, but the swimsuit revealed a completely perfect body. Flat, toned stomach, long, lean legs, soft, shapely breasts. She stepped into the tub just a few feet from him, giving him a mind numbing look at her incredible body, handed him his beer, and eased down into the water opposite him in the tub. If Jim had not gone completely numb, his mouth would've been hanging wide open.
"You look very nice in that suit," said Jim, trying to sound patronly.
"Thanks, its a good thing I'm about the same size as Beth," she said. "The water feels great."
Maggie slipped forward in the tub, letting her head sink below the water. It was an average size tub, so when she moved forward her legs came forward far enough to brush against Jim's legs, and the light touch was electrifying. He realized, with a mix of arousal and embarrassment, that his cock had grown quite hard and was pushing the limits of his running shorts. Maggie came back up out of the water and sat back against the edge of the hot tub, her torso out of the water, her arms resting behind her, her eyes closed. She was an incredible vision, and Jim got the sense that she knew he was looking at her and she wanted him to. That was a good thing, because he could not take his eyes off her.
She's just teasing you old man, he thought. She's going to tell all her friends about how she teased an old man until he made a pass at her, and then how she shot him down.
As they sat in the gurgling peace of the hot tub, the storm that had been off in the distance gradually moved closer. Flashes of lightning began to become brighter, and the slow, steady roll of thunder began to get louder. After a long quiet spell, there was a bright flash and a loud crack, and both sat forward in the tub.
"I guess we'd better get out," Jim said, and he began to stand up before remembering that the protrusion in his shorts was going to be an issue. As he came out of the water he turned to the side and stepped out of the tub, grabbing a towel and wrapping it around his waist. When he turned back to look at Maggie, she had a sly grin on her face, and he got the impression that he had not been successful at hiding his arousal. She stood up and he handed her a towel, and as the first few drops of rain began to fall they clamored back into the house. They had just gotten back into the house and were standing in the kitchen when another flash of lightning hit, a huge crack of thunder, and the lights blinked and nearly went out.
"That was close, we almost got caught in the dark," Jim said.
Almost immediately, another boom, the lights went out and completely and the two of them were in total darkness waiting for their eyes to adjust.
"I guess that one was closer," whispered Maggie. "At least now we can take the towels off."
Jim had a mental image of Maggie standing a few feet away from him, taking her towel off, standing there in the kitchen in a swimsuit.
"I've got some candles in the cabinet behind you," he said. "Let me slide by you and I'll get them."
They both chose the same direction to go by one another, and walked straight into each other in the dark. Jim's reached out to steady her from the contact, and his hands found the warm bare skin of her torso. He felt her hands come up instinctively onto his chest, but it was still so dark he couldn't see anything.
"Oops," said Maggie, giggling hysterically. Her laughter made him laugh as well. He backed away from her.
"Ok, I'll go right and you go left," he said, not realizing that while the directions were different, they were facing each other, so when they started forward again they ended up at the same place, bumping into each other in a half embrace in the dark.
Now they were both giggling, realizing their mistake. Jim's hands felt so warm and good on Maggie's beautiful body he did not want to let the embrace end.
"Well now that I know where you are NOW, let me just waltz by you to get to the candles," Jim said, still laughing. They moved in unison this time, their bodies still in a half embrace, until he had moved around to the other side of her. There eyes had adjusted enough to make out shapes in the dark, but they still lingered in the embrace, before Jim finally eased away and turned to the cabinet, his mind and body on fire.
As the light from the first candle bathed the kitchen in warm light, he saw Maggie coming into focus, standing in the middle of the kitchen with a smile on her face, looking a bit flushed. She had indeed taken off her towel, and looked even more glorious in the soft glow of the candlelight. Another ominous roll of thunder caused her to turned her attention to the window.
"I wonder how long this storm is going to be," she said. "Its probably a bad idea to drive me somewhere in this."
Jim looked at his watch, it was past 10, and then outside, where the rain was coming down in sheets.
"Maggie, you are welcome to stay here the night, you can take the bed and I'll take the couch, and then I'll take you to your friend's house tomorrow," he said. "I think Beth has some pajamas or whatever here you can borrow."
Maggie nodded in agreement, and they had the usual standard battle you would expect over who gets the couch and who gets the bed, but Jim was insistent. The arrangements settled, they each took a candle and went their separate ways to put on some dry clothes.
As he walked back to the bedroom to change clothes, Jim was trying to appear cool and calm, but inside his mind and body were in turmoil. Either he was being hit on by a beautiful girl way younger than he was, or he was totally misreading the situation. His mind replayed the events of the evening as he slowly changed out of his wet shorts and into some dry ones. He stopped for a moment to look at himself in the mirror, trying to convince himself he was still desirable. Then he thought about Maggie, and felt like kicking himself for thinking that a girl that young and attractive would be interested in him. As he pulled a t-shirt on a flash of lightning lit up the room, and he thought he saw movement out of the corner of his eye. When he looked in that direction he noticed the bedroom door was slightly ajar.
Had she been looking in? Did she think he was a pervert leaving the door half open? Or a dork for not taking her into his arms?
He shook it off and walked back into the kitchen. It was still raining and storming, but his eyes had adjusted to the darkness so he could make out shapes pretty well. He was putting a blanket down on the couch when Maggie came out, holding a candle, dressed in a short, silky white bathrobe.
"I'm going to turn in, but I wanted to tell you again how much I appreciate everything," she said softly.
Jim was only half listening, his mind entranced by how good she looked in white, how aroused he had become once again. He had made up his mind that she was worth taking a chance for. He was going to walk right up and take her into his arms, pull her close and give her a night of passion she would never forget. Or be slapped and embarrassed. He never got the chance to find out.
"Anyway, I don't know what I would've done if you hadn't been there," she continued. "Thanks so much for being there for me, Mr. Reynolds."
Mr. Reynolds. MR. Reynolds. The words rung a thousand times in his ears.
He caught his breath enough to respond. "I'm glad I was there to help honey," he said. "I'll see you in the morning."
With that she turned slowly and walked to his bedroom, the one where he had just been changing clothes. He watched her long silky legs moving like works of art, go into the room and pull the door closed.
Jim Reynolds felt the air and the blood and most of the heart go out of him. He felt old, foolish, even a little perverted. He laid back on the couch, put his hands behind his head, and counted the raindrops hitting the skylight.
Two hours later, he was still staring up at the ceiling. The rain had stopped and it had gotten warmer, and his mind kept going back to scenes from earlier, which wasn't helping to cool him off. Flustered by the heat and pent up frustration, he took his shirt off and pushed the sheet down to his waist. At some point he half dozed off, lying on his back, and he heard a noise that woke him up.
It was Maggie, standing beside the couch, looking down at him.
"I...I couldn't sleep," she said slowly.
"Yeah, I'm sorry it gets hot in here without the a/c," he said.
"Its not that," she replied. "There's something I need to tell you."
Jim sat up slightly on the arm of the couch and gave her his full attention. In doing so he opened up some space beside him on the couch, and she took it as an invitation and sat down by his waist on the couch. He was fighting the urge to become aroused again, when he noticed that up close it was apparent that Maggie was upset. He impulsively laid a hand on her arm and asked her what was wrong.



Maggie took a deep breath to settle herself before starting her story. "You told me something a long time ago that changed my life," she said quietly. "I was spending the night with Beth. It was late, I was in the kitchen when you came home. I was crying. and you asked me what was wrong."
Something clicked in the back of Jim's mind and he had an unexpectedly vivid flash of memory. A summer night, many years ago, he had been working late. It had been a miserable day, and it had been raining, raining hard, he had dropped some important papers on the way inside and was just about to scream when he had seen Maggie, crying softly in the kitchen. His memory played out as she retold the story.
"I didn't want to talk about it, but you insisted, so I told you," Maggie continued. "Beth and I had been talking about boys we liked, and we had called this boy that I thought was cute. I asked him if he thought I was pretty. He said I was pretty...ugly. He said even time couldn't fix me, I'd never be beautiful. I was 14 years old. I was devastated."
Maggie's eyes teared up as she told the story. Jim was transfixed on her, watching her now and trying to remember the past.
"I'll never forget what you told me," she said slowly. "You told me that I was not going to be beautiful someday."
Jim's eyes narrowed as he tried to remember. Maggie's hand came forward to steady herself, and her hand came to rest on Jim's chest. She stifled a sob and collected herself.
"You told me I was beautiful now," she continued. "You told me that I would always be beautiful. And you told me that anyone who said differently was an idiot."
Unable to control her emotion, she fell forward, her head on his chest. Jim put his arm on her back to comfort her, feeling her soft hair and wet tears on his bare chest. After a moment, she sat back up.
"I've never told anyone this," she said. "I was in the kitchen to get a knife. That night, I wanted to die."
The words hung in the still night air, a lifting of a burden for Maggie, a stunning revelation for Jim that had his mind reeling. Several moments passed, before a low rumble of thunder broke the quiet. Maggie wiped her eyes looked up toward the window and then back to Jim.
"You changed my life that night," she said. "I am so glad I had the chance to see you again, to get up the nerve to tell you."
Jim was too moved to speak. In his harried state of mind that night so many years ago, he easily could've told Maggie to not worry about it and just go back to bed. He was so thankful he had taken the time to say those kind words.
Maggie took his hand warmly and stood up beside the couch, her elegant fingers holding on to his strong hand.
"Anyway, thank you again," she said. "Thank you for what you said that night, and thank you for tonight. I haven't had many positive experiences with men, and you have been so kind to me tonight. You changed my opinion of myself back then, and you changed my opinion about men tonight."
Jim finally found his voice. "I'm glad I could be there for you," he said, and he squeezed her hand.
She nodded and smiled down at him, and then looked down the hall toward the bedroom. For a long moment, she stood there in silence, holding his hand.
"I think its a lot hotter out here than it is in the bedroom," she said softly. "If you get too hot out here, you are welcome to come join me."
Her fingers slipped away from his hand as the words settled into his brain. Jim watched in stunned silence as she walked down the hallway to the bedroom. She left the door slightly ajar, showing the warm glow from the candles he had given her.
Jim sat up on the couch. His heartbeat soared. She wanted him. After a few moments, he stood up and walked to the bedroom door. He stood by the doorway for a few seconds before pushing the door open and stepping into the candlelit room.
Maggie heard him come in and rose to her knees on the bed, holding the sheet in front of her. As Jim looked at her looking at him with lust, he suddenly felt stronger, more virile, more desirable than he had ever felt before. He felt her eyes move over him, standing in front of her in nothing but a pair of thin shorts. He knew his erection was standing hard and obvious, he could see her looking at it, and he didn't care.
Then she let the sheet go, and Jim's breath went away as the sheet slowly fell, revealing the most gorgeous body Jim had ever imagined. She had not just turned out beautiful, she had turned out perfect, and judging by the way she held herself she was quite confident about that. His cock was aching to be out of his shorts, and he pulled them loose and let them fall to the floor, and once again he could see her eyes looking at him lustfully. He loved the feeling of her looking at him, at his cock, that was rock hard and pointing proudly skyward.
They stayed like that for a few moments, six feet apart, letting the tension build, neither in any hurry, and then she rose from the bed and walked over to him. He reached out to her and she melted into his arms, and their lips meet for a long, warm, kiss, and then another, and both of them were consumed with passion. She pulled back and looked into his eyes, smiled, and kissed his neck lightly.
"There's something I've been wondering about all night," she said softly, kissing his chest. "I can't decide what I should call you." She kneeled slightly and kissed one side of his stomach, then the other. "Should I call you ... Mr. Reyonlds?" she said, kneeling in front of him and looking up at him with adoring eyes. Her eyes were level with his outstretched cock now. "Should I call you... Beth's daddy?" she said, teasing him with kisses that narrowly missed his throbbing cock. "Or should I call you....Jim" her lips found the head of Jim's cock and she gave him a gentle, wet kiss, her tongue coming out for a taste, all with her gorgeous eyes fixed on Jim looking down at her.
His hands came to either side of her head and he stroked her hair gently as her mouth ravaged his cock. "You can call me whatever you wish" he managed to stammer out. He looked to the side and realized they were standing in front of the mirror, and the images he saw were a stunningly beautiful young woman kneeling in front of a strong, handsome man. He felt peaceful but dynamic. It did not take him long, and his orgasm was unlike anything he had ever experienced. It was incredible, but not intense, he was totally relaxed the entire time and it was like a total body release, where everything just felt like it softly flowed out of him through his cock and into her warm mouth, and it seemed to go on for ever, and the entire time there eyes were locked in a knowing embrace. How she was able to swallow it all he had no idea.
He lifted her up and kissed her again and again, and then picked her up into his arms and carried her over to the bed, setting her down softly and looking down at her.
"Wow," she said. "That was something."
Now it was his turn for a confession. "I haven't had sex..." he stopped for a moment. "I haven't had sex or been with a woman in five years."
Maggie's eyes widened. "I guess you have some catching up to do," she smiled.
"You have no idea," he said. "But you will."
Almost on cue, the rain began to fall again outside, turning into a steady pounding.
Over the next hour, Jim treated Maggie to the most devoted physical attention she had ever experienced. There was not an inch of her body that he didn't kiss, lick and caress, and it was clear that he enjoyed it as much or more than she did. She had never felt so cherished, and never felt as fulfilled. Three times she asked him to make love to her, three times he had put her off to focus only on her pleasure. He had always enjoyed performing oral sex on a woman, but with her he couldn't get enough. She felt and tasted so good on his tongue, and watching her writhe around in ecstasy, pulling his head toward her, wrapping her legs around him, it was the most wonderful thing he'd ever experienced. Clearly, she enjoyed every minute as well.
He probably would've continued on until the morning, but as much as he was enjoying going down on her, he was entranced by the feel of her lips, and couldn't wait to get back to kissing her. He had also been rock hard again almost immediately, and was aching to be inside her. They both seemed to be on the same wavelength, enjoying every moment, in no hurry. Laying on top of her, he showered her face with kisses, and eased his cock into position just outside her warm, wet pussy. He knew she was more than ready to take him inside her, but he went in slow, teasing her gently with just the head of his cock first, then a little deeper, inching in, until finally sliding in all the way, with both of them gasping simultaneously, smiling to each other.
Throughout their lovemaking, Jim could never go long without coming back to her warm, soft lips, it was an obsession. No matter what position they found themselves in, it had to be close enough for their lips to meet. Even when he was on his back and she was on her knees riding high, he would have to occasionally lean up to kiss those lips again. As she slowly gyrated around on top of him, he found her lips with his fingers, and she sucked on one, and then two, closing her eyes and pushing him into her deeper.
In all of her life, Maggie had never had a lover so gentle and loving, yet overwhelmingly passionate. She was more accustomed to 10 minute slam sessions with self-absorbed boys. In the past, she had never wanted sex to last long, but tonight, she didn't want it to end.
Jim was happy to accommodate. They made slow, relaxed love for almost an hour before Jim finally climaxed, sitting up with Maggie's legs wrapped around his back, her arms pulling him close, and kissing softly and passionately. They continued to kiss long after his erection had eased, and as they eased themselves down onto the bed, the rain outside slowly subsided to a drizzle. They lay quietly on the bed, her head nestled on his shoulder, her warm leg thrown over his, listening to the faraway rumble of thunder. They should've been exhausted, but both of them felt alive and invigorated. Neither felt any need to speak for a long time, but eventually Maggie did.
"I've had a thousand fantasies with you since I was 14 years old," she said. "But that was better than any of them."
Despite the fact that he had just made love for almost an hour, Jim felt his cock stiffen once again at the comment. Maggie had done something he could not have imagined. She had changed his life.
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My story begins on a bit of a down note. My company did some downsizing, and I made it to the last round but then got cut. Word around the water cooler was that it came down to me and one other guy, and they picked the other guy because he was a more forceful manager. Actually he was more of an asshole, but I didn't raise a stink. With the job market being slow, I decided to live on the severance package for the summer and spend some time writing the great American novel. Turns out the novel got derailed by an unexpected distraction.
The distraction came in the form of my young neighbor. The small study where I do my writing overlooks the backyard of my neighbors, Bob and Jean Martin, and they had recently put in a backyard pool. Since I was usually at work during the day I hadn't noticed the view from my desk. I could lean back in my chair and gaze out over the yard and enjoy the relaxing view of the sunlight sparkling on the blue water. Which was much easier than writing the great American novel, so I spent the first two hours of my first Monday unemployed watching the Martins' water sparkle. Then the view got more interesting.
What made it more interesting was the appearance of Martin's daughter Amanda, their college aged daughter. Her long shapely legs carried her across the yard like a model taking the catwalk, and when she stopped beside her chair and shrugged off her cover up my heart nearly stopped. She looked amazing, and her dark blue bikini left little to the imagination—though my imagination was in high gear. For the rest of the day, I sat there in the chair, watching my stunning neighbor lay out in the sun and occasionally take a dip in the pool. I spent about 10% of the time doing any writing.
The next day it was more of the same. Amanda came out about 11 am, dressed this time in an equally stunning yellow bikini, and had the sun not gone behind a cloud at 3 pm would've completely captivated my entire Tuesday. In addition to swimming and sunning, I noticed that she always had her laptop computer with her, which I guessed she was checking email on from time to time.
Wednesday I resolved to end my obsession and get some work done, but it was also the day I remembered I had some binoculars in the closet, and when my sexy young neighbor came out in a bright red bikini, I thought better of any work. It was a torturous distraction that had created an internal struggle of productivity vs. the enjoyment of beauty, and productivity was losing. By this time I had recollected that Amanda was 18, likely out of school for the summer. I also remembered that she was an only child and both of her parents were workaholics, so I knew she was home alone. While I was old enough to be her father, I couldn't help having fantasies that involved peeling that stunning red bikini off and ravishing her incredible body.
It was in the second hour of zero productivity that I saw Amanda get up and walk inside the house, and as fate would have it I was walking to the mail box when I saw her pull out in her car. We exchanged the usual friendly wave between neighbors, and I watched her drive off thinking that at last I could get some work done.
I went back up to the study and got back to the business of staring at the monitor, when I noticed a low roll of thunder and a darkening of the skies. Before long it started to rain, slowly at first and then more steadily. As I looked out at the rain falling in the neighbor's pool, I suddenly realized that Amanda had left her laptop outside by her chair. It wouldn't be long before it would be a useless heap of soggy electronics.
Without thinking, I jumped up, ran downstairs and out the backdoor, through the adjoining hedges and into the Martin's backyard. I grabbed up the laptop and headed for shelter under their partially covered deck. I set the laptop down on a table, flipped it open and watched it pop to life. I expected she would be mighty pleased with me for rescuing her computer. I was starting to fantasize about how pleased she would be when another thought train came through. How exactly was I going to explain how I had seen that her laptop was out? She would know I had been watching her from next door. As I contemplated this, I looked down to the screen and noticed that the window was open to Craig's List—the Missed Connections section. I chuckled to myself, as I thought about how I always looked at the section myself, it was always interesting to read about people trying to hook up.
The sound of the rain easing up jolted me back to the reality of the situation. I decided to take a chance that the rain was stopping. I grabbed a dry towel off the table, wrapped it around the laptop, put it back where it was under the chair, and prayed she wouldn't notice.
I went back through the hedges and up to the study, where I watched the skies apprehensively, expecting more rain, but luckily it cleared up. By the time Amanda walked back out into the backyard, the skies were blue. I held my breath nervously, but she seemed to be oblivious to the fact that the laptop had somehow run up to the deck, grabbed a towel and wrapped itself up to stay dry. Teenagers.
Later that afternoon I was bored and looking through the Missed Connections listings and had a crazy idea. Using an anonymous contact email (don't we all have one of those!) I posted the following ad: Blue Monday, Yellow on Tuesday, Wednesday in Red, what will Thursday's waterfront fashion show bring? I didn't post it with the idea of anything coming of it, even if she saw it, the wording was so convoluted it was unlikely she'd notice it. It was mostly just to rile up my fantasies.
Later that night, I checked back and someone had posted a response on the Missed Connections: Brown or Green? it read.
I chuckled to myself, thinking that someone was just humoring me. Just for kicks, I typed a response that said: Green sounds good.
The next day, right around 11 am, I was at my usual post not doing any writing, and Amanda strode out the back door and walked over to her tanning chair, where she struck a pose for a second standing there. Then she shrugged off her robe, and my heart jumped. She was wearing a green suit.
A flood of thoughts hit me, all at once and very hard. Was the green suit just a coincidence? If not, did she know it was me who posted the ad? And did she know that I had been watching her? Also, was I in big trouble?
I still had plausible deniability at this point, if I didn't respond at all there would be no verification. But something inside me had to know if she had worn the green suit as I had requested, or just randomly. She had her laptop out there with her, so if I posted something else, and she responded, it would end all doubt. It took me a few hours to gin up the courage, but I finally posted again: That green looks divine, but I wouldn't mind seeing the brown now. The ad posted around noon, and I watched her with apprehension every time she flipped open the laptop.
Around 12:30, she went inside. Time dragged on, and after about an hour I had decided, almost with relief, that the green suit had been a coincidence. Then she came out again, wearing the robe, walked over to the pool, stepped up gingerly onto the diving board, let the robe fall away, and gracefully dived into the pool—wearing a lovely brown bikini.
My heart stopped this time, and my head filled again. She was definitely reading the posts and acting on them, but did she know who she was talking to, and that the person she was talking to was watching her?
I watched her swim around for awhile, and then get out. She didn't look up my way, and I was fairly certain that she would not be able to see me looking at her.
I watched her sit down and flip up the laptop. This time the message came directly to my anonymous email.
So what do you think?
I briefly thought about the implications of flirting with the neighbor's daughter, then decided the hell with it.
"Brown is beautiful," I emailed back.
"Wow, so it really is you, are you watching me right now?"
ME: Yes, I'm sorry, I hope you aren't creeped out or anything, I just couldn't help but notice...
Amanda: So, you like to watch? LOL.
ME(sweating and shaking by now): Yes, watching beauty is a favorite pastime.
Amanda: Ah... you're sweet.
It was pretty wild watching her type and then seeing her responses. I was too freaked out at this point to push the conversation anywhere, and I was still wondering if she knew was talking to me. We chatted back and forth for a while, just chit chat kind of stuff, and about mid afternoon she packed up and went inside.
It wasn't until later that night that I got another email from her.
Amanda: What do you want me to wear tomorrow?
ME: Hmm. The red one is my favorite, how 'bout that one?
Amanda: Ok. I'm glad you didn't pick another color, I'm out of suits!
I didn't sleep well that night, mulling over everything that had happened and thinking about what would happen tomorrow. Clearly, she was flirting with me, but it was not at all clear that she knew who I was.
I didn't sleep much, but I was wide awake at 11 am when Amanda made her way out to the chair in her hot red bikini. She settled down on a towel and pulled out her laptop.
Amanda: So what do you think?
ME: Love it. You look awesome.
Amanda: Thanks. I like it that you watch.
ME: (couldn't think or type)
Amanda: Do you like how I'm sitting?
ME: Absolutely. You look ... very nice
She lifted her arm up above her head and spread her legs a little.
Amanda: Do you like this better?
ME: (couldn't think or type)
Amanda: I like it when you tell me what to do.
ME: (couldn't think or type or breath)
I was being given free reign to ask anything. I decided to try it out.
ME: Put both hands above your head (she did). Cross your legs (she did) Touch your breast (she hesitated, then she did)
Now it was my turn to hesitate. Was I really ready to do this? Typing it was so easy.
ME: Touch your pussy. Make yourself feel good.
I watched Amanda do as she was told, lightly stroking herself at first, and then pushing her hand inside her bikini bottom and vigorously fingering herself. She had her laptop set up beside the chair, so she could periodically check to see what I wanted.
ME: Go in the house, get something to eat, and eat it in an erotic way.
Amanda sat up in the chair thinking for a minute, then went in the house. She came out with the perfect erotic food, the banana, and treated me to a long, slow peeling of the world's luckiest banana, which was then treated to a luscious mouth massage that forced me to loosen my pants.
For the next hour, I had the amazing experience of having all my typed requests enthusiastically fulfilled by my beautiful young neighbor. Being a creative type, I had all kinds of good ideas. Eventually, I got around to the inevitable request to undo her top.
Amanda: I'd better not. If someone else sees they might tell my parents.
ME: (jarred back to reality): right, never mind on that one
I watched her thinking for a minute, then typing again.
Amanda: You could come over, they won't be home for hours. I could do it then.
ME: You sure? (please, please, please)
Amanda: I'll see you at the front door in a little while.
I nearly fell over myself getting through the house and out the door. I didn't want to rush over to Amanda's front door, but I had a hard time holding back to. I hardly had a chance to think before I rang the doorbell, and then I had a flood of apprehension and nerves.
Amanda opened the front door in her red bikini, looking incredibly sexy....and seemed surprised to see me. In fact, she seemed to look behind me to see if there was anyone behind me. With a flood of horror, I realized she was expecting someone else.
As panicked as I was, I somehow came up with a face saving resolution. "Ah, hi Amanda, do you... ah, have any ... ah... butter?"
She stared at me blankly, I could tell she was trying to figure out what was going on. I could sense that she was coming to the realization that I had been the one talking to her, which was coming as a shock. My only thought was trying to save face for everybody involved.
"I'm making some cookies, and I need some butter," I said awkwardly.
"Oh," she said, still trying to get her head around it. I noticed that a slight smile was coming onto her face, and all I could think about was getting out of there before she started laughing at me.
"So, how much butter do you need?" she asked.
My mind went blank. I'm not a cook, I have no idea how much butter it takes.
"How much do you have?" I asked unsteadily.
She turned and walked back into the kitchen, and despite my shame I was entranced watching her beautiful shape walking away. In a moment she was back with a box of four sticks of butter and a sly smile. At least she wasn't freaking out, I thought. She held out the box.
"Thanks," I said, taking all four sticks of butter. I didn't care how ridiculous it looked, I just wanted to get out of there. As I walked away, I thought I heard her mumble something about making a whole lot of cookies.
I walked back home with my tail between my legs. I felt horribly foolish and embarrassed. I trudged back up to my study and plopped down on chair, throwing the butter on the desk. I looked out the window just in time to see Amanda standing in the backyard, looking up at my house, and then turning and looking at the house on the other side of her. Suddenly I realized, she had thought it was someone in the other house looking at her. I remembered there was a boy about her age that lived there. That's who she thought she was chatting with.
I put my head in my hands and felt like an old fool.
It was ten o'clock that night, seven hours since my embarrassing revelation, and I was getting ready to go to bed. I was walking by my computer and noticed an email message, from Amanda.
Amanda: Did you get enough butter?
Me: (embarrassed, trying to keep it short) Yes
Amanda: I'm sorry, I didn't realize it was you
ME: Easy mistake. I'm sorry, let's just forget it.
The next day I overslept, which is hard to do for someone who is unemployed. I showered, ate a good breakfast and resolved to pull down the shade on the study and really get some work done. But the first thing I noticed on the computer was an email from Amanda.
Amanda: So, what color do you want me to wear today?
I blinked once, twice, tried to collect myself. I checked the time and date on the email, it was indeed today, sent at 10:30 am. It was 11 am now. I checked the time and date again, and reread the email. Then thought some more.
Finally, I decided what to do.
ME: Blue
Ten minutes later, Amanda came sauntering across the backyard, wearing the usual robe, going through the same ritual. When the robe came off, the suit was blue.
So now I'm doubly flustered. Was she just making friendly, or did she want to pick up where we left off. I decided to go midway.
ME: Maybe you should put on some suntan lotion, looks hot today
Amanda: I will. Thanks
Oh shit, she thought I was talking about her being hot. Before I could get more embarrassed, my email ringed in again.
Amanda: btw, I'm glad it was you.
She turned and looked up at my window, slowly rubbing in the lotion. My hand was slowly doing some rubbing of its own, and I watched as she reached down to type out another message.
ME: You thought I was someone else.
Amanda: Yes, I thought you were my other neighbor, he's always flirting with me. But he's like a silly child.
ME: Oh.
Amanda: I didn't know it was you, but I'm glad it was you. I like the way you tell me what to do.
ME: Oh. Well be sure to put enough lotion on young lady.
Amanda: LOL. I can't reach my back though ...
The three dots were clearly in there for a reason. There was a world of interpretation in three little dots.
ME: If you come over here, I could help you out with that.
Amanda typed something up on the computer and then stood up and looked toward my window. She leaned down and pushed the send button.
Amanda: I thought you'd never ask
She stood there looking at me
ME: I didn't ask.
I watched her smile and then walk into the house. Five minutes later, after repeatedly pinching myself to make sure I wasn't dreaming, I heard a soft knock on the door. Amanda was standing there in her mid thigh length robe, and I assumed the blue bikini underneath. She had also taken the liberty of donning some black heels, which made her long gorgeous legs even more impressive. She stood in front of me in the entry foyer, and not a word was spoken between us for several moments. She broke the silence.
"I like it when you tell me what to do," she said.
Talk about your dreams come true. Smoking hot girl, half my age, telling me to tell her what to do. The mind reeled with options.
"Untie your robe," I said as steadily as I could manage.
Amanda looked down, slipped a long sexy finger into the loose knot, and pushed it all the way loose. The tie fell apart and the robe opened up, revealing her tanned toned body and the shiny blue swimsuit.
"Did you bring the lotion over?" I asked.
"No, I ran out," she said with a smile. She reached into her robe pocket and pulled something out to show me. "But I did bring some oil."
"Well then, bring that over here and take off your robe so I can save you from the sun's harmful rays," I replied.
She sauntered slowly over, slipping the robe off her lovely shoulders. "I need some on my back," she said. "Wouldn't want any damage back there."
She handed me the oil and turned her back to me, standing so close I could smell the lotion she already had on. I took a deep breath and steadied myself before pouring out some oil onto her shoulders. She leaned forward to be more accommodating, and I felt her ass coming close to me. I started to slowly and carefully rub in the oil, and I could just barely hear the low moans of satisfaction. I rubbed her muscles a bit harder, and moved my hands down until they were just above her ass, and as my hands moved around to massage the sides of her hips she bent forward more, and then pushed her ass back into my groin, where she no doubt felt my interest mounting. It was epic seeing her body up close like this, after watching from afar for over a week. Watching her grinding backwards into me as I groped her lovely body was putting me in danger of losing my load though, so I eased her away and she turned to face me.
I pulled my shirt over my head, leaving me with just my shorts on, and as I watched her appreciative eyes I thanked myself for staying fit. "Take off your top," I said. "Show me."
Amanda stood their smiling for a moment, she really knew how to create tension. Then she reached up and popped the clasp on her top, and then ever so slowly pulled back the sides, exposing tan lines and the finest pair of breasts I'd ever seen. Standing there looking at her I briefly reflected on my belief that nothing makes a woman more confident than looking sexy. Amanda was hot, and she knew it.
"Take off my shorts," I said with increasing confidence.
Amanda came over and kneeled down in front of me, not something I had told her to do but in retrospect, something I should have. She had my shorts around my ankles quickly, and her face was level with and fixated on my now throbbing cock. She looked at it mesmerized, then up at me, then back down.
"I wonder what you want me to do next," she said, licking her lips and moving closer.
"Kiss it," I said simply.
Eager to please, she leaned in and kissed the sides of my throbbing cock, then the front, and finally the top.
"Lick it," I said simply.
Following my mental script perfectly, she licked the same places that she had kissed, slowly and passionately, occasionally looking up at my approving eyes.



"Suck it," I said simply.
And she did, taking me deeply into her mouth and rolling her tongue all over me as she thrust her mouth up and down on my rod.
And to think that I thought I had it made when I could watch her sunbathing in her backyard. Now she was topless, sucking my dick like there was no tomorrow, and prepared to do whatever I asked next.
I thought briefly about just having her do this for the rest of my life, but my imagination for potential got the better of me. I reached down with my hands and pulled her face up to look at me.
"I think we should continue this conversation in the bedroom," I said.
She rose to her feet and turned away from me, and her hand drifted back and grasped my cock.
"I agree," she said, pulling me forward cock-first. Her hand was still oily and felt wonderfully slick on my hard cock, and I moved my feet carefully to maintain the rhythm so her hand wouldn't fall off. By the time we reached the bedroom I was ready to unload yet again, but luckily I remembered I was in control.
"Get on the bed, lay on your back," I said.
She didn't even hesitate, smiling all the while, and I was starting to think that if I ask her to paint the house she would even do that. Painting the house was not on my mind. I walked over beside the bed and stroked myself.
"Take off your panties," I said.
Once again, she did as she was told, showcasing a neatly trimmed bush. She was completely naked now, lying on the bed, and she was a vision of perfection.
"Masturbate," I said, looking down on her.
She smiled and dropped her hand down and began to slowly pleasure herself, watching me stroking my cock as she did it. While it was amazingly erotic to experience this mutual solo pleasuring, I also felt the urge to be closer. I climbed up on the bed and straddled her left leg, so that now my cock was poised just above her pussy. Both of us were becoming more and more aroused, and I was aching to put my cock somewhere. I sensed she wanted that too.
"You tell ME what to do," I said.
She didn't hesitate. "Fuck me," she said dreamily.
I was ready, but was also enjoying teasing her. I used my cock to tease her, massaging her clit briefly and rubbing it all around before plunging inside. We both gasped at the wonderfully warm feeling.
I wish I could say that I lasted for a long time, but after enjoying the missionary style for a while we rolled over with her on top, and the vision of her gorgeous body riding gracefully above me was really too much, and I had a fast and explosive orgasm. Fortunately I was incredibly horny, so after commanding my new slave girl to masturbate herself in a variety of new and exciting positions, I was ready to roll again in no time.
Our second time, I enjoyed total control, telling her where and when to move, what to kiss, when to bend over. If you've never had a lovemaking session where you could tell your lover of your every whim and she immediately obeyed, you can't imagine. Needless to say, we enjoyed just about every sexual position in the book and when it was over we were both exhausted - and completely and deeply satisfied.
I didn't even remember Amanda leaving, I just remember waking up in the dark not knowing what time it was. I couldn't help but wonder if I had been dreaming, but when I fired up the computer there was a message from Amanda.
Amanda: THAT was awesome. Let's do that again SOON. ; )
As it turns out, we DID do THAT again, every weekday for the next week and a half. Amanda made it very clear that she really liked me to be in control, and frankly I didn't mind at all. It was almost like having an extension of myself, doing what I asked without hesitation. Imagine having all your fantasies immediately fulfilled. Wednesday was the whipped cream fantasy, where she let me cover her with whipped cream and then lick it off...and she did the same to me. Thursday I had her put her hair in pigtails and bend over in front of the dresser mirror, her hands fondling her breasts, while I held her pigtails like reins, went deep inside her and watched her smiling face in the mirror. I was worried about pushing boundaries until Friday, l the faithful day when she came over and I told her that what I wanted her to do was to tell ME what SHE wanted to do.
She didn't waste any time at all. That afternoon we did everything from a standing up 69 to a foray onto the kitchen counter. But the highlight had to be when she tied me up to the bed, impaled herself on my cock, and called her mother on the cell phone. That wild vixen gyrated up and down the length of my cock, sometimes biting her lip to maintain control, while talking to her mother about a summer project she had due in a few weeks when she went back to college.
Weird thing is, while I was watching her sexy body bouncing up and down on me as she talked about the project, I couldn't help but listen to the requirements of her summer project. After she finally said goodbye to her mother and we both exploded in an orgasm, I brought the project back up.
"You know, my background is in advertising and marketing, I could give you some help with that," I said.
"Oh really," she said, rolling off me to one side and smiling at me deviously. "What is that going to cost me?"
"Well, for one thing, you have to untie me," I laughed.
"Sure, in a little while...," she grinned.
"A little while" involved her licking me back into arousal and then giving me a mind-numbing blow job.
When Amanda came back the next Monday we worked on her project, in between more incredible sexual adventures, and after a few days we had the project completed. She was quite appreciative of my assistance, insisting on letting me cum on her face, a long time fantasy that I had never felt comfortable asking. When a girl tells you you can do anything, and says anything the way Amanda did, it sets the mind spinning. The highlight of our second week of daily, wild hot sex involved us moving the show over to her parent's house, where we tried to do every position in the kama sutra, on her bed, on her parent's bed, in the master bathroom, on the pool table, on her dad's office desk, and in the hall closet, just because I'd never done that before and, what the fuck, I could ask.
It had been the most incredible summer of my life, having this young beauty screwing my brains out, fulfilling my every fantasy, day after day. When she told me she'd be going back to school in a few days, I was part disappointed and part relieved that I wouldn't be dying of a sex-related heart attack. Then the phone call came. The phone call that changed my life.
"Jim, this is Bob Martin, from next door," said the voice on the other end of the phone. "I wonder if I might have a word with you."
The message sank in slowly as my mouth went quickly dry. Bob Martin, Amanda's dad, wanted a word with me. It wasn't hard to imagine what he wanted to talk about. He wanted to bust my ass for being a dirty old man screwing his hot young daughter.
"Sure," I managed, a cold sweat emerging. "I'll be over in a little while."
My first thought was direct and lucid. How quickly could I pack, get to the airport, and book a flight to South America?
For some bizarre reason, maybe because I thought I deserved it, I decided to bite the bullet, face the music, or face the bullet.
As I knocked on the big wooden door of the Martin's house, I silently cursed myself for not packing heat. If Bob was mad enough to shoot me, I'd have no defense. Bob's wife Jean answered the door, and to my relief she was nice and cordial, so I assumed that she didn't know anything. She told me Bob was in the study and pointed me the way.
When I walked into the large study, there sat Bob Martin, bigger than I remember him being, and standing right behind him with an almost mischievous look on her face was Amanda. Despite my predicament I couldn't help but notice how hot she looked in a short tennis skirt and tank top. Plus she was standing behind the desk where just a few days ago she had been bent over while I pounded her mercilessly from behind. I felt a pang of guilt when I remembered how I had made her say "Give it to me big daddy."
Bob rose to his feet as I came in. "Jim, Amanda here tells me that you have been spending some time with her," he said.
Any doubt I had that I was dead was now gone. I looked at Amanda grinning at me coyly and realized with a shudder that she had set me up. And I was in big trouble. My eyes started going blurry as I watched him reach down to the desk to pick something up. I briefly thought about making a sobbing apology and ask his forgiveness just before he killed me.
"She tells me you helped her quite a bit on this summer project," he said, waving the presentation package we had put together.
I had a hard time finding the context. Was I in trouble for fucking her AND helping her do the project? Amanda was smiling at me and licking her lips.
"This is good work," he said. "I really appreciate you giving her your time."
I could feel my head nodding but wasn't sure why. I couldn't think of a thing to say, so all I could do was nod.
"Jim, I'm so impressed by this work that I wanted to talk with you about another project. I'm starting a new company and I need a strong manager to run my marketing and advertising department. Amanda here tells me that you have some real leadership qualities."
Out of the vision of her father, Amanda hiked up her skirt to reveal a complete lack of panties.
I nodded some more.
"Anyway, I'd like you to come by my office and interview for the position," he continued. "I need someone with some strong leadership qualities to lead my department."
Amanda had given her index finger a tongue bath and was sliding it into herself to further torment me. My mind was so blank I don't even know how I got a sentence out.
"Mr. Martin," I said, stepping forward to shake his hand. "I think you've got your man."
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The Gibson family of Oak Ridge Road were the epitome of the All American family. Jim and Diane had been married since college, and they had two college aged kids, Jason and Sally. While Jim and Diane were in their 40s, they were still fit and attractive, and both their kids were known for turning heads. Sally was a petite blonde with a cheerleader's enthusiasm and the innocence of a choir girl. Jason played football at the small college he attended, and looked like a Calvin Klein model with his shirt off. They lived in a quiet street in a tree lined neighborhood where everyone was friends and nothing bad ever happened.
The kids were home from college for the weekend, and as they often did, the Gibsons were gathered around a game of Scrabble in the den. It was their tradition to play a board game while catching up on what the kids had been up to. They were in the midst of sharing a laugh over a debate over a word when the doorbell rang, and Jim went to answer the door.
At the door stood Leroy Collins. Leroy looked like a very normal 30 year old guy, reasonably nice looking, fairly well dressed. Jim did what nice people do, he smiled and nodded and said hello.
"I wonder if I could trouble you for some assistance," Leroy said, with an almost aristocratic accent. "My car broke down and I need to borrow a phone."
"Certainly come right on in," said Jim, turning to invite the stranger into his home. As he turned to show Leroy in, he felt a sharp blow to the back of his head, and then everything went black.
When Jim regained consciousness, everything had changed. He was in the den, tied firmly to a chair. His wife was on her knees beside him, crying, her shirt ripped open. His son stood shirtless and handcuffed to the chandelier above his head. His daughter lay on the floor on her side, her hands bound behind her with red silk ties, and another one wrapped around her mouth. He desperately tried to process what was going on, but before he could a voice popped up beside him.
"Well, well, I was wondering if you were ever going to join the party," Leroy said. "We were about to start without you."
Jim turned his head toward the voice and saw the sinister eyes of Leroy Collins, holding a black revolver. With a shudder, Jim realized that his family had fallen victim of the Red Ribbon Rapist, a serial sadist who had been responsible for a recent string of home invasion murders. The Red Ribbon Rapist would invade a home, tie up the occupants in red ribbons, and sexually assault them in a variety of sickening ways.
"Please don't do this," stammered Jim still groggy.
"I love it when they beg," Leroy grinned devilishly. Then he grew stern and slapped Jim in the head. "I'll do what I want, and you will too."
Realizing that begging was futile, Jim became silent.
"Now, where were we," Leroy said, waving the gun around menacingly toward Sally. "I believe that I gave you some specific instructions, young lady, and I expect you to obey. Now I'm going to take the gag off, but if you scream again, I'm going to make your mom take off some more clothes and hit your daddy on the head again, understand?"
Sally nodded, her eyes showing fear.
"Get up on your knees," Leroy said.
As she struggled to her knees, Leroy jerked her up. He pulled her face roughly into his crotch and held it there as he used a knife to cut the gag, then he pushed her away.
"Do it," Leroy said. "Go suck big brother's cock."
Jim's eyes widened in horror as Leroy's words sunk in. He quickly realized that they had no choice but to go along with the demands of this twisted bastard. He gritted his teeth and nodded to his daughter.
Sally resigned herself to the sick demand, moving over clumsily on her knees in front of Jason.
"Now take his shorts off," said Leroy grinning.
"How?" said Sally, slightly lifting her hands that were bound behind her back.
"With your mouth," said Leroy.
Sally looked up at Jason, who was looking down at her, and moved forward to attempt to take his pants off with her mouth. Her attempts were completely unsuccessful, in part because she didn't want to. After a while she gave up.
"Please, I've never done this before, I've never even been with a man," she sobbed.
"You stupid bitch," said Leroy roughly. "THAT is going to cost you."
He grabbed Diane and jerked her up to her feet. In a flash, he had ripped off her skirt, leaving her standing in the middle of the den with just her bra and panties.
"Now daddy's going to pay too," Leroy said, rearing back to hit Jim again.
"No, wait, I'll do it," Diane shouted out.
Leroy stopped in mid swing, looking back over his shoulder. The wheels in his head turned as he imagined the mother and son scenario.
Everyone else in the room took in Diane's proposal in stunned silence.
"Well then, I am looking forward to this show," Leroy said. He turned to Jim. "I'll bet you are too."
Jim sat stoically in the chair, staring straight ahead.
Diane walked over to where Jason was, smiled almost ruefully, and kneeled down in front of him. Wasting little time, she used her teeth to pop off the button, slid the zipper down, and in seconds had Jason's shorts and boxers down around his ankles.
Now the room was rapt in attention once again. Jason was only semi-erect, but it was very clear that his cock was large. Abnormally large.
Leroy moved over to get a closer look. "Damn dude, what kind of vitamins do you eat?"
Jason looked down at his sister and mother kneeling in front of him. "Don't make them do it," he said.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to pretend like I cared about your opinion," Leroy sneered. "You people are trying my patience — I make the orders, not you - that's going to cost you."
Leroy walked around behind Diane. Once again the knife flashed out, cutting the bra strap clean and exposing a perfect pair of breasts.
"If you've never been with a man, maybe you can practice sucking on your mother," he said. "Go ahead, suck on your mother, just like old times."
Sally looked confused, but her mother knew they had no choice. Diane moved over and took Sally's head in her hands, and pulled her into her breasts almost lovingly. Not knowing what else to do, Sally took her mother's nipple into her mouth and began kissing and licking her. The room was silent for several minutes while the scene played out.
After awhile, Leroy stepped in and pushed the two apart. "Don't get too cozy you two," he said. "Pretty soon I'll be making you both my bitches."
Leroy looked back toward Jason. "Now make him hard," said Leroy cruelly. "Kiss his cock, lick his cock, both of you."
Sally looked at her mother, and her mother just nodded. They moved into position on either side of Jason's mammoth tool and began to kiss and lick him as they were told. Jason seemed to be fighting the urge to become aroused, but a 19-year old kid has only so much resistance, and before long his cock began to grow, to harden, and to the amazement of everyone in the room, it just kept growing, until it was pointing up towards the ceiling with what had to be at least 10 inches of rock hard steel.
The most transfixed person in the room had to be Leroy, who had moved in close to watch the action, and he had become so mesmerized by the size of Jason and the utter naughtiness of what was happening, he had not
noticed that Jim had managed to free himself from the red ribbons, using a fingernail clipper he had in his pocket. He did not notice that Jim had risen up from the chair and grabbed a large, heavy paperweight off the end table. And he did not notice that Jim took the paperweight and whacked him over the head.
When Leroy regained consciousness, everything had changed. He was alone in a different room, a rather dark room with few furnishings, and his arms and legs were each tied to four different ropes pulling him in four different directions. His legs were partially spread, and his arms were tied to the rafter above his head. He shook his head to get the cobwebs out, and tried to see if he could move, but he was locked into place. He yelled out, but got no response. It was another ten minutes before he heard a noise at the door.
The door opened, and Sally walked in. She didn't just walk in, she sauntered in. She was dressed in a very sexy, very frilly baby doll outfit, with a pair of thick red high heels. She looked nothing at all like the innocent little girl he had been bossing around earlier. Leroy blinked, closed his eyes tight and reopened them, desperately trying to wake himself up from this very weird dream.
Sally walked over to a table where some candles were and lit them up. Then she walked slowly up to Leroy, turning away at the last second to walk over to another table, where she lit some other candles. In the soft glow of the candles, she looked absolutely stunning.
She walked back over to stand tantalizingly close to Leroy.
"I think we got off on the wrong foot before," said Sally, unbuttoning Leroy's shirt. "I think we need to start over."
She proceeded to cut off his shirt and then his pants, leaving him standing silently and fearfully in his boxer shorts. She dragged a slow finger down the front of his chest and down to the top of his boxers, where she let her fingernails drag lightly along his torso.
"Daddy says we have to turn you into the cops," she frowned. "But he did say that I could have a little fun with you first."
Being a man of pathetically distorted perceptions, Leroy quickly came to the conclusion that he was going to have the pleasure of being a boy toy for this delectable creature, and he couldn't help but smile. Already, he was thinking of ways to convince her to let him go, so he could go back to being in control.
Sally walked slowly around Leroy, letting her hand drag around on his chest. She came up behind him, letting her hands tickle his chest and stomach. She leaned in and whispered into his ear.
"I'm going to show you a little something I learned on the internet," she said softly.
Leroy smiled and closed his eyes, waiting for the treat he was going to get. His cock was rock hard in his shorts.
He heard it before he sensed it, and he sensed it before he felt it. What he heard was a crushing blow. What he sensed was that Sally had kicked him in the balls with everything she had. What he felt, after a few seconds, was the most intense pain he had ever imagined.
"They call that ballbusting," said Sally sweetly. "Don't you just love the diversity on the internet?"
Leroy could just barely process the words. The initial shock of the kick was intense, but the subsequent pain in his testicles was a throbbing, screaming sensation that crept up through his stomach and all the way up into his head. He ached to bend over and lay on the ground in a mass of jelly, but the ropes help him up. At some point he reached a point where he found his voice, and just as he prepared to scream, he felt Sally shove a ball gag into his mouth and pull the strap tight behind his head. Now the growing pain was intensified by the fact that he could hardly breathe.
Meanwhile, Sally was prancing around in front of him like nothing was going on. At some point he realized that she had pulled his boxers off so that now he was completely naked, not that being naked was a good thing right now. Sally cocked her head to one side and looked at him curiously.
"That must not have hurt too bad," she said. "You still look ready to party."
Leroy looked down at himself and was shocked to find that his erection was still full. It wasn't because he felt good. It was because his cock was still in shock.
"I'll bet if I kick it again, you'll settle down a little, what do you think?" she said sweetly.
Leroy shook his head as much as the ropes would allow, pleaded with his eyes, tried to yell through the ball gag. To no avail. This time, there was no surprise, he could see it coming all the way, from straight in front of him. There was nothing he could do but whine. The last thought he had before her foot wrecked his genitals again was that her shoes must have some kind of hard coat to the top, because if she had kicked him that hard without any protection she would've broke her foot.
As water welled up in his eyes and he attempted to groan, Sally walked up and got right in his face with a sinister, vindictive sneer.
"That's for all those other people, you sick bastard," she said, and then turned to walk away. Just as she got the right distance away, she swung her leg around, smashing into the left side of his face with the outside of her right foot, and leaving a bloody heel mark in his cheek.
"And that," she said, walking out of the room, "was for hitting my daddy."
Leroy was actually relieved she hit him in the head, it gave him a chance to forget the pain in his genitals. She was barely out of the room before the pain became so severe that he passed out. When he woke up again thirty minutes later, the pain was still throbbing.
He was in the middle of wishing he were dead when the door opened and in walked Jason, curiously dressed only in boxer shorts.
"Leroy, I'd like to apologize for my sister, she's a black belt in karate and loves to show off her kicking skills," he said. "Are you feeling ok?"
Unable to speak, Leroy tried to shout through the ball gag, but it sounded like a garbled mess.
Jason pulled the ball out his mouth, stretching the straps.
"Fuck no I'm not ok, I'm..."
Leroy was unable to get the rest of his sentence out, because Jason had released the ball, and the elastic straps jerked the ball back into his mouth, pinching his lips against his teeth on the way in. He could taste the blood from his lip.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to pretend like I cared about your opinion," Jason said as he walked around behind Leroy. "I've got a little surprise for you, something I think you are really going to enjoy."
Leroy was not able to see Jason behind him, but he could only assume that he was lining up to kick him in the balls again, and he closed his eyes and gritted his teeth on the ball gag in fearful anticipation. Then he felt Jason's breath at his ear, and heard some very unexpected words.
"I'm gay," whispered Jason into Leroy's ear.
Leroy's eyes popped open, and his mouth relaxed for a split second. In a flash, he processed that information at the same time as a visual memory of Jason's mammoth tool popped into his head. Before he could complete the picture, he felt his ass cheeks being spread out. He felt a turgid member at the barn door. And then he felt a searing explosion of pain as Jason rammed his massive tool into his abdomen. He gasped and wriggled around to no avail, feeling himself being ripped asunder (pardon the pun). His eyes bugged out and bled water, he screamed at the top of his lungs but nothing came out. As Jason piled into him, Leroy felt a burning, tearing pain, and it seemed he was being ripped in half from the inside out. Then Jason gave him the second half of his tool.
Jason was not a gentle lover, but he did have endurance. He plowed Leroy's ass for a good twenty minutes before he finally began to peak, growing even bigger yet before releasing his load into Leroy's intestine.
Leroy was once again nearing unconsciousness as Leroy strode in front of him, looking rather pleased.
"I hope that was good for you," he said. "It was for me."
He was about to walk away when he stopped and grabbed a handful of Leroy's chest hair and ripped it out with a vengeance.
"That's for calling my sister a stupid bitch," he said, and walked out the door.
For the next thirty minutes, Leroy drifted in and out of consciousness. His lower extremities were all screaming with pain, his mind was numb. When he heard the door opening, he expected the worst; as it turned out, he was correct.
Diane, the matron of the home, came into the room dressed in black leather. Her thigh high boots had stiletto heels. Her one piece leather outfit was form fitted and had a deep V down the middle, exposing just a bit of cleavage. In her hand was what looked like a riding crop. Under normal circumstances, Leroy would've been incredibly aroused.
"Leroy, you have earned a new name," she said while slowly walking around him, tapping the crop against her hand. "Your new name is My Bitch."
Leroy closed his eyes and began to cry.
"That's right, cry My Bitch," she said. "It just so happens that I am a trained Dominatrix. I recently completed an advanced study of the pain-pleasure points of the human body. By pinpointing these points with this special tool, I can induce amazing pain and pleasure."
She leaned in suddenly pulled the crop back and let it spring forward, pinging Leroy's inner thigh with a loud pop that immediately created a red hot welt in the shape of a circle. Within the circle, clearly legible, were the words My Bitch.
The initial strike hurt Leroy like a son-of-a-bitch, and then it got worse. It felt like that little piece of him was on fire.
"I guess I should've clarified one point," Diane said. "The pain I induce is yours - the pleasure is all mine."
She smiled, walk around behind him and let the crop strike again, this time on the back of his upper arm. "No worries," she said. "Only 34 more spots to go."
Thirty minutes and 36 red welt tattoos later, Leroy hung nearly motionless from the ropes, a jellyfied version of the sadistic manipulator that he had been only hours earlier. Diane stood in front of him admiring her work, and then pulled the gag ball out of his mouth so he could speak.
"I always like to get feedback from a performance," she said. "What did you think?"
Leroy grimaced in anger. "One day I'm going to come back here and kill your family right in front of you, one at a time, and then I'm going to torture you until you beg for me to kill you."
Diane let the gag ball release back into Leroy's mouth.
"THAT is going to cost you," she said with a smile. She pulled the crop back and let it fly, and it came down with a thwack right across the top of Leroy's cock. She was out of the door for five minutes before Leroy could even breathe in again.
Leroy hung limp in the dark room, assuming the worst. His egotistical nature wouldn't allow him to think that he was getting what he deserved. All he could think about was his revenge. It was an hour before the door opened again, but to him it could've been five minutes or five hours. He had lost touch with time at this point.
As he expected, it was Jim Gibson this time. He assumed he was in for more abuse, but he did not think the Gibson family had the balls to kill him, so he steeled himself to endure by imagining his return.
Jim was dressed in jeans and a t shirt, and his manner was so casual it would seem he was meeting up with an old friend.
"Leroy, my name is Jim Gibson, I don't think we've been formally introduced," he said. "I assume you've met the rest of my family."
Leroy looked at him blankly.
"Let's talk," Jim said, and he reached over and pulled the strap loose on the gag ball. "How's that?"
Leroy opened and closed his mouth a few times to get the feeling back into his jaw. His anger overcame his predicament.
"I'm going to kill your whole fucking family, its just a matter of time," he said.
"I don't think so," said Jim. He leaned in with what looked like a staple gun, pressed it up against Leroy's tattooed cock, and pulled the trigger.
Leroy felt a sharp pain, followed by a dull ache. Nothing compared to the torture he had already been through.
"Is that all you got?" he screamed. "That hardly even hurt."
"Right, well it isn't meant to hurt," Jim said. "It has other purposes."



Leroy looked at him nervously. "Purposes?"
"It's like this Leroy, my name is Jim Gibson, but that's not even my real name," he said. "I am an agent with the CIA."
Leroy looked blank again.
"I just implanted this inside you," Jim continued, holding up a little silver object about the size and shape of a coffee bean. "This is a high tech device made just for people like you.
"This is how it works. When I activate the device, it becomes capable of a variety of tasks. First and most importantly, if you come within a mile of my family, it causes a heat trigger that will melt your dick clean off. Second, every time you even start to get an erection, your dick is going to hurt so bad you won't be able to walk. Third, it will act as a homing device so I know where you are at all times. And fourth, anytime I want to, I can signal it to terminate your existence in an extremely painful manner."
Leroy looked at Jim, trying to gauge his bluffing skills. "Bullshit," he said at last.
Jim nodded. "I assumed you would have your doubts," he said. "Allow me to demonstrate."
He reached over to a nearby table and pulled it over to where Leroy could see it. In the middle of the table there was a life-like dildo perched. Jim pushed a button and waited. For a few seconds, nothing happened, and then suddenly, the dildo began to vibrate and then melted quickly into mush.
Leroy's eyes were huge.
"Of course, if you don't believe me, when you leave here, you can try to get an erection and see what happens," Jim said with a smile.
"How the hell am I supposed to live like that?" Leroy stammered.
"You aren't," Jim said. "This is what you are going to do. I'm going to drive you about a block away from the police station. You are going to walk in, turn yourself in as the Red Ribbon Rapist, and confess to all the previous home invasion crimes. You are going to insist on the maximum penalty, which will be life in prison. After you are safely in prison, I will de-activate the implant."
Leroy looked at Jim helplessly. "What if I don't," he whined.
Jim came up close. "Think about it. I will know where you are. I can make your dick hurt like hell anytime I want. Trust me Leroy. You do not want to fuck with me. You do not want to fuck with my family. You picked the wrong house to fuck with," he said.
Leroy crumbled as he realized his predicament. "Please don't do this."
Jim repeated back the words that Leroy had given him just a few hours before. "I'll do what I want," he said deliberately. "And you will too."
Late that night, the Red Ribbon Rapist limped into the police station, asked for some pain killers, and confessed to a string of sadistic crimes. He never revealed why he turned himself in, but the word around the police station was that this was one sicko who had met his match.
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Kathy Smith sat at her desk going over the bleak numbers with her husband Todd. Their fitness club had been extremely successful, even leading them to expand the facility, but halfway into the expansion their bookkeeper had disappeared with $50,000, and suddenly everything they had worked for was in trouble.
"If we don't get this loan, I don't think we're going to make it," Kathy said. "We've already been turned down three times."
Todd nodded in agreement. "This guy is different, he's not a bank, he's more of a venture capitalist," he said. "He does more non-traditional loans."
"I hope so," Kathy replied. "If I can't convince him, we aren't just going to lose the business, we're going to lose our house."
"I know you can be very convincing," Todd smiled. He kissed her on the cheek and got up to leave. Kathy handled all the business matters of the club, so she would be meeting the "money-man" alone. Todd was going to job the five miles home, a habit he had picked up shortly after they had to sell his car.
After Todd left, Kathy sat alone in the partially renovated addition, which was currently a mixture of her office space and random workout equipment. The room was designed with windows high on the wall, which provided natural light but also privacy for users. The gym closed early on Friday, and the meeting was not until 6 pm. The only light on in the room was her desk light, and in the fading light of the afternoon, the glow from the light left much of the room in shadows. As usual, she was dressed in her workout leotard, and she briefly thought about spending some time on one of the cardio machines, but she couldn't muster the enthusiasm. Her lifelong dream had been to own a gym, and now it was on the brink of being taken away.
She was so lost in thought that she didn't hear the knock on the door at first. The second knock got her attention, and she answered the door expecting to see some dowdy old man in a suit. She was surprised to find a fit, attractive young man at the door. He was dressed casually in jeans and a polo, but had a look of money about him.
"Hello, I'm Rex Stevens, I'm here to see Kathy Smith about a loan," he said.
Kathy couldn't hide her sense of surprise, but she welcomed him in and showed him to her desk.
"I think you may have been expecting an older gentlemen, that would be Rex Stevens Sr," he said. "I am his son and I handle some of his investments."
"Well I am pleased to meet you and look forward to doing business," smiled Kathy. She couldn't help but use a little of her sex appeal. A lifetime of working out had made her attractive body toned and fit, and a lot of the men at the club renewed their memberships just to see her long legs and gorgeous curves walking around in a leotard. She was happily married and wasn't selling, but she didn't mind showing off to help business.
"Before we get started, I'd like to get your opinion on something," Rex said. "I am looking at making an investment in a vineyard, and I've started opening all my afternoon meetings with a wine tasting to get opinions. Would you be willing to have a glass of wine?"
"Happy to help, I could use a glass of wine," Kathy said.
Rex pulled a bottle and two glasses out of his briefcase and poured them each a glass. He held his glass up in a toast.
"To doing business," Rex said. They clinked glasses and turned them up. Being nervous, Kathy welcomed the idea of a tension breaker, and she took down half the glass with the first sip. Rex quickly refilled the glass, and they began to sip and chat about the business.
It was about this time that Todd returned. He had gotten a mile from the club before remembering that he had left his house keys at the gym, so he was forced to return. He came in through the back door, into a utility room that was separated from Kathy's office by a door. He came in quietly, and when he heard voices, he figured the money man had arrived and he decided to eavesdrop for a while to see how it was going. He pulled up a chair and sat down where he could look through the partially open door.
Rex and Kathy were having an animated conversation about fitness clubs, and Kathy was getting rather intoxicated from the wine. She hadn't eaten much all day, she was drinking a lot out of nervousness, and the wine was a LOT stronger than what she was used to. She had noted that Rex's eyes would wander over her body when she gave him the chance by looking away, and in the interest of getting the loan, she was doing quite a bit of showing off. On occasion, she would have to stand up and walk over to the file cabinet behind her desk to retrieve some accounting information, and she made a special point to linger at the file cabinet with her back to him, even bending over to enhance the show. Her high cut workout leotard showed off her fabulous legs beautifully, and she was well aware of the effect that the curve of her ass had on men. If she had to show off some to save her house, she was more than willing. She was starting to feel like her loan chances were pretty good, and Rex seemed ... well, he seemed interested.
"Kathy, I'm impressed with the job you've done with the club," he said. "Your membership is growing, the expansion is terrific. Unfortunately, running the numbers on it just doesn't work out. Its just too risky."
Kathy felt her face go flush. She had been so hopeful, and now she was crushed. She couldn't find words, and a few silent moments passed. In the adjacent room, Todd also felt her pain.
"I do have one other option," Rex said, lifting his glass of wine for a hearty sip. Kathy lifted her eyes up to look at him. "I'll give you the entire $50,000 loan if you will do one thing for me."
Kathy stared at him dumbly. What one thing could she do that would make that kind of difference? Was he toying with her?
"I'll give you the loan if you will have sex with me," Rex said boldly.
Kathy's mind reeled with the force of the statement. In her tipsy state, she evaluated his request on several different levels. She was shocked and offended that he asked. She was flattered that an attractive man in his early 20s would be interested in a 35-year old woman. And she was stunned that she was in the position of selling herself to stave off financial ruin.
In the adjacent room, Todd was battling his own emotions. On the one hand, he wanted to burst through the door and confront this Rex character. But he also wanted to see how his wife would handle it.
After a long silence, he got his answer. "I don't cheat on my husband," Kathy said. "I just won't do it."
Todd breathed a long sigh of relief. That's my girl, he thought.
"Well, that is commendable, and I understand," Rex said. "I'll tell you what, I'll give you another option. Tell me a story, a very sexy story, about one of your most erotic encounters, and I'll give you a $25,000 loan."
If he had proposed that first she probably would've said no, but coming on the heels of the previous proposal the idea didn't seem that bad. A $25,000 loan would be enough to bail them out adequately enough. There really wasn't anything terrible about telling a sexy story. She idly wondered if Todd would approve.
From his vantage point, Todd was still contemplating bursting into the room and making a scene, but the idea of $25,000 was giving him pause. He could also tell that Kathy was considering it.
After a few moments of silence, Kathy responded. "You'll give me a $25,000 loan, and all I have to do is tell you one story?"
"One story, but it has to be very erotic, you have to make it sexy, and it has to be a real story, and I'll know if you aren't telling the truth," he said.
Kathy pondered for a few more moments. "Ok, I'll do it," she smiled. While she was debating it in her head she had already come up with an erotic story, an episode she had recently had with Todd in the very room where they now sat. She had resigned herself to telling the story, enjoying it, and getting it over with. "Just understand, I am NOT going to cheat on my husband."
"Absolutely, just telling a story is not cheating," said Rex with a smile.
Kathy hesitated, looking at him closely. Even in her intoxicated state, she had the impression that he was one step ahead of her.
"Ok, here's my... episode," she said, blushing and rolling her eyes. Thinking about it was a lot easy than telling it out loud.
"Last week, my husband Todd and I were here working late, and... well, one thing led to another, and we ended up having sex on one of the weight machines," she stammered out.
Rex smiled at her. "That's not a $25,000 story, that's a $5 story," he laughed.
"Ok, ok, I'll give you some more details, just give me a minute," she said, taking another gulp of wine. Hidden in the adjacent room, Todd had a flashback to the weight bench episode of last week and realized that if she did tell it all, it would be more than a $5 story.
"Sometimes, we have a little role play game where he plays the aggressor, and I play the victim," she said slowly. "Todd used to be a cop, and we still have a few pair of handcuffs laying around, and he sort of arrests me and ties me up..."
"Handcuffs, well now you're talking," Rex interrupted. "I'll need a visual on that."
Kathy reached into a drawer and pulled out two pairs of handcuffs and held them up for him to see.
"Excellent, please continue," he said.
"Well, that night we decided to do something a little different," she blushed. "Todd pretended to be a pizza delivery guy, and when he came in he overpowered me and put the handcuffs on me."
"So he put your hands behind your back?" asked Rex.
"No, he put one pair on each of my wrists, like this," Kathy said, putting one pair of handcuffs on each wrist and holding them up for Rex to see. Something about the cold metal of the handcuffs on her wrists always got her tingly.
Rex sipped his wine and smiled, nodding for her to go on.
"So after he put the cuffs on me, he forced me over to the weight bar, that one over there," she said pointing behind Rex. "Then he handcuffed me to the bar with my arms behind me and laying on my back on the bench."
"Wow, I'm sure that would be quite a sight," Rex said. "Was it uncomfortable?"
"No, it was ok," she said, feeling slightly flushed. It may have been the alcohol, but Rex had a way of making her feel comfortable and sexy at the same time. "Here, I'll show you."
She got up from the desk and walked over to the weight bench, laying back on it and putting her hands behind her on the bar. It actually did look a lot more natural than it sounded, it was almost like she was laying back on a couch with her hands on the back of the couch. The light from the desk wasn't strong enough to reach where she sat, so it almost looked like soft candlelight. The mirrors on the walls gave ample views from all angles.
Rex gave a low whistle. "Very, very sexy," he said.
Kathy blushed in appreciation. From his vantage point, Todd couldn't help but agree.
Rex walked over and stood by the bench. "So what happened then?"
Kathy gazed off in the distance, in a trance of memory. "Then, he took control. I was totally helpless. He slowly took off his clothes, watching me the whole time. Then he straddled me, and he unbuttoned my shirt, slowly, one button at a time.."
As Kathy spoke, Rex walked slowly around her on the weight bench, intently listening. She was obviously lost in her story, and she almost didn't notice when he clasped both handcuffs onto the bar.
"What are you doing?" she asked, trying futilely to pull away from the bar.
"Don't worry, I'm just helping you to re-live your story," Rex said. "What happened next?"
Kathy became anxious. "I'm not doing anything until you undo these handcuffs," she said.
"Look, if I was going to do anything, I'd do it now," Rex said. "All you have to do is finish the story, and I'll let you go and give you the loan."
Something about the way he said it put her at ease. She also realized she had little choice. Todd was on the edge of his seat, ready to burst into the room, but he held back. After a moment of settling into being bound to the weight bench, Kathy continued her story.
"Well, then he kind of, well, he fondled me, he sort of caressed my breasts..."
Rex interrupted. "Hold it, you skipped something."
Kathy looked confused. "How would you know that?"
"Every day I interview people applying for loans," he said, pacing slowly around the weight bench. "I KNOW when someone leaves something out. I want all the details."
Kathy tried to collect her thoughts, realizing it was not going to be as easy as she had thought.
"OK, he was straddling me, and he poured massage oil all over my upper body," she said. "Then, he... he took his... he used his..."
"I'm guessing the word you are looking for is 'cock'," said Rex with a smile.
Kathy blushed and despite her situation, she giggled. "Yes, he took his COCK, and he massaged the oil all over my chest."
"Did you enjoy that?" asked Rex.
"Yes, but I had to pretend like he was forcing me," said Kathy, smiling as she remembered it. "He took his cock and he massaged all around my nipples, around and around in circles."
Kathy was suddenly aware that her nipples, remembering the previous adventure, had become hard and were showing through the leotard. With her hands bound behind her, she was unable to cover up, which aroused her even more. In the adjacent room, Todd had suddenly discovered that he too had become aroused, listening to his wife describing the scene.
Kathy continued. "Then he used his cock to massage my neck, under my chin, and then he rubbed it against my cheeks...and then he put a hand around my neck, like he was going to strangle me, and he told me to kiss it."
Rex, still pacing around her, seemed impressed. "Your story skills are improving," he said. "I'd say you are up to at least $10,000. You and your husband seem fairly adventurous. Do you ever watch porn together?"
"Yes, we watch porn," said Kathy, a bit defensive. "Sometimes we play a little game where we mimic the actors, whatever they do, we do."
"I see," said Rex. "So do you like seeing other men naked?"
Kathy giggled again. "Yes, of course."
"But that doesn't count as cheating, seeing other men naked?" he asked, walking behind her where she couldn't see him.
"Well, no," she smiled. "There's nothing wrong with looking."
"I agree," he said, and before she knew what was happening, Rex had undressed and walked out in front of her, fully nude.
She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. She was stunned by the dual realization that the situation had suddenly escalated, and that Rex looked really good naked. He was toned and not too muscular, a swimmer's physique, and his semi erect cock was impressive in shape and size. She tried to look away, which was difficult due to her bounded state, but her eyes couldn't help but steal glances at his body, directly or in one of the wall mirrors, and though she could hardly believe it herself, her mouth began to water at the sight, and the thought, of his cock.
From his hidden vantage point, Todd dug his nails into his palm, bit his lip and curled his toes. He could feel a swell of anger inside, but there was something else too. He couldn't help but be aroused at the thought of watching this young stud with his hot wife. He made the conscious decision to wait it out.
Eventually Kathy regained her voice. "I don't know what you are trying to pull, but I am NOT going to have sex with you, I am not going to cheat on my husband, I told you that."
"Kathy, let me put you at ease," Rex said, still continuing his pace around the bench. "I would never think of making you do something you don't want to do. I am enjoying your story and would like to hear the rest of it nude. I'm a bit of an exhibitionist, I like beautiful women looking at me naked. If you can stand it, I'll add $10,000 to the loan."
Rex had stopped beside the weight bench, looking down on Kathy. If her hands had not been handcuffed behind her, she was close enough to reach out and touch his cock, which had gotten a bit more erect and had moved in her mind from being impressive to being magnificent. Suddenly she realized that she her gaze at his cock had lingered, become more of a long stare, and by the time she had looked up at his face he was smiling.
"Shall we continue the story?" he asked.
Kathy took a moment to review the situation. She was drunk, handcuffed to a weight bench, and at the mercy of a naked man who had promised her a $35,000 loan. "I'm going to need another drink," she said.
Rex complied, pouring her a fresh glass and then holding it up to her mouth so she could drink it. When some of the wine dribbled out onto her chin, he wiped it with a finger and then put it up to her mouth. Naturally, without thinking, she licked it off, and as she did it she couldn't help but look at his cock once again. He was noticeably harder.
"I believe when we left the story, he was telling you to lick it," Rex said.
"Right, he asked me to lick his cock," Kathy said. Remembering the moment, and the sexual tension of the situation, she couldn't help but lick her lips. "So I did. I licked him a few times, and then he made me put it in my mouth, and then he was rubbing his cock all over my face, and I was moaning..."
She stopped momentarily when she saw Rex in one of the mirrors, standing behind her, his hand on his cock, watching her intently. She was nervous about his growing arousal, but it also turned her on incredibly to know that she was making him hot. She was really starting to enjoy telling the story.
"It was really erotic the way I would try to close my lips tight, and pretend like I didn't want to, and he would hold my head and push his cock until my lips would open for him," she continued.
Rex walked back around in front of her, and raised her wine glass to her lips for another sip, then set it down. "Show me," he said, placing a finger on her lips.
She closed her lips tight, and he gradually pushed harder on her lips with his finger, until finally she let the finger slide into her mouth. She became lost in the moment, her eyes closing and a nearly audible moan as she let Rex's finger slide past her lips. With his other hand, Rex lightly stroked his cock. In the adjacent room, Todd gave up trying to be outraged and put one hand on the raging tool that was poking through his running shorts.
Something snapped with Kathy, and she released Rex's finger and shook off her reverie. She collected herself and got back to finishing the story.
"So, after that, Todd tied my legs up on either side of the bench," she said, and as she did she moved her legs apart on the bench. "And then he went down on me. I pretended not to like it."
Rex strolled around to the front of the bench, positioning himself between her legs. "You pretended not to like it, but did you like it?"
"Oh yes, I liked it," Kathy cooed. "I liked it a lot."
"So then what?" asked Rex.
Kathy looked dreamy for a moment, recalling the memory. "Then, he untied my legs, and he raised the weight bar up and made me stand up," she said.
Without a word, Rex walked around behind Kathy and lifted up the bar. Kathy rose to a standing position, her handcuffed wrists above her head, and her legs straddling the weight bench. He walked around her slowly, admiring the curves of her body in the leotard.
"I can just imagine what he did then," Rex said.
"He kissed my body all over, and told me he adored me," she said.
"Hmm," said Rex. "Do you think it would be cheating if I did that?" he asked.
Caught in the passion of the moment, Kathy briefly looked like she was going to say no, but she caught herself. "Yes, that would be cheating," she said.
"Ah rats," he said, giving Kathy another sip of wine. "But I'll bet people kiss you on the cheek all the time, that's not cheating is it?"



"I...I guess not," said Kathy.
Rex accepted the invitation, closing in quickly and giving Kathy a soft kiss, first on one cheek and then the other. Her eyes closed and she wrestled with her passions once again.
"I am not going to cheat on my husband," she said sternly and with resolve. "I am not going to do it."
From his hidden vantage point, Todd nodded his silent support.
"You're a good wife Kathy, and a strong woman," Rex said. "You've earned the loan too, I'm going to give you the full $50,000."
Kathy seemed to almost sag under the weight of the released anxiety. She breathed in deeply and let it out.
"I can tell you've been under a lot of pressure with all this," he continued. "If you don't think it would be cheating, why don't you let me give you a foot massage."
A foot massage hardly seemed dangerous, and Kathy's feet were aching. "Sounds awesome," she said.
Rex sat down on the bench facing her, and removed her shoes and socks. He picked up the massage oil laying nearby, placed one of her feet on his naked thigh, and with both hands began to give her other foot a heavenly rubdown. After a while he switched to the other foot. Kathy couldn't help but notice how close her naked foot was to his still erect cock, and she idly wondered what it would be like to slip her foot over and stroke him. Again she caught herself gazing with lust at his cock. She almost didn't hear him speak.
"How about a shoulder and back massage?" he asked with a smile.
Kathy was in such a state of relief that she merely nodded her approval. She kneeled on the weight bench, her hands gripping the bar tightly. Rex moved behind her and his fingers began going to work on easing Kathy's tense shoulders. His hands worked with exceptional expertise, and Kathy closed her eyes and felt all the anxiety drifting away. He rubbed her neck for a while, and then moved down to her upper back. She was almost in a subconscious state of bliss.
"I try to get at least one massage a week," Rex said, his hands working magic on Kathy's stiff back.
"MMM, me too, sometimes twice a week, but usually I'm not in this position," she smiled.
"It would be easier without the leotard," he whispered into her ear.
She nodded without really registering what he meant. Before she knew what had happened, he had popped her leotard straps at the shoulder, loosened the belt and had it around her knees. Kathy didn't wear anything underneath her leotard, and Rex got an amazing look in the mirror in front of them at just how fit she was. Her breasts were small but firm, her tone stomach led down to a neatly trimmed bush and muscular thighs.
She immediately stiffened up and began to protest, but his magic hands kept working on her shoulder muscles and she became lost again in how good it felt.
"SHHH, just relax," whispered Rex. "It's just a massage, I know you get massages all the time, and I know you don't wear clothes for those massages. This is not cheating, its just a massage."
She had quickly crossed over from resistance to enjoying the erotic sensation of this young stud having his hands move up and down her back. The room had gotten darker, but she could still see her nude body in the mirror in front of them, her hands bound above her, kneeling on the bench, moving slightly with the rhythm of his hands.
That same view had Todd completely enraptured. He was stunned to see the sudden turn of events, but he was overwhelmed with how totally hot his wife looked. He had long since given up the idea of bursting in on the two, and had relegated himself to watching.
Rex was busy preparing to pour more massage oil onto Kathy's back, but he fumbled it momentarily, and oil drifted down over her bare back, over her ass and onto her legs. Moving quickly, he worked the leotard over her knees and removed it completely, so now she was totally naked. His hands began working the oil into her thighs.
"Why don't you stand up so I can get a better rub down on those beautiful legs?" Rex asked.
Kathy had lost some battles, but she wasn't ready to surrender. "Ok, but just remember, this is only a massage."
As she rose to her feet, Rex pulled the weight bench away. Now she was standing with her hands bound above her head, her legs slightly spread. If she gripped the bar, it made her rise up on her toes, but if she let the cuffs dangle from the bar she could be comfortably flat footed.
Rex had impressive skills with his hands, and Kathy's toned legs were getting quite the treatment. She allowed him the freedom of rubbing her ass, because after all, she let her massage therapist do that.
Occasionally his hands would get up a little too high on her thigh, and she would have to pull away from him a bit and reproach him, but in reality, she ached for the moments when his long fingers would brush up close to her warm crotch. He seemed to sense this, and gradually she was pulling away less and less. Her heart was racing wildly as his fingers would come close to her pussy, and then they would linger there, and then move away. She wanted so badly for him to touch her, it was the most erotic massage she had ever even imagined, but she feared that being touched would cause her to lose control.
She closed her eyes and let her mind drift, as he worked his way down her leg to her calf, and then she opened her eyes and watched his masterful hands work slowly back up, over her knee, to her thigh, gently rubbing and lightly caressing, and then she held her breath as his hands moved ever higher, and she could see them coming so close to her pussy that she was sure he must be touching her with the tops of his fingers, and then she closed her eyes and imagined that he was, and she drifted off with that thought for some long, lingering moments, feeling his warm hands lightly touching the tops of her inner thighs. She let her legs spread out just a little bit, and allowed herself a sort of out-of-body experience, letting his hands flutter across the lips of her pussy, not aggressively, just in a gentle, caressing way. In her euphoria, it was almost like she dozed off momentarily. And then there seemed to be a change, a difference in pressure and texture, and her eyes came open slowly to see that he was now standing close behind her, and his strong hands were working the muscles of her lower back, but she was still feeling the light touching between her legs, and as she looked in the mirror, it took her a few moments to figure out what was happening.
Rex had slipped his cock between Kathy's oil covered thighs. He wasn't trying to enter her, he had stuck his cock in position so that the back of his cock, all six inches, was nestled against her slit, and she could see the tip of his cock coming out just under her bush. It was almost like it was a stool she was sitting on. A rock hard, burning hot stool.
When the reality hit her, she immediately protested and made an attempt to get away. Rex, having anticipated that reaction, had slipped one hand above her breasts and the other around her waist, and held her in place over his cock as she wriggled to get free.
"Easy, easy," he said softly. "Its just another way to massage you, its not cheating, we aren't having sex."
Kathy gripped the bar with her hands and went up on her toes to attempt to get clear of his cock, she arched er back away from him and she writhed around trying to find a way to get free, but the fact that her hands were bound above her made it difficult to do. Her motions had a counter effect, in that every time she moved, her pussy was rubbing up against Rex's cock, and her squirming was exponentially increasing the heat and passion between her legs. Still, she protested.
"No, I can't, I can't do this," she said. "Please, please, please, no, don't."
But her protesting wasn't very strong, and her writhing around on top of his cock seemed to be more about creating motion than getting away. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, she began to lower her heels, coming down off her tiptoes, and conversely putting more weight and contact on the warm hardness she was straddling.
"Don't, please...," she whispered. "Don't, please, stop. mmmm. No, no I can't. Please...don't...stop. ahhhh. Don't stop."
Her eyes had closed again, and Rex was no longer holding her in place. He was leaning back slightly, letting her control the motion now, his hands still massaging her lower back, and her sides.
Kathy's hands had come off the bar, allowing her feet to go flat, and she had bowed her back some as she moved ever so slightly back and forth on his cock. Her eyes came open, and she looked at herself in the mirror, mesmerized by the scene.
"Just massage, mmm, its just a massage, don't put it in, just let me.. ahh," she began to moan slightly, and then she lost some control, beginning to slowly grind against him, allowing the length of his dick to slide back and forth over the length of her slit.
As she got more into it, Rex let his hands roam all over her, rubbing her shoulders, coming around to cup her breasts, drifting down to tickle her stomach lightly. His hands moved down to the sides of her ass, and he helped her passionate grinding by pulling her tightly against him.
From the adjacent room, as Todd watched his naked wife grinding her beautiful ass into a total stranger, his cock was in his hand, and his mouth was hanging wide open. From his vantage point it looked like his wife was getting pounded doggy-style, but he had figured out that she wasn't letting him all the way in.
At least not yet. The passion between Kathy's legs was growing fearsome, and she was aching to be filled. In an effort to pull him closer to her, she put her hands back on the weight bar, lifted her legs up and wrapped them behind Rex's thighs. Rex backed away, giving them an pseudo-gymnastics look. He had his hands around her waist, and he was grinding his cock against her in rhythmic passion.
As Kathy's passion grew, her gyrations became more uncontrolled, and occasionally she could feel the head of Rex's cock sliding close to her warm hot tunnel. It would've been the easiest thing in the world to just let that long hard cock slide deep inside her, but still, she resisted. She did let her imagination roam, wondering how good it would feel. Passion also made her a talker.
"Oh, mmmm, you're cock is so hard," she cooed. "It feels so good to rub it against me. I want you inside me so, so, bad, but we can't do that."
Rex was emboldened by Kathy's saucy talk. "You know I'd love to be inside you, I'd love to slip my cock into you and fuck your brains out," he said. "You are so hot....but I don't want you to go further than you want to. I love giving you this massage."
Kathy set her feet down again and bent at the waist as far as the handcuffs would let her. "This is by far the best fucking massage I've ever had," she said, followed by a long slow moan.
"What if you just let me put half of my cock inside you?" Rex asked.
Blinded by lust and aching to be fucked, Kathy knew that would be a mistake. "You are so bad," she whispered. "You know that won't work."
Rex took a few long, slow, full strokes with his rock hard cock against her warm wet pussy. "What if I just put the very tip in, and then took it out? he asked.
Kathy quietly mulled this idea, thinking about how wonderful it would feel, and about how it really wasn't much different than what they were doing now. "Ok, but you have to stand still and let me be in control," she said. "I don't trust you that much."
Rex smiled cannily. "I wouldn't trust me either."
He moved into position underneath her, having to crouch down a little, and pointed his cock straight into the air toward her pussy, and she lifted herself up above him. Watching their bodies in the mirror, she slowly lowered herself down onto him. She was warm, wet and inviting. It was like electricity when the tip of his cock slipped into her, and she gasped and shook and nearly went into convulsions. She stayed for several moments longer than she had planned, and for about an hour less than she wanted to. They looked into each other eyes in the mirror, and she gave the slight nod. "One more time," she said.
This time when she lowered herself onto him, she let just a little more than the tip go in, and she let it stay just a little longer, and she gave him a little gyrating twist before lifting off. It took everything Rex had not to grab her and ram his cock into her. When she released him she looked like she was going to pass out.
"I have to be honest, if you do that again I will not be able to stop," he said.
"Then I'd better not trust you," she said, smiling.
"How about this," Rex said. "One more time. I'll lay on the bench so you have total control."
"Total control, except that I'm totally handcuffed," she said.
Rex walked over to the desk and got the handcuff keys. He went back over to where Kathy was and stood in front of her, admiring her body for several moments. Then he walked up close to her, his cock pressing against her lower belly, and he undid the handcuffs. Then he adjusted the weight bench so his head was elevated and laid back on the bench. He used a thumb to push his stiff cock so it was pointed straight up, and beckoned Kathy with a finger. "One more time, and I'll drop your interest rate by 1%."
Kathy had pretty much forgotten about her previous reluctance. She strode up to him on the bench, looking incredibly sexy. She spread her legs out and straddled the bench, positioning her waist above his inviting cock. "One more time," she whispered. "And you have to sit still, and keep your hands to yourself."
Rex nodded, transfixed by the scene. If this was going to be the last time, Kathy was making the most of it. She ran her hands over her breasts, and over her stomach, and then let her fingers drift into her pussy. Then she brought one finger up and put it into her mouth, all while a completely tortured Rex sat obediently still. Then she eased down slowly with her toned legs, coming down to nearly touch the top of his cock, and then she pulled back up, rolling her hips and giving a low moan. Then she did it again, getting tantalizingly closer this time. Then again, and this time she touched him, but then pulled away again, smiling at him. And then finally, when he was nearly ready to have a non-contact orgasm, she eased down far enough to let his cock slide into her, further than before, maybe letting two inches slide into her, and she hesitated, gave a moan, ran her fingers through his hair. She pulled up, still keeping the tip inside her, and then let two inches of hardness back in. Rex could see the internal struggle mounting once again, as she closed her eyes, took in a deep breath, let it out, and then another deep breath, and then she finally lifted up so that he was no longer inside her, leaving him glistening wet and still pointed hopefully upwards.
Rex smiled up at her. "That was very nice," he said. "VERY nice. You have strong legs to be able to do power squats like that."
Kathy laughed. "Strong legs and strong resolve," she said. "It would've been nice to go down a bit lower, but that would be going too far."
"Can I give your thighs a little massage for their effort?" Rex asked.
Kathy looked down at him. She had to stop, if she kept this up she was going to give in. But a leg massage would sure feel good right now. She gave a slight nod and moved forward just a bit to get closer to him.
He used one hand for each thigh, and from his reclined sitting position he rubbed and caressed upwards from her knees, squeezing and kneading her thigh muscles. At the top of her thighs, he worked his fingers around her hips, rubbing in a circular motion that caused her to sway back and forth above him. He was still rock hard, and if his cock had been pointing upwards he would've been close to being inside her, but it was more parallel to his stomach. He went back to her knees and then up, several more times, and each time he reached her hips, her sway became more pronounced, and she also began to bend her legs a little more, so her pussy was coming really, really close to rubbing up against his cock. Rex could almost feel her heat on his cock, and he was having a hard time resisting the urge to pull her down towards him while he gripped her hips tightly. He was pulling her and she was swaying, and the tension was building, in both of them. He could tell, by the way she was staring at his cock, that she was aware of this as well.
"You could sit down, if your legs are getting tired," he said quietly.
She considered this quietly for a moment. "If I sit down, we will be going all the way," she said. "I don't want to go there."
Rex let his hands move up to her waist. He was aching to ram her down onto him. "It will be just like before, I won't put my cock into you, I'll just use it to massage the outside."
She didn't answer, and he took that for a no. But then she began to move slowly lower, closing the distance between them. In her rhythmic swaying, he could see her getting closer, then he could feel the air, and then he could feel the warm wetness on him, and then finally, he felt her warm, moist pussy rubbing along the length of his cock, and he could see her face and he knew she could feel his hard cock up against her. She was tentative at first, making sure about not getting the wrong angle, but after a few strokes she was getting into it more and more. Her hands came forward to rest on his stomach, and using them to balance herself better, she was able to start a gentle, but firm gyrating motion with her ass.
It was not like the cock massage he was giving her before. The "massage tool" was moving along the same path, but the position, angle, and advanced state of her arousal meant his long cock was moving along the inside, where it was rubbing against her exposed clitoris. For him, the contact with the front of his cock was also much more arousing.
Todd watched with rapt fascination, watching his wife posted up on this stud, seeing her grinding down onto his cock, watching his hands on her hips, guiding her along. Their quiet, urgent moans filled his ears. He was getting pretty hot himself, and he had kicked off his shoes and removed his shirt.
Lost in her passion once again, Kathy lost control. "I want to fuck you sooo bad," she murmured, not even realizing she had said it out loud. "You've got me so hot."
She bowed her back and put her hands into her hair, giving both Rex (and Todd) an awesome view of her slim abdomen sloping majestically up to her beautiful breasts. She watched herself in the mirror grinding her pussy up against his cock, and tried to imagine how good it would feel to have that cock plunging inside her. Continuing her gyrations against him, she put her hands behind her and leaned back away from him, giving them both yet another angle of their sexual massage.
Finally, after becoming exhausted from unrequited passion and aching from an itch she couldn't bring herself to scratch, she stopped the grinding double massage and rose to her feet, her face flushed. She stood beside him, looking down at his body, looking at his hard cock, still thinking about what it would be like to have that deep inside her. "I have to stop," she said. "I've never cheated on my husband, I can't."
"I understand and respect you for that," Rex said. "Listen, this is without a doubt the best sex I never had!"
"Thanks, same for me," she answered dreamily. Without thinking, she leaned down and kissed him softly on the mouth. Then she kissed him softly on the chest, and then once on his stomach. Before she could think better of it, she went down on her knees and gave his cock a long, slow kiss. She pulled back, keeping her lips close, and looking closely at every inch of his long, gorgeous cock. Then she spoke to it. "I'm sorry to torture you all night. I'd really like to let you come inside me. But I can't." She gave the object of her obsession one last kiss.



Rex watched her closely. "What if...." he started. "What if, it wasn't cheating?" he asked.
Kathy looked at him and shook her head. "But it is."
"What if..." Rex smiled slowly. "What if it wasn't cheating, because your husband knew it was happening, and he approved?"
Kathy looked confused. In the darkness of the adjacent room, Todd suddenly froze and held his breath.
Rex pointed over in his direction. When Todd had first positioned himself in the adjacent room, the darkness had hidden him from view, but as the larger space became darker, the light had evened out. Kathy followed Rex's finger with a growing dread, and saw the dark outline of a man watching them through the door.
"Come on out, I know you're there," Rex said.
Todd's stomach dropped like a crashing elevator. He briefly thought about bolting out the back door, but he knew he was trapped. He rose from the chair and walked into the room, forgetting that all he was wearing were a pair of thin running shorts.
As the scene gradually came into some focus, it created an upside down dynamic. Ordinarily the husband who came upon a scene with his wife sitting naked with another man would be understandably angry. But in this case, it was more like Todd had been caught. Normally Kathy would be ashamed and embarrassed, but right now she was too shocked.
"What the hell are you doing?" she asked. "Have you been there watching this all along?"
Todd was at a loss for words. "I...uh, I was, I came back, and I was uh, I..." he became flustered trying to explain, realizing halfway through it wasn't going to be easy.
"You watched me get handcuffed to a machine and you didn't even try to stop it?" Kathy said. "And why are you undressed?"
Todd looked down and realized all he had on was his running shorts. Making matters worse, he was still sporting a huge erection that had the shorts bursting at the seams.
Rex interrupted the ensuing silence. "I think if your husband knows its happening, and he approves, it is not really cheating," he said slowly. "And that," he added, pointing to the tent in Todd's shorts, "looks a lot like approval."
All eyes turned to Todd's shorts. The evidence didn't lie.
"Take those shorts off and show Kathy how much you approve," said Rex, in almost a demanding voice.
Todd looked at Kathy, who had gone from being mystified to being pretty angry. "Well, take them off," she said harshly. She was still kneeling beside Rex on the weight bench.
Todd looked down sheepishly and pulled his shorts off. His cock was rock hard and pointing at the ceiling, and was covered in cum. He had had an explosive orgasm when Rex was giving her a cock massage from behind, and then he had become immediately hard again. He thought, but wasn't sure, that he had another orgasm when she was riding on top of him. His cock had been so continuously hard for the past hour they had been together, he was pretty sure he had been having one long orgasm.
"So you sat there and watch him slowly take advantage of me, and never even thought about coming to my rescue?" Kathy asked.
Todd tried to come up with a response in his head. Yes, initially he was going to stop it, and then he wanted to see what she would do, and then it started getting incredibly erotic, and then...wow, that was not going to be easy to explain. There was a long silence as he wondered what to say.
It was Rex who stepped in to bail him out. "I think you are incredibly hot woman Kathy," he said slowly and steadily. "I think when he saw you with another man, he was against it at first, but then he wanted to see his incredibly hot wife with another man."
Kathy stood up slowly and looked at her husband as this sank in. "So is that true?" she asked. "Did you like seeing me with him?"
Todd's cock had fallen to about half mast. He searched for a response. Not five feet in front of him, his beautiful, sexy wife was standing naked beside a hot young stud. Yes, he liked watching it. He nodded slightly.
Kathy stood still for a moment, analyzing her situation. Then she looked down at the man laying in front of her, and she went back down onto her knees. Both of her hands came forward, and free from the reservations she had before, she wrapped her hands around the fabulous cock in front of her, and then looked at Todd.
"Do you like it when I do this," she said, turning suddenly into a vixen. She held his cock up and ran her fingers up and down its length.
Todd's cock suddenly stopped its downward descent and began charting a new course.
"Interesting..." she said, looking at the change. "Did you like it when I kissed it?" she asked.
Todd's mouth drifted open and he nodded again.
"Do you want me to kiss it again?" she asked.
He nodded again.
"Say it," she demanded.
He hesitated but not for long. "Kiss it," he said. "Kiss his cock."
"Thanks, I will," she said. She leaned in and wrapped her lips around the top of his cock, taking in the entire head, swirling her head around slowly in an incredible french kiss. Rex had to lean his head back and was unable to stifle a low moan. Kathy looked back towards Todd, who had taken a step closer.
"Do you want me to suck his cock?" she asked. "I'll bet you'd like that."
"Yes," said Todd, mesmerized. He fell to his knees in front of them. "Suck his cock."
With a long, pronounced mmmm, Kathy took Rex all the way into her mouth, something her mouth had been watering to do for some time. She took to her task with a slow passion, being sure that Todd got a full show. She licked him from the bottom of his shaft to the tip, and then back again. She bathed the tip in more long, slow french kisses, tickling his balls while she did it. On occasion, she would catch Todd's eye, smile, and ask him if he liked it. Judging by the way his hand was gripping his cock, he did.
After a while, Kathy stood up and straddled Rex. "I'll bet you liked it when we did this, didn't you?" she asked Todd. She repeated their earlier performance, using her pussy to massage his cock, but with less resistance and a lot more enthusiasm. She no longer had to worry about getting too carried away. She had her hands on his stomach, and was slowly and gently gyrating on top of him, when she looked over at Todd with lust and said what they were both thinking. "You'd like me to fuck him wouldn't you? You'd like to see me stick this big dick inside me and fuck him right in front of you."
In a daze, Todd could only nod. Kathy stood up over him and Rex pointed his cock straight up, just like before, and just like before, Kathy took her time with a slow, sexy lap dance. She eased down onto him a few inches, torturing both men, and then twisted and moved back up, and then did it again. Finally, after an hour and a half of an agonizingly hot interlude, Kathy posted herself on the top of his cock, looked over at her husband, and slowly, carefully, descended downward, filling her aching tunnel the way she had wanted to all night long - all the way to the hilt. When he had fully entered her, all three released a sigh at the same time, and no one moved for a few moments. Then suddenly, Kathy was shaking uncontrollably, her eyes rolled back and she came with a force that nearly made her pass out. It took a few moments for her to collect herself, and then she got back to what she had been aching to do all night. She put her hands on his chest and started a slow, pumping rhythm, gradually building in speed. She was fucking Rex with reckless abandon when she noticed Todd moving over to try and get a better view.
Not slowing her pace down, she smiled at him. "You want to get a better view of your wife getting fucked?" she asked. Todd nodded once again.
She stood up abruptly, gave Rex a hand up. She moved the bench nearer to the bar where she had been handcuffed earlier and told Todd to sit on the bench. Then she lifted her arms up onto the bar, like they were before, and straddled the bench. Rex moved in behind her, slipped his cock into her from behind, and soon Todd had a front row seat of his wife getting pounded from behind. It was Rex's turn now to do the fucking, and he had a lot of pent up energy. He had both hands on the sides of her ass, and he was thrusting in and out of her so hard she almost couldn't hold onto the bar. Todd was close enough in his seated position to reach out and caress her breasts, which he did with one hand. The other hand was busy on his cock, and Kathy noticed.
"I think you like watching your wife get fucked, don't you?" she asked. "You like seeing his cock in your wife."
She let go of the bar and bent over at the waist, her hands coming to rest on Todd's thighs. She leaned in and gave his cock a long, slow, lick, and then she took him into her mouth. She felt Rex growing even bigger inside her, and she could tell by his increased rhythm and urgency, he was getting close. He had his hands on her waist and he was pounding her hard, and she was moaning and thrusting her mouth up and down on Todd's cock, and then, she felt it coming, first from Rex, and then from Todd, as they both had simultaneous, mind blowing orgasms.
Kathy crumpled to a heap between Todd's legs on the weight bench, and he sat there looking at her numbly. Rex moved quickly, getting dressed and then quietly leaving. Todd and Kathy sat at the bench for a long, long time.
Epilogue, Option 1
The next day, Todd met Rex for lunch.
"Last night was epic," said Todd. "You were brilliant."
"I was more than glad to help, that was the best sex I've ever had," laughed Rex. "You sure went to a lot of trouble for that. Did your bookkeeper really lose $50,000, or did you make that part up too?"
Todd smiled. "Where else do you think I'm going to find $50,000 to loan myself?"
Epilogue, Option 2
The next day, Kathy was at work, making plans for spending the $50,000 loan, when the phone rang.
"Mrs. Smith, this is Rex Stevens, I had an appointment with you to talk about a loan yesterday but I couldn't make it. I trust that my son came by and gave you the message that I would be coming by today. He told me he did, but you just can't trust that boy. He's a pathological liar."
(let me know which ending you liked best!)
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Maybe one of the most significant birthdays is the 18th. It has been established as a rite of passage to early adulthood, a landmark worth celebrating. Erik Teller and his twin sister Amy were turning 18, but they had made no plans.
For Erik and Amy, birthdays tended to be a low key event. They were born on the same day, June 21, the longest day of the year, the summer solstice. Twelve years later, on the same day, their parents were killed in a tragic car accident. Since that day they had lived with their Uncle John and Aunt Martha, two of the most wonderful people on the planet. The 18th birthday gathering became even smaller when their Aunt and Uncle announced they would be going out of town for a few days, leaving the twins in charge, though "not authorized to make any decisions" as Uncle John put it.
Doing nothing for his birthday was fine with Erik. He had made plans to soak up the early summer sun beside their backyard pool. By the time he walked out there at 10 am, his sister was already stretched out in a lawn chair, reading a college chemistry book. She peered over her sunglasses at him as he walked up.
"Happy birthday my bro," she smiled. "How does it feel to be 18?"
Erik was always overcome by her infectious smile, and he laughed. "It feels about the same, how 'bout for you?"
She put the book down and looked off into the distance. "It feels to me like it's a brand new day, full of excitement and opportunity, everything is different and fresh. Today is the first day of the rest of my life, and I intend to make it great."
Erik smirked at her choreographed message, probably gleaned from one of her power of positive living books. "Yeah, that's what I meant to say," he replied.
Although they were twins, there was little evidence of the fact. Erik was an average student, better in the creative subjects, and had aspirations to be a writer. He was tall, dark and handsome, and had dated about half the girls in high school, though none for very long. He was disorganized, cynical and lacked vision. Amy was a Golden Child, in every way. She had sandy blond hair and was fair skinned, but always seemed to have a golden glow about her, especially in the summer. She was neat, always positive, hyper-organized. Class valedictorian, perfect SAT scores, brilliant in science and math, she would be going to college to major in physics, with a goal of working for NASA. She was beautiful, athletic, and the dream of every boy in high school, but she had dated the same boy since she was 15 years old. His name was Paul; he was the quarterback of the football team, smart, voted best looking in his class. Most people expected them to marry and have incredible children.
It was a gorgeous summer day, and after a few hours Amy went in and made some sandwiches. A full belly and a warm sun sent Erik far into the throes of an afternoon nap, and he was having a sweet dream about an old girlfriend when he felt a wet ball bounce across his chest. He woke with a start and looked up to see his sister grinning down at him.
"Feel like challenging the Backyard Soccerpool World Champion?" she asked.
Erik groaned and rolled over. Backyard Soccerpool was a game they invented several years ago. One player would jump off the diving board while the other drilled a shot at them. The object was to deflect the shot before it hit your body. Amy had invented the game for practice. Amy, who held the high school state record for scoring the most goals in soccer, while Erik played second string goalkeeper. Not only was she the current Backyard Soccerpool World Champion, she was the ONLY holder of that title.
Erik felt the wet soccer ball bounce off his back. He knew that she wouldn't stop until he agreed to play, the girl was relentless. He dragged himself over to the diving board and jumped, spread eagle across the pool, while Amy took her shot...and something happened that had never happened in the history of Backyard Soccerpool. The ball hit Erik squarely in the nuts. He hit the water gasping, and was just able to drag himself over to the side of the pool as the ache began to set in.
Amy was half giggling and half all out laughing as she gave him a hand out of the pool. "That should count double for me," she said.
"I think it did count double for me," he groaned. He collapsed into the chair and curled into the fetal position while he recovered.
"What is it about being hit down there?" Amy asked as she sat in the chair next to his. "Which...ah... part is it that hurts?"
"It hurts your whole body when you get hit there," Erik said.
"So, that's from being hit in the...p," Amy hesitated and seemed to be nervous. "in the penis part?"
Erik looked over at her incredulously. He was trying to figure out if she was trying to be funny.
"No, it hurts from being hit in the BALLS part," he yelled. "Haven't you ever heard of a guy getting hit in the balls?"
Amy blushed and looked a bit flustered. "I don't know. I guess. I never really understood the whole....balls thing."
The ache in Erik's midsection had not quite peaked yet and he didn't feel much like discussing it, but he was having trouble understanding her.
"What do you mean, you don't understand it?"
Amy blushed again. "Well, you know, the balls thing. Like, are they really balls, are they hard, what are they made of. How big are they. That kind of thing."
Erik studied his sister carefully. The girl with the highest GPA in school history was asking him questions about simple anatomy. Surely she was just fucking with him, but she looked serious.
"They are about the size of a pea, really hard," he said. "They're made of bone."
Amy nodded to herself and looked thoughtful. "Yeah, yeah, I knew that," she said.
Erik couldn't help himself, he burst out laughing. "You've never seen a guy's balls have you?"
Realizing Erik had been testing her and she failed, Amy turned beet red with embarrassment.
"You've been dating Paul for three years, you've never seen his balls?" he asked.
"Yeah, of course, I've seen him, I just wasn't taking notes," she retorted.
Erik studied her closely. He knew his sister all too well. "You're lying," he said. "You've never seen him naked."
She started to refute the claim but realized it was futile.
"Oh my God, you've never had sex!?" he shouted, half laughing. "You've been going out with Paul for three years and you've never had sex!"
Amy stood up and threw the ball toward Erik's head, and he had to stop laughing to deflect the shot. "Shut up," she yelled angrily.
Erik knew when he had pushed her too far. "Okay, take it easy, sis," he said. "I just can't believe you've been dating him all this time and never even seen him naked. I mean, he's the captain of the football team, a total stud."
Amy sat back down and quietly collected herself. Neither of them spoke for a few minutes, and then she broke the silence with a stunner.
"If you like him so much, maybe you should ask him out."
"Ask him out?" he said. "What are you say..."
"Paul is gay," she said.
Erik rolled out of his fetal position and sat up on his chair. "He's gay?" he asked. "How long have you known?"
Amy hesitated again before answering. "I've always known," she said. "He told me three years ago."
Erik stared at his sister in utter disbelief. "Why have you been dating him for three years if he's gay?"
"We've had an....arrangement," she shrugged. "He didn't want his parents to know he's gay — his dad is a minister, you know. And I didn't want guys bothering me. So we've been just dating, as friends."
"Holy cow," Erik said. "I had no idea, I thought you guys were going to get married." He shook his head and let it all sink in. "So why don't you want to go out with other guys."
"I don't know, too much trouble I guess. With school and sports, I didn't want to be...distracted."
Erik shook his head. "Well, I guess that's one way to handle it. So you have never seen a guy naked in your whole life?"
"Of course I have," she smiled. "I've seen you!"
Erik's eyes opened wide.
"Back when we used to take baths together!" she laughed.
"Ha, I guess my balls WERE about pea size back then," he said. "But aren't you kinda curious about seeing a guy naked who is more than 6 years old?"
"Yes, I am, but at this point I guess I'm a little scared. Paul and I agreed that we would break up today, on my 18th birthday, but I don't even know how to date. Who would want to date me?"
Erik smiled at his modest sister. "Amy, you could date any guy you wanted. There are a ton of guys out there who would be more than happy to get naked for you."
She laughed and blushed. "Yeah, but I just don't want the complication now, I'm going off to college in a month" she said. After a momentary pause, she continued. "Why don't you just take off your shorts and show me?"
The words hit Erik hard. The way she said it he couldn't tell if she was asking or joking, and he was afraid of how to respond either way. As he replayed it in his mind he couldn't even remember exactly what she had said. Finally he formulated a response, deciding to keep it light.
"I don't do free shows," he smiled.
"Ha, too bad," she laughed. "How much do you charge?"
"Too much," he said, feeling a bit awkward at where this was going.
She let it go at that, and they sat in silence for a minute more. The sun had moved into the mid afternoon phase and the heat of the day had passed.
"So how 'bout it?" she said suddenly.
Erik felt a chill at the question. Was she asking him to get naked? The idea of being naked in front of his sister had never crossed his mind, and now that it had he was getting some weird thoughts.
"How 'bout what?" he asked.
Amy picked up the wet soccer ball and held it in front of him. "How 'bout round two?" she said.
With a mixture of relief and confusion, Erik realized she was talking about Soccerpool. "I think I'll pass this time, my ball-breaking sister. I'm heading for the shower."
Erik headed into the house and back to his room, all the while thinking about what Amy had said and wondering if she was serious at all about seeing him naked. It felt kind of taboo, thinking about being naked in front of your sister, but there was also something about it that was...exciting. As he slipped out of his suit and stepped into the bathroom, he couldn't help but catch his reflection in the mirror, and wonder what Amy would think if she did see him. The summer sun had given him a dark tan and stark tan lines, he was fit and muscular...he looked good naked. He had also had several girlfriends who had told him that he had the nicest looking cock they had ever seen.
Erik and Amy shared a bathroom that was only accessible from their rooms, each had a connecting door. Over time, they had developed a system to avoid problems. The basic rule was to not lock the door on the other sibling's side, because if you forgot to unlock it, then the sibling would have to walk all the way through the hall and then through the other person's bedroom to get to the bathroom. When Erik was in the bathroom, he would close, but not lock, the door on Amy's side. When he was done he would try to remember to open the door on her side to let her know it was available, though at times this was forgotten. A closed door was much easier to deal with than a locked door.
Erik took his time in the shower, mulling things over. At some point about half way through the shower he started having a fantasy of being naked in front of his sister, and he lathered up his hand in warm soap and stroked his wet erection. In his fantasy, he stood in the candlelight, completely naked and fully aroused, and Amy was in her bikini swimsuit, walking slowly over to him. She stopped in front of him, got down on her knees, and looked at his cock. Her eyes got big as saucers, and her mouth fell open in impressed surprise. She licked her lips, just inches from his swelling erection, looked up at him and said, "nice one, bro!"
The words of his own fantasy jolted him back to reality. This is your sister dude, get a grip. He looked down at his hand, and realized what he needed to do was lose a grip.
He sighed to collect himself, rinsed off and stepped out of the shower. The room was fairly steamy, but not as much as he had expected, and he realized with a start that Amy's door was slightly ajar. He could not remember if he had left it open or not. Standing naked, he thought he could see Amy laying on her bed in her room, in a direct line of sight into the bathroom. Instinctively, he reached over to grab the door handle to pull it shut.
Then something happened. Erik stopped with his hand on the doorknob, but didn't pull it shut. He held it for a moment, then he let it go. It was only slightly ajar. If she wanted to look...well, she could look.
Erik loaded up his toothbrush and began brushing his teeth. He pretended to not notice the door was open, and purposely didn't look that way, so he couldn't know if she was looking at him or not. But he felt her eyes, and for the first time in his life, Erik became semi-aroused while brushing his teeth!
His stomach fluttered as he moved into different positions in front of the sink, giving her a variety of poses for his sister, IF she was looking. The thought of her watching him had his heart beating faster, and after ten minutes of the most erotic teeth brushing he had ever experienced, his cock had become rock hard and was pointing skyward. He set the brush down and came up with one more excuse to stand in front of the partially open door, and then he turned and went back to his room.
He stood in the middle of his room, his heart still fluttering wildly, his teeth sore, as he surged back and forth between being aroused and mortified at his exhibitionism. It wasn't like he was aroused by her, he thought. He was only aroused at the idea of her seeing him. If she even did. He cleared his mind and decided to let it go.
He opened his cabinet drawer and looked for a pair of boxers, and just as he did he remembered that he had no clean boxers. They were in the washing machine, he had forgotten to put them in the dryer. He wrapped a towel around his waist, walked to the other side of the house to the laundry room and moved the load to the dryer. He had 30 minutes to wait for dry boxers, so he went into the den to watch some television. On the way there he passed Amy, dressed in her usual casual short shorts and tank top over her bikini.
"That's a nice look for you," she teased. "White towel is definitely in season."
He smiled and struck a pose. "Its called 'waiting on the dryer'," he said.
Erik walked into the den and settled into a bean bag chair in front of the tv. If she had seen him naked, she sure wasn't acting like it, he thought. He was starting to think the whole thing was in his imagination.
He flipped on the tv and found a soccer match, a tight game, tied in the second half. Before long Amy came in and sat on the couch. From her position she was looking toward the tv, but Erik was between her and the tv so he once again began to feel her eyes on him. It was more than a feeling though, because he could see from a reflection in a mirror that she seemed to be looking at his towel covered body as much as she was watching the game. When he had lain down on the bean bag chair he hadn't paid much attention, and looking down now he realized the towel he was wearing was thin, and riding down pretty low on his waist. As he thought about his sister checking him out, he began to feel his cock stiffening up again, and as his cock began to form a shape under the towel he began to get even more aroused. It wasn't long before his stiffening cock began to push the towel up a bit on his waist, and he was stuck between showcasing an obvious erection underneath his towel or making a noticeable, potentially embarrassing shift of some kind. He opted to put his hands behind his head and enjoy the "game."
The game on the television became more and more heated, and he and Amy began pulling for different teams, even setting a wager on the outcome. Late in the game, Amy's team scored a goal to go up one, and then Erik's team had a wild flurry in front of the goal in the waning seconds. When their final shot to tie the game glanced off the posts, Erik forgot where he was and jumped up from his reclined position onto his knees. He screamed in the agony of defeat, looking back at his victorious sister, who had a funny grin on her face. When he gained his senses, he realized why — his towel had fallen away, and he had a half erection bobbing in front of him. He scrambled to get his towel back around him, as Amy roared in laughter.
"You really lost your shorts on that game," she laughed. "You know what's really funny, this game was taped yesterday, I already knew who won!"
"Ah sis, you are bad," said Erik, still blushing and trying to get covered. "Sorry I lost my towel."
"No need to apologize," she smiled. "I don't think there's anything wrong with seeing your brother naked if it's like an accident, do you?"
"I don't know," Erik said. "I don't have a brother."
She tossed a pillow at him. "You know what I mean."
"Uhh, no, I don't think there is anything wrong with it, if it's an accident and all," he replied.
"It doesn't matter, I really didn't get a good look" she added, looking over her shoulder as she walked out of the room.
Erik found himself once again weighing her words. She didn't get a good look—like she would have liked to get a better look? He sat in the den in the late afternoon light, gathering his thoughts for awhile. He had gone from being reserved about being naked in front of his sister to being obsessed with the idea, all in the course of a few hours. His cock was still hard at the thought of it. He stood up and let the towel fall away, made the conscious decision to walk through the house to the laundry room buck naked and sporting wood. If he had misread her signals he would just suffer the embarrassment.
As fate would have it, Amy was not around, so his naked adventure to the dryer was uneventful. He pulled on a pair of boxers and headed back to his room.
As he walked down the hall to his room, he saw that Amy's door was closed, and he assumed she was in there. He went into his room, laid on his bed and tried to think of something else.
Instead, he dozed off and dreamed. He was taking a hot shower, and he had both hands around a soapy cock that was about twice as large as reality. Suddenly the shower curtain was pushed aside, and there was Amy, dressed in a bikini swimsuit, but it was shiny and glittery. She looked down at his cock and smiled. "How 'bout a round of Backdoor Shower Pool?"
He awoke with a start, in a cold sweat. He tried to gather his senses. It was nearly dark outside, and the house was dead quiet. He felt the overwhelming need to put some cold water on his face.
He walked over to the bathroom and found the door locked. He knocked softly, but there was no answer. Amy wasn't in there, so he was going to have to go around through her room.
He stumbled out into the dark hall and moved toward her room, her door was closed but he could see that the light was on. It was only around 8 pm, so he figured she was still awake, so he knocked softly.
"Come in," Amy sang out with exaggerated enthusiasm.
Erik opened the door and stepped in, and then remembered he was dressed only in boxers. She didn't seemed to mind. She was sitting cross legged on her bed. She had taken off her tank top and was wearing shorts and a bikini top. It always amazed him how neat Amy kept her room, it was always perfect. His room always looked like a bomb hit it.
"Why did you lock the door on my side, you know the rule?" he asked.
"Oh, did I do that?" she asked. "I guess I just enjoy watching my studly brother walk around half-naked."



"Right, well you know me, always trying to please," he said. He struck a mock pose for her, flexing his muscles and turning to the side.
Amy clapped and whistled as Erik continued to sashay across to the bathroom. After Erik got inside, he completely forgot why he had gone in there. He unlocked the door on his side, stood there looking at himself for a minute and then walked back into Amy's room.
"Say, how are you bally-thingees doing, are they feeling better yet?" she asked.
"They're doing ok now, thanks," he said.
"If they were still hurting, maybe you could get one of your girlfriends to come over and blow on it," she laughed.
"Blow on it?" he said.
She got a confused look on her face. "Yeah, blow on it. Like a blow job."
Erik stared at her. "Blowing on it is not a blow job," he said slowly.
"Oh," she said, turning red. "Yeah, I knew that."
Erik walked over to the door, shaking his head in disbelief. He stopped and turned.
"How is it that you seem to know nothing at all about sex?" he asked incredulously.
"Ahhhhh," she shrieked, putting her head into her hands. "Is it that obvious?"
"Yes, it is quite obvious," he answered. "Shockingly so."
Amy shook her head. Amy, the girl who scored perfect scores on the SAT but didn't know what a blow job was, had no answers. "It's a long story," she mumbled. "Don't worry about it."
Erik could sense her crushing embarrassment and didn't want to push it. He suddenly had the urge to help. He took a deep breath to steady his nerves.
"Look, what you said earlier about how there is nothing wrong with seeing your brother naked by accident....hypothetically, if I was, ah, to accidently lock the door to the bathroom, and you had to come around to my room, and I was asleep on the bed, and I had, ah, kicked the sheets off, then I don't think it would be wrong, for you, to you know.....see me naked."
His heart was beating a million miles and hour and he was shaking as he said it. Erik, the guy who had dated half the girls in his school, who was never at a loss for words, was standing there shaking like an idiot. Amy never looked up at him, and he wondered if he had made a mistake. He turned and walked quietly out of the room.
When he got to his room, he agonized over what he had said. He could still technically back out of this whole thing, simply by not locking Amy's bathroom door. On the other hand, he reasoned, if he locked the door, it would be up to her whether or not she followed through. Breathlessly, he slipped into the bathroom, quietly locked Amy's door, and then went over to his bed. He turned on a small light by the bed, slipped out of his boxers, and lay on the bed. Though he pretended to be asleep, the thought of her coming in and looking at him had his cock standing at nearly full attention.
It was quiet for a long time, and he expected maybe she wouldn't come. Then he heard the footsteps, heard the door open, and heard Amy come in.
He turned his head away and did his best imitation of someone sleeping. He wanted to be looking away so that she would feel comfortable checking him out. He couldn't tell how close she was, but he could sense that she was there. The thought of her there had his mind reeling. He imagined her standing by the bed, licking her lips, maybe caressing her breasts as she looked at him.
After several minutes, he turned his head slightly and looked without fully opening his eyes. She wasn't there. He looked all around the room, but she was nowhere. He did notice that the bathroom door was closed. He walked over and checked it. It was locked.
Erik pulled on his boxers and made the trek back around to Amy's room. He knocked and walked in, she was on the bed wearing a white silky robe. She smiled and waved when he walked in.
"I guess you got my signal," she said.
"The locked door, yes," he answered. "So is everything ok?" he asked.
"Yes, I guess," she said, looking down. "It just felt weird, to, you know, hypothetically, look at someone who was asleep, it felt kinda weird, hypothetically. I didn't really look."
Erik nodded his assent. "I hadn't thought about it, I guess so."
"Plus, if you're asleep, I wouldn't have a chance to ask you any questions," she said.
"Questions?" he asked. "What kind of questions?"
"You know, about what goes where, what things are for, that kind of thing. Implement the scientific method on the... situation."
Erik was again in disbelief about his sister's innocence. "Amy, I'll make you a deal," he said. "You can make me your scientific experiment, but first you have to tell me why you know nothing about sex."
She hesitated, then nodded, seemingly relieved at the chance. She waved him over to the bed and had him sit down. Before she started she took a deep breath to calm herself.
"A long time ago, when mom was alive, she had a conversation with me," she began slowly and quietly. "About sex. She told me that she wanted me to avoid learning about sex until I was older, because one of the beautiful things about sex is the mystery, and she wanted me to be innocent. She made me promise that I would avoid learning about anything to do with sex until I was old enough. So every time the subject of sex came up, I closed my ears. I figured that 18 was old enough, so I have been keeping that promise."
Erik looked at his sister in shocked silence for a moment. At last he formulated a response. "How old were you when she told you that?" he asked.
Amy looked into her brother's eyes. "I was twelve," she said. "The last time I ever saw her before she died was when I made that promise."
They sat in silence for a long time, as Erik analyzed what she had said. His aunt and uncle were very conservative, he could see where they wouldn't have told her anything. They were pretty strict, limiting the three channels of television they allowed. They lived in a small town. I guess it's possible that she could have blocked out all sexual information. Eventually Erik took Amy's hands into his own.
"I'm sorry for laughing at you," he said steadily. "I would be proud to help you to gain the scientific knowledge of the male anatomy you need to be ready for college."
Amy smiled shyly. "You won't laugh at my questions will you?" she asked.
"No," he said. "Just give me about five minutes and come into my room, ok?"
She nodded, and Erik walked back to his room. He was still reeling from the story she had told about their mom, and he couldn't believe he was going to be his sister's naked guinea pig. But the main reason he wanted five minutes was that he did not want to be aroused when she walked in. He lit some candles, then blew them out and turned on a light. He turned the light off, tried another. He turned that light off and then lit the candles again. He was nervous. He checked the clock. It had been five minutes, he was still aroused, he couldn't get the thought of being naked in front of his hot sister out of his mind. He went to the bathroom and splashed cold water on his face and chest.
When he walked back into the room, she was there, looking beautiful and innocent in her white, knee length robe, sitting half on the bed.
"Okay, are you ready for the show?" he said, taking deep breaths to calm his beating heart.
She nodded, almost eagerly. He walked over within a few feet of her, gave her a quick, nervous smile, and then dropped his boxers to the floor. By the time his boxers had hit the floor, her eyes had become locked in on his cock, and it was almost like he wasn't there anymore. Her eyes got big, and she got an odd smile on her face, and she moved her eyes back and forth in a careful, studious gaze. Her rapt attention was making it hard for him to fight off an erection, and he desperately looked around the room at pictures and objects to distract him. He was doing a pretty good job until she slid off the bed and got down on her knees in front of him, her face coming within a foot of his cock.
"Do you mind if I get close to it like this?" she asked, not taking her eyes off the object of fascination. Not waiting for an answer, she zoomed in for an even closer view, looking from the left, then the right, then curling her head around so she could see his balls.
"No, I don't mind at all," he said back, as he ground his nails into his palms, bit the inside of his cheeks, and tried to think of being in a cold shower. It wasn't working. He had grown to half mast and was rising.
For the first time since he had dropped his boxers, Amy looked up at her brother. "Is it ok if I touch it?" she asked.
Erik became distracted by a vision of his sister slipping her long thin fingers lovingly around his cock, stroking him with both hands gently as his erection grew. He shook his head to clear the thought. "Yes, in the name of science," he said.
He watched as Amy slowly raised up her right hand. She hesitated for just a moment, as Erik held his breath, and then her hand was moving. She whacked the side of his cock with an open palm and giggled as it bounced back and forth in front of her. Then she grabbed it like a toy and shook it back and forth. Erik was part relieved that she was killing his erection, and part concerned that she might hurt him.
She poked and prodded at him some more, and after a while she stopped being silly and giggling and started to getting back to her scientific study. She touched the skin on his cock, squeezed the tip gently, and ran her finger around the ridge of the head. Erik was fighting the good fight against the erection, but when her hand went down and began gently touching his balls he knew he had lost. He could feel his cock stiffening, moving northward, until he had grown to full size and was pointing urgently toward the ceiling. She couldn't help but notice.
"What's happening?" she asked.
Erik looked down at her. "If you play around with it enough, it eventually becomes hard, that's called an erection," he said.
Amy looked surprised. "So that's what that is," she said. "Gee, so you even get an erection when your sister is playing with it?"
Erik blushed. "It has no brain," he said.
Amy looked up at him playfully. "So it feels good when I touch it?" she said.
"Ah... yes, yes it does," Erik replied.
"Then I'd better be careful," she said. She continued her scientific study.
"So if a blow job is not blowing on it, what is it?" she asked.
"Whoa, I thought this was just a simple anatomy study," he said. He was a little worried where this might go.
"Erik, you've got to help me, I'm going to college in about a month and I'm a sexual dork," she pleaded. "I need you to tell me what happens when you have sex....please?"
He looked down at his sister's pleading eyes. What he really wanted to do was go into the bathroom and jerk off, but his sister was just too persuasive. It wasn't like he wasn't having fun...all in the interest of science.
"Okay, I'll help, but we need to be careful about something," he said. "You're my sister, so we have to draw the line somewhere...so I'll show you what its like to have sex, but without touching."
Her eyes immediately brightened up. "Awesome," she yelled, and jumped up and started running out of the room.
"Where are you going?" he asked.
"To get a note pad, I need to take notes," she said.
"Oh no, there is no way, you're going to have to make mental notes," he said. "What would Aunt Martha do if she found a sex manual in your room?"
Amy stopped, nodded and came back in. "Good point. Okay, first of all, what's a blow job?"
Erik leaned back on the bed and tried to gather his thoughts. "The way that works, is, uh, the guy is standing, or he could be laying down, or kneeling I guess, and the girl, she, well she takes his cock, it's hard you know, with an erection, and she takes it, she sort of, she puts it into her mouth..."
Amy's eyes got big. "She puts it INTO her mouth?" She stole a glance at Erik's growing erection.
"Yes, well, she can, or it can also be, like she could be kissing it, or licking it, like ice cream I guess, and then she puts it into her mouth and she sucks on it, and kind of moves her mouth up and down on it."
Amy looked at Erik suspiciously. "You wouldn't lie to me?"
Erik sighed with exasperation. When he turned his head he noticed a banana on his nightstand, he had brought it up earlier but forgot to eat it. "Here, I'll show you," he said. He peeled the banana back and handed it to Emily.
"Okay, now pretend this is my...pretend this is a guy's cock," he stammered. "Just get down on your knees and imagine him standing in front of you, and then just kiss it and lick it."
Amy obediently got down on her knees in front of him, and she lifted the banana up and licked the top, stifled a giggle, and then licked it and kissed it some more. As she let the banana slide over her lips into her mouth, her gaze found Erik's cock, as if she was measuring and imagining what it would be like to have the real thing. Her eyes never left his cock as she moved the banana in and out, following his occasional instructions on where and how to lick. He could see that she was starting to understand the principle, and her blushing told him that she was getting into it. His eyes never left the scene either, watching her mouth moving over the banana just six inches away from his cock. It wasn't long before he had another vision.
In the vision, he reached down and took the banana away and tossed it aside. Amy looked up at him, confused at first, but when she saw the look in his eyes she knew what to do. She took a long slow lick around the top of his cock, then opened her mouth and ravenously took him in, licking and sucking him with a passion. He fought the urge to release into his sister's mouth, and the longer he resisted the bigger the buildup grew. His hands came up to grip the sides of her head and he began bucking his hips harder and faster, until he was nearly throwing her head back and forth on his cock, and she was looking up at him with eyes that begged for more, and then he exploded into her mouth, literally, a fountain of fantasy cum that filled her mouth and then poured out over her face, flowed down inside her bathrobe, gallons upon gallons that just kept coming...
"So am I doing this right?" came a voice that jolted him out of his reverie.
"Ah, yes, you're doing perfectly," he answered.
"I can kind of see how this would be nice for the guy," she said. "Does this make a guy's...banana feel really good?" she asked.
Erik was struggling to maintain. "That banana is in heaven," he answered.
"What would make it better?" she asked.
Erik could think of a few things, but he choose to keep it clean. "Guys also like it when you make eye contact, and say things, like tell them you really like sucking their cock, stuff like that," he said, his heart fluttering.
Amy let this sink in for a moment, and then she looked up at him with her pretty brown eyes, and slowly, seductively, she said "mmm, I love sucking on you... Mr. Chiquita."
Erik couldn't help but laugh, relieved at the break in sexual tension.
"So that's what oral sex is, right?" said Amy. "When you talk about sex?"
"No, oral sex is like giving a blow job to a guy, or when a guy goes down on a girl," Erik replied.
"What does that mean, going down?" she asked.
"That's when a guy, he goes down on a girl...he gets down between her....legs, and she like, she lays back and he uses his tongue on..." Erik could tell from her odd look that she had no idea what he was talking about. It wasn't the easiest thing to explain. "I'll have to show you, lay down on your back on the bed, with your head propped up where you can see," he said.
Amy obliged, still holding onto her banana friend. Her robe hung loosely about her as she laid on the bed, coming up just above her knees.
Erik climbed onto the bed on his knees, between her legs, carefully easing himself down so his head was positioned above her waist but he was not touching her.
"The guy gets down here, in this position, and he takes his tongue, and he kind of, he moves up and down...," Erik got tongue tied talking about it. "Damn, this is hard to explain."
Amy laughed. "Well it sounds interesting," she said. "Maybe you need a banana."
Erik looked at her for a moment and then got an idea. "Hey, maybe you're right," he said.
He took the banana from her and set it down in the groove between her legs, but over the robe. The arc of the banana fit perfectly. Then he eased his face down until he was just above her, and he stuck out his tongue and took a long, slow lick of the banana that was in the groove of her crotch. He had maintained the no contact rule, but could do a better job emulating the act than trying to explain it. She was looking at him like he was crazy.
"Bro, I'm not really sure where this is going, but I'm not feeling too good about having that banana there," she said.
Erik blushed and go back up on his knees, looking down on her. "I'm sorry, I was just trying to give you an idea what it was like."
"I figured that out," she smiled. "But I don't want a wet banana all over my bathrobe, I just washed it. Can I open the robe up so I don't get banana stains?"
Erik felt the bottom of his stomach drop out, he was not prepared for this. She was such a neat freak. "Amy, ah, I don't think its a good idea for you to be naked right now."
Amy rolled her eyes at him, moved the banana, pulled the tie loose and opened the robe up. His expectations were wrong, she was wearing a bra and panties underneath.
"Dude, what kind of perv do you think I am?," she laughed. "I'm not getting naked in front of my brother."
Erik couldn't help but return the smile. "Yeah, naked in front of a sibling, that would be perverted."
"Never mind that," she replied, handing him the banana. "Get back to the lesson."
Erik hesitated for a moment, enjoying his position looking down at his sister. She looked stunning, lying there in silky pink underwear. He said the words before he could stop himself. "Amy, you really have a very, very beautiful body."
She grinned at him sweetly. "Thanks Erik. You do too, I guess, though I don't have anything to compare it to."
Erik laid the banana in place over Amy's panties, and to help accommodate him she spread her legs just a bit. He moved his head back into place and said, "Ok, this is sort of what happens when a guy has oral sex with a girl, or goes down on her. Sometimes people call it eating her out."
Amy's eyes got big again.
"Just an expression," he added.
He could feel himself tremble a bit as he moved his tongue toward her. He started at the bottom of the banana and licked his way to the top, moved it back and forth and then up and down again. While he found the experience to be incredibly arousing, he could also sense that she had no idea what the point of all this was. He wanted her to understand, so when his tongue got back down to the bottom of the banana, he leaned into it harder, pressing the banana hard up against her, and as he moved up, the banana shifted up a bit with him, creating some friction up against her. The first time he did it, her mouth dropped open just a bit. The second time, her eyes fluttered. The third time he could see her biting her lip.
He continued to use the banana, pressing it hard up against her, moving it up and down and side to side, and her reaction told him that she was starting to get what the point was. Her legs drifted open further, and she moved a hand behind her head and got a warm glow on her face. Each time he pushed the banana with his tongue, he could feel her react, and eventually he felt her moving her hips against him, creating more contact and friction. He eyes closed and her long, slim fingers found their way to her lips.
The grinding between tongue, banana, and Amy was getting so strong that Erik felt the need to let up some before the banana got crushed. His mouth was watering and he did not want to stop. In his mind, Erik was visualizing another scenario, one that involved him devouring the banana in one fell swoop, pulling her panties aside and plunging his tongue inside her, tasting her sweet saltiness and showing her what oral sex was REALLY like.



He cut the vision short and brought his mind back to the reality, the one where he was supposed to be giving a sex education seminar, not having sex with his sister. That could NOT HAPPEN, he reminded himself. He eased his mouth away from the banana and her now warm, banana stained panties and lifted himself back on his knees. He wiped his mouth for banana damage and watched his sister slowly open her eyes and return from the banana induced reverie. She smiled down at him.
"I think I am going to like being eaten," she said. "Oral sex is much better than I thought."
"Yeah, that was just a start," Erik said. "Its different without panties, and you can do it standing up, or sitting down, or get in the 69 position."
Amy's mouth fell open. "There are 69 different positions for oral sex?"
Erik grinned and held up a hand. "No sis, not that many. I'll explain another time."
Erik took a deep breath to calm his nerves. "Okay, now I'll show you some basic positions for having intercourse," he said, trying to sound as clinical as possible. "Just remember when we're doing this, we can't touch each other like this, it would be wrong."
"Absolutely," Amy agreed. "You are so great to do this for me."
"Well, its not like its hard," he started and then looked down at his erection and half grinned. "I mean, its not like its work."
She looked again at his hard cock. "Does it hurt when its like that?" she asked.
"No, and don't let any guys tell you that it hurts to have a hard on and not have an orgasm," he said. "It feels great."
"Good," she smiled back at him. He could not get over how sexy his sister looked, laid back on the bed, her robe hanging loosely off of her. He needed to refocus.
"First, I'll show you the missionary position," he said. "In this position, the man is on top, the woman is on the bottom, and.... wait, you do understand about the whole intercourse thing?" he said. "The man puts his cock into the woman's pus...is it ok if I say pussy instead of vagina?"
"Yes, and yes, I do have the general understanding of the mechanics," she smiled. "Please go on."
"Okay, so you lay back and I'll get on top, but I'll hold myself up above you," he said.
He climbed into position above her, which required him to exert some energy to avoid contact. Their bodies were aligned on the bed, but he kept his weight on his knees and his hands so he stayed clear above her. It was sort of like being stuck in a half push up, except for the being naked with a hard on part. It was also difficult to talk, so he kept it brief, just explaining the basic mechanics of how the guy would use his hips to move his cock in and out of her. She listened carefully.
"Another position is when you stay on your back, but I get up on my knees, and I would hold your waist and sort of lift you into my lap," he said, demonstrating as best he could with no contact.
She eyed the angle of his cock. "But how would that work, the way your cock is pointing?" she asked.
"Even when its hard, it's still flexible," he explained, and he used a thumb to push his cock down so it was more perpendicular to his body. She seemed impressed.
"Now a lot of women like to be on top, so let me show you how that works," he said. He rolled over onto his back on the bed. "Okay, now you get above me and straddle me."
She did as she was told, moving up onto her knees, her pussy directly above his swollen cock.
"From here, you can control the motion, so you would be moving up and down on top of my...ah, the guy's cock."
"So your cock would be sticking straight up, like this," she said, her hand grasping the tip of his cock and pulling it straight up. "And I would be moving up and down on it like this," she added, as she used her athletic legs to push her body up and down, her pink panties coming within a few inches of his cock. Her silky robe was draped over his legs and each time she moved up and down they tickled his thighs, his groin, even his balls.
"That's right," he rasped. "Don't forget, no touching though."
She didn't let go right away, it was obvious that she enjoyed having her hand on him. She was also enjoying the effect she was having on him. She moved her fingers from the tip, running them down the length of his cock, then back up to the tip, where she held him for just another moment. She caught his eye and gave him a mischievous grin.
"Oops, got carried away there," she giggled, letting his cock go back down. "That thing is pretty flexible."
It took Erik a second to catch his breath. "Yes, it will actually bend all the way back, so if you were on top like this and laid back on my legs that would still work. Or you could even turn around and face the other way, that's called the reverse cowgirl."
This she had to see, so she moved around into that position. From there Erik could only marvel at the delicate slope of her back. He was dying to reach out and touch and caress her ass, but he held himself back. No touching, he thought.
"Another position is doggy style, in that one you get on all fours and I get behind you," he said. Following his lead, they moved into that position, taking care to not touch. "Men like this position, it feels good from this angle, and their hands are free to roam."
"Roam where?" she asked, craning her neck around from her position in front of him.
"Well, they can move their hands around here," he said, moving his hands above and around her ass. "Or they might reach around and rub their breasts."
She mulled that vision for a few moments. "Can you do it standing up?" she asked.
"Yes, that's another way," he said, sliding out from under her and standing up beside the bed. "Basically, anyway that you can imagine that would get the...right parts aligned is a potential position," he said.
She got up and stood in front of him. "But you are so much taller than me, it doesn't look like that would work."
"Well there are ways to make it work," he continued. "I could stand and sort of hold you up in the air, and you could wrap your legs around me. Or if you turned around and bent over some it would make the angle right."
She looked a bit confused.
"Come over here, I'll show you," he pointed over to his dresser, which had a waist high surface and a mirror above that. They walked over and he turned her away from him and had her put her hands down on the cabinet top so she was bent over slightly at the waist. Then he moved in behind her so she could see how that would work. They looked at their reflection in the mirror.
"So...your ah, cock, would still be able to go into my.." she stopped briefly to giggle. "...my pussy from that angle?"
"Yes, its actually one of my favorite positions," he said. "It allows you to go very deeply inside, and your hands are free to do...well, whatever."
She looked at him in the mirror. "So what would you usually be doing with your hands?" she asked.
"Well, in this case I'd probably be undressing you, since you still have clothes on," he said. "But usually I would be rubbing your shoulders, or caressing your back, or I would have my hands on your hips so I could push myself in and out of your...you know."
"Mmmm," she nodded. Her eyes seemed to glaze over as she looked at their reflection in the mirror, imagining the scene he described. She was lost in thought for several moments. "Can you....show me that?" she said slowly.
Erik looked at her in the mirror. She sensed his reservation.
"With this robe on, you wouldn't really be touching me," she said carefully.
He was aching to touch her, for him all he needed was a reason to break his own rule. She had given it to him. Besides, it wasn't like sexually touching, it was more like a massage.
Without further discussion, he brought his hands up to her shoulders and gently rubbed them through the silky robe. He could feel her body respond, her muscles relaxing under his hands. As he moved his hand down her back, he watched her in the mirror, her robe hanging slightly open, her taut, athletic body moving slightly as he massaged her. By the time his hands had reached her lower back, she had relaxed to the point where she leaned back against him, arching her back a bit. He became dizzy as he suddenly realized that his cock had come to rest against her. He knew that she could feel his hardness up against her, and she wasn't pulling back. He again rationalized that the robe was keeping them apart, so it was ok.
By the time his hands reached her hips, he had lost the ability to pretend. He pulled her toward him, grinding her ass back into his cock, and he lifted her up and down just slightly. As the moment became more heated, their eyes became locked on one another in the mirror, each noticing the combination of passion and fear in the other's eyes. Erik made a conscious decision to let her decide. He closed his eyes, it was up to her to decide whether to stop.
Behind his closed eyes, Erik saw his sister in front of him at the mirror, naked, impaled on his cock. Her mouth was wide open, her eyes closed, and his hands were gripping her hips tightly, lifting her up so that she was just barely balanced on the tip of his cock, and then thrusting her slowly, but steadily down on his shaft, not stopping until he was all the way in, and each time he filled her she would let out a soft, sexy mixture of a sign and a groan. The look on her face was almost unsettling, it was as if the cock sliding inside her felt so good it almost hurt, and she was obviously on the edge of a complete loss of control. Her mouth stayed wide open, and the sounds she made were some sort of combination of gasping, moaning, screaming and sighing.
When he opened his eyes again to reality he saw his sweet sister again, wearing the robe and the underwear, and he knew he was going to have to put on the brakes. He moved his hands up from her hips and back to her back, and then eased his rock hard cock away from her. It was not easy, and he could tell by the mixture of disappointment and relief on her face that she shared his torture. He felt her take a deep breath.
"Whew, its getting kinda hot in here," she said. "Thank you for showing me that position, that is one I will remember."
"My pleasure," he said.
"I could tell," she replied.
"All for science," he replied.
"Indeed," she grinned.
He needed to get some distance from her, so he walked back over to the bed and lay back on the pillows. She walked over and sat on the edge of the bed.
"So that's the introductory seminar," he said. "What did you think?"
"I think I have a lot to learn," she said. "But I think I have a great brother for doing this."
"What do you think was your favorite position?" he asked, thinking she would say the one by the mirror.
She contemplated carefully. "I liked the standing, but I think my favorite is when I'm on top, straddling you," she said. "I had another question about that."
"Ask away," he said.
"Ok, well when I am in that position..., like here," she said, climbing into position on top of him, but staying suspended above him. "What should I be doing with my hands? I don't know where to put them."
Erik looked up at his sister straddling him. "This position is a real turn on for a guy because he can sit back and look at how beautiful the girl's body is. I think it's a real turn on when she puts her hands into her hair, and also when she caresses her breasts."
"Okay, let me try that and you tell me how I do," Amy said. "First I've got to get out of this, I'm sweating." As she spoke the words, Amy shrugged her shoulders back and the silky robe drifted off her body, leaving her straddling him with nothing but a bra and panties. After it had fallen away she appeared to have second thoughts. "Is that ok?" she asked Erik.
"Yes, that's very ok," Erik said. He wanted to tell her that she looked incredibly fuckable, but he held off on that.
Amy began to slowly gyrate her hips above Erik's cock, simulating intercourse without contact. Following his advice, she moved her hands up into her hair, running her fingers through.
"Guys like it when you moan too," said Erik, more for his satisfaction than her education.
Amy nodded and started to moan with the rhythm of her movements, up and down above him. She moved her hands down over her breasts, rubbing them through her bra, and Erik was treated to the sight of Amy's beautiful nipples coming to full attention. He briefly thought about explaining how guys liked to lick and suck nipples, but he thought better of it. He decided just to relax and enjoy the show, and Amy seemed to be enjoying herself, and was in no hurry. He gave her occasional tips on how and what to do, which had mostly become self serving. Still, if it turned him on it was good advice. And it was apparent that he was still very much turned on.
Erik noticed that Amy had suddenly stopped moving up and down above him and was looking at his cock curiously. He looked down and noticed that a drop or two had formed on the end of his cock.
"Are you having an orgasm thing?" she asked.
"No, if that was happening you'd see me thrashing around, and there is a lot more semen that comes out," he said. "That is called pre-cum, and it kind of oozes out when a man is aroused."
"Is it made of the same stuff as the semen?"
"Yes, I think it's pretty much the same stuff."
She looked at the glistening drops with curiosity. "May I?" she asked, holding up a finger.
"Yes," he answered.
She dipped down with her finger, dabbing the fluid on the tip of his cock. She rubbed it between her finger and thumb, feeling the slickness of it. Then she lifted her finger up to her mouth and tasted it.
"Mmm, salty," she whispered. Her eyes went back to look at his cock again, and then suddenly she leaned over to one side. Erik reached up and grabbed her before she fell over, and she sat down on his thighs, still straddling him.
"Ah, got dizzy all of a sudden," she said.
"Did you eat any dinner?" he asked.
"No, I guess I forgot," she said. "I had no idea it had gotten this late, its 11:30."
"I forgot to eat too," he said. Erik reached over and grabbed the banana off the bed and handed it to her. She split it in two and handed half to Erik, and they shared a birthday dinner, her half naked and him all the way. They laughed and joked about the used banana they were eating, and the sexual tension was temporarily abated. While she still looked erotic eating the banana, Erik was impressed once again about just how easy his sister was to be around. It was no small wonder that all the guys at school would die to date her.
They finished their impromptu dinner and sat quietly for a moment in the candlelit darkness. Erik became lost in his thoughts for a moment, and then he noticed that Amy was tearing up.
"Amy, what's wrong?" he asked.
Amy took a breath to calm down. "This has been wonderful Erik. But now, I'm wondering if I made a mistake following Mom's advice. I feel like I've missed out on so much."
Erik sat up and pulled Amy toward him in an embrace. The rules of contact were forgotten. "Amy, the truth is I think Mom gave you a wonderful gift. I think you are going to enjoy sex so much as you experience it now, when you are old enough to really appreciate it."
"That's true I guess, but I just feel like I'm so far behind," she said.
"Amy, what I've shown you tonight is the mechanical process of sex," he said softly. "There is so much more to it than that. When two people who love each other, who have a committed relationship, get together to have sex, there is so much touching, and caressing and kissing...and loving. Some day you will find a man who will share that with you, and because you've waited, you will enjoy it so much more."
She smiled at him and hugged him closely. Her legs straddled his and his cock was pressed up against her, and their arms were wrapped around each other. When they released the hug they stayed joined at the midsection, and their faces stayed just inches apart. They stayed in that posture for a long, long time.
Erik felt an unbelievable passion that he fought to control. He knew that all he had to do was to lean forward, softly kiss her lips, and then they would be locked in a torrid embrace. He would roll over on top of her, and kiss her again, and then kiss her cheek, and her neck and work his way down her chest, tearing her bra off and lavishing attention on her nipples. He would continue down with unabated passion, kissing and licking her stomach, before finally making his way down to her panties, which he would rip off, and then he would plunge his tongue inside her until she begged him to stop, begged him to take her in his arms, begged him to enter her. And then he would, plunging his four-hour erection deep inside her, making love to her softly and sweetly, but ardently, and in every position they had rehearsed, and a few they hadn't, all night long.
Luckily, she broke the silence before that happened.
"If you weren't my brother," she said softly, "I would want you to be the one."
He looked into her eyes, loving her but hating that she was his sister. "If you weren't my sister, I'd already have been the one."
They separated slowly, both regretting it, but knowing it had to be. She rose up from the bed, found her robe and put it on. She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.
"Night bro," she said softly. "Happy birthday."
"Same to you sis," he said.
Then she was gone, leaving him to his thoughts. The longer she was away, the easier it was to realize that not having wild sex with her was the right thing to do. But it wasn't making his erection go down any. He looked over at the clock. It was 12 pm, midnight, end of the longest day of the year.
Erik awoke at 8 am the next day, the sun peeling through the windows. As he groggily came into consciousness, he became aware that he was still naked, lying on top of the sheets. He looked across the room, and there was Amy, completely naked, in the doorway of the bathroom. She was holding a banana, and was slowly sliding it in and out of her mouth, her eyes locked on his cock. He reached down and found his cock with his hand, and began to slowly, firmly jack off his cock, showing off for his sister. Her eyes sparkled with approval, and he moved faster, feeling his orgasm building quickly, and then he was peaking, and his orgasm exploded loose, pouring out all over him and the bed, warm, wet liquid everywhere, while his sister licked and sucked on the banana.
Erik woke at 8:05, startled awake by an incredible wet dream. He looked over at the bathroom door, it was closed. Had that happened? It seemed so real. It was clear that he had indeed had an orgasm, the bed sheets were a wreck. He shook off the cobwebs and went in and took a shower.
He did not see Amy that morning, she had things she had to do. He didn't see her in the afternoon, because he had things to do, and his aunt and uncle were coming home just before dinner. He wasn't sure if Amy was avoiding him, and he wasn't sure that wasn't a bad idea. At any rate, by the time his aunt and uncle came home and the four of them sat down to dinner, it was an uncomfortable situation for both of them. Erik sensed that Amy was pretending the previous night didn't happen, and he was fine with that.
So dinner was a quiet affair. There was one moment where Aunt Martha asked what they did on their birthday, and Erik and Amy shared a smile.
Erik was so nervous about Amy that he didn't really notice that Aunt Martha and Uncle John were unusually apprehensive. So he was unprepared with what happened after dinner.
"Erik, Amy, we need to have a serious talk about something," Uncle John said.
The first thing that popped into Erik's mind was that somehow Uncle John and Aunt Martha had found out about their little sex ed class, and they were in big trouble. When he looked over at Amy, he could tell by the look of horror in her eyes that she was thinking the same thing.



The room was silent for a moment as Uncle John gathered his thoughts. "We have raised you as our children for the past 6 years, and we don't regret that at all," he said. "You've been wonderful kids, and have grown up to be exceptional adults."
He took a deep breath and continued. "When your folks died, we were entrusted to make decisions about your lives, and there was one that we agonized over. We made a decision many years ago to wait until you were 18 to talk to you about this."
Erik glanced over at Amy, and they both seemed a bit relieved, since this didn't appear to be a speech about incest. But he also noted that she looked confused and anxious.
"Erik, Amy, you were adopted," Uncle John said. "Your parents couldn't have children, so they adopted you. I'm not sure when, or if they ever planned to tell you, but we made the decision to tell you after your 18th birthday."
The room was quiet while this information sank in. Erik and Amy caught eyes a few times, but they were both in a state of shock.
Uncle John continued. "Now your parents did save the files on your adoptions, and I feel like you are old enough to make your own decisions about whether or not you want to find out who your real parents are. I'm just going to give them to you and let you decide."
He handed a file to Erik and one to Amy. The twins sat there looking at the files, neither making a move forward. After a moment of silence, Amy spoke up.
"Why would the adoption agency have two different files when we were twins?" she asked.
Aunt Martha spoke up. "Actually there were two different adoption companies," she said.
Erik got a funny feeling, a hair raising on the back of his neck, and odd flutter of the heart. He hadn't put it together yet, but something was happening. Amy was looking down at the file.
"Two different adoption companies?" Amy asked. "Why would there be two different companies for one set of twins?"
"Well, actually, there were two companies because you and Erik were adopted from different families," Uncle John said.
Erik could feel the blood boiling up in his face. "But weren't we both born on the same day?" he asked incredulously.
"Yes, that's true, but the common birthday was just a totally random coincidence," Uncle John said. "Your parents always believed it was a good omen that the two adoptions they arranged just happened to be born on the same day."
Erik could feel the blood pumping through his veins. He suddenly felt every single hair on his body stand up at attention. And he suddenly had a vision, one that he needn't be ashamed of. He looked over at Amy, and she was gazing steadfastly in his direction.
Uncle John and Aunt Martha probably figured that the two siblings were lost in their thoughts about who their real parents might be, and whether or not they would want to find out. Uncle John and Aunt Martha were wrong.
Amy stood up, walked over to Uncle John and Aunt Martha, and handed him the file. She hugged both of them warmly. "I have already had four wonderful parents," she said. "You are my parents now, and you are the best parents a girl could hope for."
She turned and walked over to where Erik was standing. She stopped in front of him, looking into his eyes. And then she leaned in and gave him a warm, sisterly hug. And as she did, she leaned in and whispered six sweet, soft words into his ear.
"I'll leave the bathroom door open."
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It was bowling night for Jeff Tailor and his friends from the football team, and the crew was making the most of their first week of freedom as high school graduates. There was so much whooping and high-fiving going on that Jeff didn't notice the girl in the lane beside him until they were halfway through the first game. It was Melody Spincer, his next door neighbor and long-time nemesis. They caught eyes before he could look away and both gave the usual mutual sneer of disrespect.
Jeff and Melody had grown up together, their houses right across the street. They had been best friends from the early years to the early teen years, playing together from dawn to dusk most every chance they got. They were both good athletes and shared a competitive spirit, which sometimes lead to knock down drag out fights, though they were always friends again within a few days.
As they became teenagers they began to drift apart, and by the time they were in high school they had become like night and day. Jeff hit a growth spurt and was 6'4 and over 200 pounds by his freshman year, and became a big time football player. He liked to fish and hunt and was a man's man. Melody was a 5'8, 120 pound spitfire, a top notch gymnast and environmental activist. During the high school years it seemed liked they were constantly on opposing sides of everything, so they were in constant confrontation mode. In fact, everybody in school was well aware of the ongoing, they called it the Tail-Spin feud. Now that they were both 18 and graduated from high school, they had little chance for future interaction.
As fate would have it, they both ended up in position to bowl right beside each other at the same time. They couldn't help but acknowledge each other.
"Hello Melody," he mumbled.
"Hello Jeff," she answered.
They both started forward at the same time and then stopped. Jeff stepped back and gave a gentlemanly sweep of the hand.
"Ladies first," he said with a grim smile.
Melody nodded politely and set up to bowl again. Just as she was getting ready for the first step forward she stopped and got a mischievous look on her face. She looked sideways at Jeff.
"Best ball wins a turtle ride," she challenged.
Jeff looked blankly at her for a second, and then gradually an image formed in his head and a smile came slowly to his face. A turtle ride was something they used to do when they were kids - the rider would get on the other one's back to carry them across the creek. Jeff was smiling at both the memory and the ridiculous image of Melody carrying him on her back.
"You're on," he grinned.
Melody lined up and rolled her ball smoothly down the lane like a pro, curving it in from the side. Though the ball was in perfect position, somehow one pin remained standing. Still, when she walked back she looked pretty confident.
"Nine pins," she said. "I've been watching you bowl, you'd be lucky to get five."
Jeff feigned seriousness. "But that was before I knew the stakes," he said. "A turtle ride is no laughing matter."
He stumbled down the lane with all the finesse of a blind rhino, let the ball loose too late and sent it crashing down in the middle of the lane. In an act of random stupid luck, the ball somehow found a way to take out all ten pins, making Jeff the winner.
He was grinning from ear to ear as he sauntered back towards Melody, who stood with her hands on her hips and her mouth hanging wide open.
"It's all in the wrist," he said smugly. He pointed to her shirt and added, "too bad you only eat vegetables, with a little more protein you may have gotten that last pin down."
Melody looked down at the shirt she was wearing and blushed. Vegetarians Do It Better, it read. She had been a dedicated vegetarian since she turned 15. She felt her blood boil as she recalled a rather spirited debate she had with Jeff over the subject in debate class. Melody had argued that vegetarians were better for the environment, while Jeff argued that meat eating was necessary for human survival.
A few frames later they both ended up beside each other ready to bowl again. Jeff was looking the other way to hide a smug grin, but as he was standing there he felt a determined tap on his shoulder. He turned to see Melody looking at him sweetly.
"How 'bout double or nothing?" she asked.
Jeff had another flashback to youth. Back when they were kids, Jeff and Melody had a standing agreement on bets that allowed the loser to request double or nothing. If the loser lost the new bet, they would have to pay double, but if they won, they owed nothing.
"I'll take that bet," he said. "But I get to set the stakes."
"Fine," she answered.
Jeff thought for a moment before answering. "Okay, if I win this, you have to wear my favorite shirt around for a day."
"What does your favorite shirt say?" she asked.
"Meat lovers have more fun," he grinned.
Melody grimaced. "Whatever, there is no way I'm losing again."
Unfortunately, the pressure got the better of her and she threw a weak ball that only knocked down seven pins. Jeff stepped up with nothing to lose and threw a horrible looking ball that somehow managed to knock down eight pins, leaving the two in opposite corners. Melody had lost again, but she was already planning ahead.
"Double or nothing you can't finish that spare," she challenged.
"Hmm, the seven-ten split is practically impossible, so the stakes will have to be high," he said. "I'll tell you what, if I win, you have to change into my shirt in front of me."
Without thinking of the implications of that, Melody just shrugged. "Go for it, you're never going to make that shot."
She knew it was a safe bet. He also knew he didn't have a chance, he expected to lose. But they were both wrong. Somehow Jeff's ball caught the seven pin at just the right angle to send it sliding over to nick the ten pin. They both watched the ten pin slowly teeter back and forth and then fall down. Jeff's pals and everyone who saw it roared with approval—and they didn't even know about the bet he'd won.
Melody turned three shades of red as she realized what she'd done.
"Let's see," said Jeff. "A turtle ride, you have to wear my shirt for a day, and I get to see you topless...I'm not such a lousy bowler after all."
Melody seethed all the way back to her chair. It was several frames before she recovered enough to think straight. Jeff was trying not to be smug, but everytime he looked at her he couldn't help laughing. He had finished bowling and was packing up to leave when Melody walked up and stuck a little finger into his chest.
"Ping pong," she said. Tomorrow noon. My house." Then she stomped off.
Jeff's friends, who knew they didn't get along, asked what that was all about, but Jeff didn't even hear them. He was remembering another childhood rule they had—no matter what the bet was, the loser could bail out of it by winning at Ping Pong. He couldn't help smiling thinking about some of the epic games that had taken place in her playroom. Most, he remembered, she had won.
The next day at noon Jeff showed up at the appointed time at Melody's house. Melody answered the door herself, and Jeff immediately recognized an early strategy — distraction. She was wearing short silky shorts and a cutoff shirt that showed off her toned abs, and she smelled deliciously of a light fresh perfume. Her summer tan looked awesome, and she smiled sweetly at him.
"How very nice to see you Jeffrey," she said, using the name he hadn't heard in 10 years. "I'm looking forward to playing some ping pong." She turned and led the way in, giving Jeff an eyeful of eye candy.
He had not been in Melody's house in many years, but he remembered the way to the game room, so he could watch her instead of watching where he was going. As Jeff watched her walking in front of him it struck him that he had never really noticed what a hot little body she had. Usually when he looked at her he was too irritated to notice.
"Wow, I remember this place being a lot bigger," Jeff said as they walked into the playroom.
"Would you like a cold one?" Melody asked, pointing to a bucket filled with ice and beer.
"Ah... are your folks home?" Jeff asked nervously.
"Out of town for two weeks," she said. "Please have one."
"That's ok," Jeff winked. "I want to be at my best for this."
"Okay then, let's play," Melody said, tossing him a paddle.
"Wait, first we have to establish what the stakes are, you have to double up," Jeff said. "Last time I checked, you owe me a turtle ride, you have to wear my shirt for a day, and you.. uh, you have to take your shirt off in front of me."
"Hmm, so I would have to really raise the stakes from there wouldn't I," Melody said. She walked over to him and stood right in front of him. "I'll tell you what, double or nothing, if you win you get to see me ... completely naked."
Jeff felt the blood leave his head as he heard the words. He stood in stunned, cold sweat silence as Melody turned and walked slowly away from him. "Maybe I will have that beer," he said.
Melody smiled. Her plan was working perfectly.
So perfectly, in fact, that she was ahead 7 - 1 by the time Jeff had finished his second beer and realized they were playing. She was wearing him out—not from the ping pong, but from sauntering around the table, bending over, even blowing on the balls before serving. He was putty in her hands. All he could think about was her being naked, and that wasn't helping his game.
He did make up a little ground, but she was up 15-9 when there was a dramatic, long point. She was sending him running back and forth and finally hit a huge slam, which he somehow managed to dive and hit, sending a long, high shot, that by some miracle came down and glanced off the very corner of the table.
From that point on, she froze up, and he could do no wrong. When the final point ended with him winning 21-19, she hurled her paddle across the room and screamed. So much for the sex kitten ploy.
Jeff could hardly believe he won, he had fully expected to lose. He stood with a stupid grin and watched her jumping around in a fury, and couldn't help noticing how sexy she looked. He decided to be a gentleman about it.
"Melody, you don't have to pay off that bet, it was just a joke," he said.
She looked at him with eyes or irrational fury. "No way," she hollered, coming over to stand right in front of him again. "We are going double or nothing again."
Jeff was starting to feel a little uncomfortable. He felt bad about winning the bet, but he was also becoming very aroused by this angry little vixen standing in front of him, especially when he envisioned her getting naked for him. So aroused that his gym shorts began to show it, and for a second he thought she noticed. Her head was about chest high on him when they were both standing.
She reached up to put a finger into his chest. "Double or nothing, here's the bet," she said. "If you go 100% vegetarian for one week, don't eat any meat, then I'll let you..."
Her voice trailed off in a mixture of anger and confusion as she looked for the right words. Then she looked down at the bulge in his shorts.
"I'll let you put it anywhere," she said.
"It?" Jeff said.
Melody looked down again, so there would be no doubt. "It," she answered.
"Anywhere?" Jeff asked.
"Anywhere," she answered.
A few hours later, Jeff was still sitting on the curb in front of his house, looking toward Melody's house. His shock came on multiple levels. He had been offered the chance to screw the neighbor that he had hated for many years, any way he saw fit. But he had to go without meat for a week. He had no sooner started the clock on the deal before his mind became dominated by two thoughts. One thought had him pounding Melody with a merciless grudge fuck. The other thought was sitting in front of a dripping cheeseburger.
Over the course of the next week, his mind was preoccupied with variations of those two thoughts. One night he even dreamed about screwing her while eating a chicken biscuit.
Melody didn't make it any easier for him. One night she sent over a pepperoni pizza. Another night she had a bunch of friends over and cooked hot dogs on the grill—in the front yard. She even followed him to a restaurant, hoping to catch him cheating, and she paid the waitress $20 to bring him a juicy ribeye instead of the salad he had ordered.
But Jeff was resolute, and stayed the course for a full week. In fact, he was rather surprised at how much better he felt going vegetarian, he had expected it would make him weak and tired.
So exactly one week after making the fateful double or nothing bet, at 5 pm on a rainy summer day, the doorbell rang on Melody's house, and there stood Jeff, looking like a kid on Christmas morning, albeit without turkey for dinner.
Melody answered the door in a silky short robe, and Jeff was impressed that she hadn't tried to uglify herself in an effort to get him to opt out of the bet. She looked very cute, though she had a somewhat ill, resigned look on her face.
"I have not eaten meat for a week," he said.
"Let's just get this over with," she said, turning to walk into the house.
She led him upstairs to her room, which looked only vaguely familiar to him. She stopped in the middle of the room and turned to face him.
"Okay, well, I guess..." she started. "Where do you want to put it?"
Jeff was nervous and uncomfortable, but he couldn't help chuckling. "You sure know how to sweet talk a guy," he smiled.
He took a deep breath. "Look Melody, you've proved your point, I know you are good for paying off the bet, but I'm not going to ask you to do this, it was all in fun."
She interrupted him almost before he was finished. "No way Jeff, I honor my bets," she stammered, fire in her eyes.
Damn, she was still as stubborn and hard-headed as she was ten years ago, he thought. "I don't want you to do something you don't want to do," he said.
"I don't want to do it, I have to do it," she glared. "Now take off your clothes."
It wasn't a request, and Jeff suddenly decided he didn't have a choice. He stripped down to his boxers and stood in front of her.
Melody may have been angry about losing the bet, but seeing Jeff in front of her in his boxers practically took her breath away. He was tall, tan and perfectly toned and muscular. She couldn't help but let her eyes move up and down, slowly taking him in. At some point during the past week, as it had become apparent that she was going to lose, she had decided she might as well go ahead and enjoy it. She was already enjoying just looking at him.
After a few moments of standing in silence, she reached in front of her and loosened the tie on her robe, moved it slowly open, and then shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it slide away to the floor. She stood in front of him, completely nude.
Jeff was totally stunned. He was stunned first by the sudden realization that this was really happening, and secondly by the awareness that Melody had an absolutely amazing body. Her breasts were fabulous, bigger than he expected and beautifully shaped. Her tone stomach led down to athletic hips and legs. Her whole body was completely perfect. His eyes moved slowly over every inch of her. The erotic moment was multiplied by the fact that he knew that the fabulous little body in front of him was at his full beck and call.
"Well?" her voice broke the long silence.
"Melody, you are absolutely stunning," he stammered, after closing his gaping mouth.
"I know that," she said. "I mean, where do you want....to put...it?"
Jeff was still too stunned to say anything, as his mind ran through all the different options available to him.
After a few moments of mouth gaping, Melody walked over to him smiling. "It looks like I'm going to need to help you out," she said.
She slipped her fingers inside his boxers and pulled them down for him. Halfway down, she caught a full glimpse of Jeff's fully erect package and she gasped.
Melody had not seen a lot of cocks in her lifetime. A few live, quite a few of all sizes on the internet. But she was not prepared for this.
Jeff was big. Even for a 6'4, 250 pound man, his cock was bigger than her wildest imagination. She felt her knees go weak, and she knelt down in front of him and looked with awe upon him. Her eyes glazed over, and as her eyes traced over his nude body, she became fully aware of the fact that the perfect male specimen was standing naked in her room. And he had a very big, very nice cock, and she couldn't take her eyes off of it.
Jeff broke the silence. "I think I'd like to put it in your hand," he said.
It took Melody a few seconds to snap out of her trance and obey his simple command. Still on her knees, she reached forward with her little hand. Her mouth hung open and her eyes were huge as her thin, delicate fingers came into contact with the rock hard monster. Her touch caused his cock to twitch, which made her jump and then giggle. Mesmerized, she reached out again, and she took him into her hand, maintaining a light grip as she moved her hand up to the top of the shaft, and then all the way back down to the base.
Watching her little hand lightly stroking him, Jeff had completely forgotten to breathe. The lightness of her touch was almost ticklish, and he fought the urge to twitch again.
Melody could feel him throbbing, and she gradually increased the pressure on her grip each time she moved her hand up and down the shaft. He may have won the bet, but she was currently in full control. She slid forward a bit, moving her face to within a few inches of him, and put her other hand on his cock, and then both hands were working up and down, and when she looked up at him he moaned his satisfaction.
Being a horny young teen he knew he wouldn't last long, and when she quickened her pace jerking him off he could feel his orgasm coming. He tried to warn her with a groan, but it was too late.
He exploded, shooting off into the air, into her hands, all over her. He was too caught up in the moment to control it at all, he nearly passed out and was unable to see for a few seconds. When he gained some control of his faculties and looked down, there was Melody on her knees in front of him, her hands, her chest, part of her face covered. Her mouth was open and she looked like she was both stunned and furious.
"Melody, I'm sorry, I lost control," he stammered, waiting for the inevitable tirade.
She looked up at him for a few seconds, and then the furious angry look melted into an almost satisfied grin. "That's ok," she said. "It happens."
To his stunned surprise, Melody then rubbed the fluid from her hands over her chest, and then reclined back in front of him. Completely caught up in the moment, she put on a sexy show, rubbing his cum all over her torso, and even making a show of licking it off her fingers.
Now it was Jeff's turn to be mesmerized. His former arch nemesis, suddenly turned into a sexual vixen, laying in front of him covering herself in his cum. He pinched himself to make sure it wasn't a dream.
"I'm kinda enjoying this whole sexual slave thing," Melody said softly. "Tell me where you want to put it next."
As she said it, she put a finger in her mouth and let it slide out very, very slowly, her eyes on him the whole time. Jeff gasped, and realized quickly that he had already become aroused again. It didn't take him long to answer. "I want it in your mouth," he said.
Some kind of switch had gone off in Melody, and she had gone from hating Jeff's guts to being incredibly aroused at being his pleasure toy. She rose to her knees again and brought her little mouth down onto his cock. Despite her best effort, she could only take about half of him in, but what she lacked in depth she made up for in enthusiasm. Jeff was stunned and shocked watching how hungrily she sucked on him, moaning and cooing as she licked his head and then plunged him deep into her mouth.



Suddenly he pulled away, then reached down and grabbed her with both hands by the waist. Like a rag doll, he lifted her roughly into the air, her legs splayed apart, and moved her crotch into place just above his cock. He lifted her up a few feet, and then came back down, almost touching his giant cock. He did this several times, lifting her higher each time, as if lining her up to smash her down onto his cock.
Melody's eyes were wide with horror. From the moment she had seen how big he was, she had been dreading this. Her plan was to exhaust him from her hands and mouth, but it seemed clear that he had caught on, and now she was going to be punished for losing the bet. Punished deeply.
He had lifted her up high, and held her in the air. She took one last look at the tool that would be rammed into her, closed her eyes and prepared herself for a world of hurt.
But instead of being thrust down, she suddenly felt herself lifted further in the other direction. Before she knew what had happened, she was 10 feet in the air, straddling Jeff's face. She opened her eyes to look down on him, and he winked at her, and then he gently slid his tongue into her. He was going down on her, except that down was up.
The effect was immediate. Her whole body shuddered. Ordinarily she would be horrified to be in such a precarious position, her head ten feet above the floor and her legs sitting on top of his shoulders. But he was so strong and agile, she felt quite safe and incredibly aroused. It helped that he was surprisingly deft with his tongue.
So deft that before long he had Melody wriggling uncontrollably on his face. She had her legs wrapped tightly around his head and her hands were in his hair, and she was riding him with her back arched and eyes closed. If she had fallen six feet to the floor she wouldn't have known it.
Then her whole body melted into an intense orgasm, and she went limp. Her upper body, held carefully by Jeff, drifted backwards until she was hanging upside down. Jeff's tongue was still planted inside her, and his arms were holding her tight against him. As she slowly regained consciousness, she realized that from her upside down position, Jeff's cock was just inches from her mouth. She ravenously took him back into her mouth, part from passion and part from future self preservation. She couldn't take a chance on putting that erect thing inside her.
Luckily, his strength and her training as a gymnast made it easy for her to complete the standing reverse 69, and Jeff was even able to walk them over to the full length mirror so he could observe the reflection of the odd position. He decided that Melody looked pretty good upside down with his cock in her mouth.
After enjoying 69 for quite a while, Jeff lifted her away from him, and in one quick move flipped her 180 degrees in the air, so now she was right side up, facing away from him. She caught a glimpse of him in the mirror, holding her up in the air like a rag doll. She was literally half his size, and with his overpowering strength she was totally at his whim. And she realized that her ass was poised above his cock, and all he had to do was lower her down to where she would be impaled on his spear.
Then he was doing what he feared, lowering her down, and he felt the hardness of his cock coming in contact with her ass. She closed her eyes and prayed she would pass out, but then suddenly he let his cock slip forward so that instead of penetrating her, it was running along her slit. She looked in the mirror and saw that she was riding on top of his cock like it was a balance beam. She also saw him smiling at her. She smiled back and began grinding her hips back against him, rubbing her clit up against the top of his cock. They were both mesmerized watching the scene in the mirror, the huge mountain of a man grinding hips together with the spindly little girl half his size. She dropped a hand between her legs to add some friendly stimulation.
It looked like she was straddling the beam she had spent many hours in gymnastics on, and it also felt like she was riding a wooden beam. In fact, as she looked at the reflection in the mirror, she realized that while he was using his hands to steady her, most of her weight was resting on his cock. Her feet were off the ground, and she wrapped her legs around his. Amazingly, he lifted his hands off of her completely, and she was balanced, even lifted up, by his magnificent erection.
Briefly, Jeff had the urge to pull his cock back and then ram it home, but he had told himself that he couldn't do that, it would be too much for her. She was just too small.
She was surely enjoying the ride though, and he could tell she was approaching another orgasm. She was grinding against him hard, her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. She shrieked and then whimpered, and then she fell completely limp, and he eased her body down to the floor and lay beside her. She was unable to move for awhile, and Jeff was starting to get concerned when she rolled over on her side and put a hand on his chest.
"So, is there anywhere else you want to put it?" she asked softly.
He looked at her carefully. "I'm ok...I..I don't want to hurt you," he said.
She smiled. "You haven't hurt me yet," she smiled. "Get on the bed."
Jeff obeyed, climbing onto his back, and Melody got above him and straddled him. She pointed his cock into the air and got herself lined up, and began to ease herself down. It looked like she was getting ready to put a 10 lb sausage in a 5 lb bag.
"Melody wait," he said. "Are you sure about this?"
She nodded with determination and eased down closer.
"Wait, there's something else," Jeff said.
"What is it now?" she said almost impatiently.
"I've..I've never done this..." he said slowly. "I've never gone all the way."
"What?" she exclaimed, moving back and sitting on his legs. "Mr. Stud Football jock with all the girls chasing him has never gone all the way?"
He blushed. "I guess it never felt right before," he said.
She looked at him carefully. "Does it feel right now?" she asked.
"Yes, but I don't want you to do this because you have to," he said.
She rolled off the bed, walked over to a cabinet beside her bed, and got out a bottle of massage oil. She climbed back on the bed, straddled him again, and poured oil out over his cock, spreading it out over his legs, stomach and chest. Then she poured some on herself, rubbing it slowly in, watching Jeff watch her put on the show.
"Trust me," she whispered. "I want to."
She moved into position on top of him, her hands on the bed on either side of him, and eased herself onto his cock. The oil provided enough lubrication so that she took him inside her surprisingly easy, though her eyes still got big as he filled her. She managed to get about half of him inside of her before she stopped and then eased slowly back up, then back down again. She worked into a gradual rhythm, balancing herself above him as she slowly, but surely took a little more of him in each time she came down.
It took a lot of resolve on Jeff's part, but he lay still the entire time. He was aching to grab her hips and drive it fully home, but he really didn't want to hurt her. He could sense that it wasn't easy for her, but he could also tell by her expressions that she was enjoying it.
Finally, after what seemed like an hour of slowly taking him in, Melody sat up and put her hands over her breasts. She lifted up so she was poised at the top of his cock, and then she sighed and let her body sink down onto him. He watched in total amazement as he slid fully and completely inside her.
She was still for a moment, getting accustomed to being so completely filled, and then she shuddered and immediately began a slow, gyrating grind on top of him. Her passionate moans were indication enough to him that she was not in pain, and his hands found her hips and he began to gently move along with her.
Their eyes met for a moment, and then shockingly, Melody leaned forward and kissed him. She kissed him softly at first, but then she became more passionate, and then just as suddenly as she started she stopped, leaned back and blushed. She was making love with the man she had disliked with a passion for many years.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I got caught up in the moment I guess."
Jeff stared at her for a moment, and then sat up in the bed. He took her into his arms, pulled her close to him, and then kissed her back. In the gathering darkness of the late afternoon, two childhood friends, teen-age enemies, and newly found lovers softly but passionately kissed as the rest of the world melted away.
"I never would've expected it to be like this," Melody whispered into his ear.
He looked into her eyes with confusion.
"This is my first time too," she said quietly. She looked down briefly, almost embarrassed, and then lifted her eyes up to meet his. "As odd as it sounds, somehow I always knew it would be you."
As he looked into her eyes, the years between them seemed to melt together, and he felt an overwhelming sense of connection. They kissed and held onto each other tightly, making love for a very, very long time.
Later on, as they lay weary but fulfilled on the bed, their arms and legs intertwined and her head on his chest, they both shared memories of their youth, laughing as they rebuilt the connection that had been broken. They also couldn't help but laugh at the bizarre set of circumstances that had brought them back together.
"Actually, I think I kinda like being a vegetarian," Jeff said. "I felt pretty strong this week."
Melody's hand came down and lightly caressed his cock. "Well I might just become an occasional meat eater," she smiled.
"Ha. Well, I've decided that I'm not going to make you wear my shirt," he said. "But you do still owe me a turtle ride."
Melody got a devilish smile on her face and moved into position on all fours on the bed, arching her back seductively. "Climb aboard," she said. "Double or nothing."
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Jim Davis had not been having a good day. An trip to the dentist had left him in considerable pain. On the positive side, the dentist had prescribed a healthy dose of pain meds, and Jim had taken the max, with the sole intent of sleeping away the afternoon in a medicated fog at the pool behind his home.
As he pulled into his driveway he realized there would be a hitch to his plan, his daughter Alexius was home. She was spending the summer at home before going back to college, but he thought she'd be at work. He changed into his swimsuit and walked out onto the patio, where he saw his daughter and another girl catching rays by the pool. He didn't recognize the other girl, she was holding what appeared to be an anatomy textbook.
"Hey, I thought you had to work," he mumbled out through achy teeth.
Alexius couldn't help but laugh. "No, they are going to call me if they need me," she said. "Sounds like the dentist did a good job."
"Smashing," Jim replied. "Who is your friend?"
"You remember Kelly Simmons," she chided. "We went to high school together, now she's in pre-med at State."
Jim looked carefully at the girl, trying to remember, but the only Kelly he could remember was a shy nerdy kid who was overweight and had acne. This girl was long, lean and stunningly attractive. She smiled and put on some black rimmed glasses and suddenly Jim realized it was the same girl, all grown up. He had a quick flashback to a few years ago when he had overheard Alexius and her friends laughing about how Kelly was the class valedictorian but was so naive about boys that she asked Alexius to draw a picture of a penis.
"Right, Kelly, the ah..smart girl," he fumbled out in his drug-addled state. "You've really...ah...gotten older!"
Her smile got bigger and she blushed. "I guess I will take that as a compliment," she said shyly.
A few moments had passed before Jim realized he was nodding and gawking like an idiot. He shook his head to clear the cobwebs.
"I'm sorry," he said. "I've taken some Vicodin for my tooth pain and I can't think straight. I'm just going to collapse on a chair and pass out."
The girls laughed. "How 'bout a Margarita?" Alexius asked.
Jim wasn't to thrilled at the thought of a cold drink on his aching tooth. "I think I'll just have a shot of Tequila," he mumbled.
A few Tequila shots and another few Vicodin later, Jim had skipped right past being seriously wasted and had landed somewhere north of bulletproof. Sitting in the warm sun, he felt like his body had melted into his chair, and he had to make a conscious effort not to stare in any direction for too long, especially toward Kelly. His face had settled into a permanent look of happy bemusement, and he was heading for an epic afternoon nap when Alexius got the call she was dreading from work.
"Ah, they need me to go in to work for a few hours," she said. "Kelly why don't you stay here until I get done and we can go out later?"
Kelly gave a grin and a thumbs up.
"Dad, you going to be ok?" Alexius asked.
Jim looked at her for a few moments before he realized she had asked him a question. He was really plowed. "Yeah, I think I'm going to go inside and take a power nap," he said.
"Uh oh, you remember last time you fell asleep after taking that Vicodin stuff, you were so out of it I could not wake you up," she said. "You slept through the fire alarm."
Jim rose slowly to his feet. "As long as my teeth don't hurt," he said, being careful to keep his balance.
"Kelly, if the house catches on fire be sure to wake him up," Alexius laughed. "You might want to check on him."
In his stupor, Jim wasn't sure about anything, but it seemed like when Alexius told Kelly to "check on him," he saw Kelly put on her glasses and give him the once over.
He shook off the thought as he staggered to his bedroom. Sure, he was still in good shape, but he was pushing 40 and old enough to be her father. Besides, he had sworn off sex for the past year, after his wife had taken off with a neighbor and gone to Vegas.
He had just enough clarity of mind to stagger into his room, throw on a pair of boxers and collapse on the bed, pulling a sheet up to his waist. He heard Kelly's car backing out and then he drifted off.
Vicodin had a tendency to give him very vivid dreams though, and soon Jim found himself back in the chair beside the pool. Kelly was there, in her bright red bikini, coming out of the pool wet and dripping, then walking towards him in an exact re-creation of the scene from Fast Times at Ridgemont High, complete with the Cars tune blaring in the background. In fact, Kelly looked quite a bit like Phoebe Cates, except that she was inexplicably wearing glasses. As she came near to him, she reached up and popped the front clasp on her bikini top, and Jim suddenly woke up. Dammit.
He had come out of the dream but was still in a half asleep mode, and he allowed his lucid dream to continue just a bit. Normally he would be reserved about having fantasies with his daughter's friend, but it wasn't his fault if she had invaded his dream. He could also blame the pain meds.
In his state of partial consciousness, Jim suddenly heard a slight noise over near the door, but he was too groggy to open his eyes. He couldn't be sure but he thought he heard the bedroom door come open. He sensed someone coming in but he was still out of it, even when he heard Kelly whispering to him.
"Mr. Davis?" she said hesitatingly. Then again, a bit louder, "Mr. Davis?"
He wasn't even coherent enough to really know why, but for some reason he just laid there and didn't answer or move. Somehow he figured she was just telling him she was leaving or something and she would just go. But then she called out twice more, louder each time, coming all the way over beside the bed. Then he felt her poke him in the leg with a finger, lightly at first and then harder, then we he still didn't respond he felt her lightly shaking his knee back and forth.
Despite his drunken state, Jim suddenly became aware that Kelly was not trying to wake him up. Kelly was trying to see IF he would wake up.
Jim was still mulling through the options of what the heck she was doing when something happened that changed everything. He felt the sheet being slowly pulled down to just above his knees, leaving him exposed except for the gray cotton boxers he was wearing. Jim came to the sudden and unexpected discovery that Kelly, thinking he was completely passed out, had come into the room with the sole intent of checking him out. He was also acutely aware that his recent dream had left him with partially erect, and he had no idea if he was poking out of his shorts.
He felt his heart beat faster and his mind began to reel. If he woke up now she would probably realize he had been awake before, it would be embarrassing for both of them. But if he continued to feign sleep, what would happen next?
He didn't have long to think about that, after just a few moments he sensed a very light, very ginger touch on the front of his boxers. His stomach dropped as he realized Kelly was pulling open the flap on the front of his boxers, likely to get a better look at his goods.
This is crazy, he thought, he needed to figure out a way to stop this now. Then his imagination took hold, and he had a vision of Kelly on her knees beside the bed, dressed in her sexy red bikini, her hand opening up the flap of his boxers and her curious eyes taking him in. The vision was incredibly erotic, and he immediately rationalized his situation - she was the instigator, he was completely innocent, passed out. As long as he continued to be "asleep" he was not doing anything "wrong".
What he was doing was becoming more aroused. The thought of Kelly's attention to his manhood had caused his manhood to slowly become prouder. He was fighting a losing battle with a growing erection.
All of Jim's attention was focused on trying to feel what Kelly would do next. She was moving very quietly, and touching his boxers very lightly, to make sure he didn't wake up. Judging by the lack of restraint and the feeling of cool air, he arrived at the conclusion that she had managed to work his cock into a position where it was fully exposed through the front flap. In fact, it even felt like she had gotten his balls out of the flap too.
Jim lay quietly content in his role of the male specimen on display. Several moments of silence went by, and he began to wonder if Kelly had left the room. He carefully, gradually open his eyes to a squint, just enough to see what was happening but without appearing to wake up. What he saw was a lot like his previous vision. Kelly was indeed kneeling on the side of the bed, dressed in her red bikini. The only difference was that she was wearing her glasses, and examining his manhood very carefully. She was so into the examination that he was able to open his eyes just a bit more, and get another view from the wall mirror. For a long time, he laid there watching her look at him. The way she was looking at him, Jim couldn't help but wonder if this was the first time she'd ever seen a man naked.
Then she slowly adjusted her position, and her hand came up in front of her. Jim's heart skipped again as he realized what was happening. She was reaching out to touch him.
He closed his eyes and braced himself for the contact. He knew she was going to touch his cock, but he had no idea where. He had to consciously maintain his breathing pattern to continue the illusion that he was sleeping. What he really wanted to do was hold his breath.
Then he felt it, the soft, delicate touch near the middle of his cock, touching him carefully and lightly so as not to wake him. It took everything he had to not react, but as her fingertips continued her examination he could feel his cock becoming steel hard. He was doing a good job pretending to be asleep, as she became more bold with her touch. Her warm, probing fingertips slid up and down his cock, and then lightly stroked his balls, then moved back up to the tip. He could tell that she had picked up some lubrication at the tip of his cock, because now her fingers slid easily over him. He felt her hand move away, and through squinted eyes he watched her taste the pre-cum on her fingers.
As erotic as the whole thing was for him, it almost seemed like a science experiment to Kelly. He felt her hands once again, gingerly working the top snap on his boxers, and with a deft pull she had his boxers wide open, his cock free to reach for the ceiling.
He felt her fingertips on him again, very softly touching him and stroking up and down, feeling his growing hardness. This time he couldn't help it, his cock twitched strongly from the touch, and he felt her hand jerk back. He carefully kept his breathing under control, kept his eyes closed and sighed softly to continue the illusion that he was sleeping.
Several moments went by and Jim was starting to think he had lost his voyeur, when suddenly he felt someone carefully easing onto the bed. He felt her slide up beside him, and the feeling of her hair on his thigh made him realize she had moved in for an even closer look at his cock. He couldn't be sure, but he thought he could feel her warm breath on his loins.
When he squinted his eyes open he saw her curled up beside him, her face poised just inches from his rock hard cock. She was so focused on his cock that he was able to open his eyes and look at her. She looked incredibly sexy, curled up on the bed in nothing but her bikini, studiously looking at his anatomy. He nearly lost his breathing pattern when he saw her absentmindedly lick her lips, and when he saw her mouth moving even closer to him he closed his eyes and felt his brain reeling.
When her lips lightly brushed his cock it was like a lightning bolt went through him, and he couldn't stop himself from letting out a soft moan. He felt her tense up on the bed, waiting to see if he would awaken, but he got himself under control and steadied his breathing again. Her mouth came down and touched him again, lightly, just a taste by a curious young girl. The lips gave way to her tongue, so soft and silky he almost couldn't feel it, but gradually, as she became confident he wasn't going to wake up, she became more bold. Her warm mouth moved carefully and slowly from one side of his cock to the other, testing his taste and texture. When Jim felt her tongue gently caressing the top of his cock, he felt a wave building up inside him, and when her fingers joined in by lightly stroking his balls, he was all to willing to complete Kelly's little science experiment. His cock jumped and throbbed with his coming orgasm, and he imagined that Kelly caught the first shot on her lips. Unfortunately he felt her pull away, so he was left having an explosive orgasm with no contact. He ached to grab her hand and put it back on his cock, but he resigned himself to laying back and enjoying the soft release.
Quiet moments passed by slowly as Jim's cock slowly softened, and then he felt the bed adjusting as Kelly slipped off. She went into the bathroom and came out a few seconds later with some tissue. She eased back onto the bed and carefully cleaned up the mess on Jim's stomach. He sensed her getting up off the bed and it was quiet for a moment, just him and his drug-addled thoughts, trying to figure out if it had really happened or if it was just a dream.
Ending One
Jim began opening up his eyes, but suddenly realized Kelly was still in the room, standing at the foot of the bed looking down on him. One hand was lightly touching her breast and the other was dug down into her bikini bottoms, and her head was back and her eyes were closed. He watched her through squinted eyes a stunning beauty in a hot red bikini, masturbating at the foot of his bed, while looking at him naked. The hand in her bikini began to move with more speed and passion, and as her body began to writhe more and more Jim realized she was nearing orgasm, and as she let out a soft moan he saw her eyes open, and then her mouth fell open in shock.
Jim could tell something had alarmed her, and he closed his squinted eyes shut and held his breath. He sensed that somehow she had seen something that had alerted her that he was awake. When he opened his eyes again she was gone.
As he raised up on his elbows to look around the room, he suddenly realized what had tipped her off that he was awake. Poking out with new found energy was a fresh erection, a proud indicator that he had been watching her.
Jim eased his reeling head back down onto the bed and stared at the ceiling, thinking about what had happened. If Kelly's goal had been to learn about male anatomy, it was probably best that she knew he had been awake. He might be able to sleep through a fire alarm, but there was no way a man would sleep through a hot girl in a bikini playing with his cock.
Even if his teeth hurt.
Ending Two
Jim began opening up his eyes, but suddenly realized Kelly was still in the room, standing at the foot of the bed looking down on him. Two things immediately came to his attention: one, she was smiling at him. And two, she was naked.
"You don't really think I thought you were asleep do you," she said softly. "Even I'm not naive enough to think that."
Jim let his eyes come fully open. "I...uh...the drugs have me really groggy," he stammered.
"It appears to me that you have awakened quite well," she replied, looking down at his cock.
Jim glanced down and saw that he was rock hard once again. Before he could formulate a response, Kelly lowered herself onto the bed, hands first, then crawling above him on hands and knees until she had fully straddled him. She was far more stunning naked than he had even imagined in his dreams, and as she lowered herself slowly onto his cock, he was sure he had to be dreaming again. She pulled her legs in tight against him, eased down all the way onto him, and her warm wetness was a perfect fit. She sighed deeply, put her hands into her luscious black hair and whispered softly to him.
"I'm going to make you forget all about that tooth ache."
Let me know which you like best!
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James walked Erica up to her front door and they stood, smiling and quietly looking at each other in the yellow light of the porch. The date had been perfect, a summer night with fun and laughter and great conversation. There had also been moments when James could sense romance building. Erica was so beautiful, tan and shapely, with a wonderful smile and an intoxicating smell.
"Well, I guess this is goodnight," she shrugged, leaning towards him just slightly.
He caught the cue, and nervously leaned in as well, and they meet softly at the lips and then ever so slowly, their bodies came together. He could feel her warmth up against him, seemingly enveloping him, and he felt his head spin as his arousal took over, and he held her tighter yet as their bodies became intertwined and their mouths opened into a long, passionate kiss. Time seemed to almost stand still as James felt his body becoming captivated by the moment. Suddenly, before he could even know it was coming, he felt his arousal overwhelming him and before he could stop himself, he had the strange mix of panic and pleasure as he unloaded an orgasm, prematurely and embarrassingly, into his jeans. He pulled back away from Erica to avoid her feeling his surging cock, mumbling an almost apologetic good night, and then leaving her on the front porch, watching him walk away and wondering why.
James clamored through the front door, staggered over to the couch and collapsed, without even a basic acknowledgment of his sister and roommate, Jessie, who sat across the den on a recliner working on her laptop. He closed his eyes and tried to quell his memories of the evening.
Jesse gave him a minute to collect himself before saying a word. She knew him too well. "So the date didn't go so well, bro?" she said.
"Well, the date wasn't bad, let's just say it just ended really poorly," he responded.
"What happened that was so terrible?" she asked. "Maybe you are over reacting."
James rubbed his face with his hands and looked over at his older sister. "Some things you just can't talk about," he said, and with that he went to his room and closed the door.
Jessie and James, named after the western legend by their late parents, were about as close as two siblings could be. Their parents had died in a car accident when they were young, and they had spent much of their youth being shuffled from one foster home to another. They always got along with each other, but seldom with the foster parents. Jessie had her bags packed the day she turned 18, which was the day after her most recent foster parents suggested an intervention in response to her revelation to them that she was a lesbian. James moved in with her a few years later when he turned 18. They had been living together now for a few months, both working and sharing expenses, getting along perfectly and for the most part, talking about everything. Sometimes it took Jessie some effort to get James to talk about personal matters, but she always found a way.
It took two days of James moping around, constant pressure from Jessie, and finally, a couple of ice cold margaritas to get James to finally open up about his date. In the back of his mind he knew he would eventually confide in Jessie, and she knew it too, it was just a matter of time, and of all the personal details he had shared with his sister, this was surely the most embarrassing.
"If I tell you this, you have to promise never to tell ANYONE," he begged. "In fact, you have to pinkie promise," he added, holding out his pinkie finger towards his sister.
It had been quite a few years since they had make a pinkie promise pact. The pinkie promise was a solemn oath to never give up certain secrets, and they had both been loyal to it. The first time they had made the promise was when James broke the neighbor's window with an errant golf shot when he was 10, the most recent when Jessie confided to James that their foster dad had suggested they get naked together...when she was 15.
She held out her pinkie and they shook pinkies and made the pact.
James took a deep breath and covered his face with his hands. "I've got a problem with premature ejaculation, I can't control myself," he stammered.
Jessie leaned back with a long sigh and tried to keep from laughing. "Jeez bro, I thought you had got somebody pregnant or killed somebody and left them in the woods!"
James couldn't help but smile and lower his hands. "Well those problems would be easy to fix," he said. "This one, I don't know what to do. Every time I get into a passionate situation with a girl I totally lose it."
"So you just don't last long when you have... intercourse?" she said, searching for an appropriate word.
"No, not exactly, not exactly that far along," he replied.
"So, when you get your clothes off, and start going, then you, you... happen to soon?" she asked.
James couldn't take dragging this out any longer. "I come in my pants, ok?" he said. "We start making out, and I lose it right away."
"Oh," said Jessie. "Well, I don't have a whole lot of experience with guys, but I do remember that was a pretty common thing. I think it's one of those things that happens with young men that you eventually get better at...with practice."
"Well I'm not going to get a lot of practice, because girls think I'm weird," said James. "Erica won't even call me back. I'm thinking of becoming a monk," he moaned.
Jessie looked carefully at her brother. All of his life, despite the difficulties they had faced, he had always been a happy, positive person. In her entire life, she had never seen her brother so down about anything. The worst part was she couldn't think of anything to say, other than to suggest that it really wasn't a big deal...and that didn't seem to go over well.
In fact, it took a sleepless night and a distracted day at work before Jessie could come up with any ideas to help. Fortunately for James, the idea she eventually came up with was a doozy. James came in from work around 5 to find a nervous and excited Jessie waiting to talk to him.
"I want to help you with your problem," she said quickly. "I've got an idea, and this is going to sound really weird at first, but I need you to think about it before you make a decision."
James was eyeing his sister suspiciously. What did she have in mind, he wondered. Surgery? Hypnosis? Those funny looking cock rings?
She didn't wait for him to respond. "I'm going to be your sex therapist," she said.
"Great, make jokes," said James, tossing his keys on the kitchen counter. "Besides my problem is in the little head, not the big head."
"Hear me out," Jessie said, trembling with anxiety. "I've read about some methods to...to...well, to train yourself to improve your...well, you know."
James was still thinking this might be a bad joke. "Methods?" he asked.
"Well maybe methods is the wrong word, but it's like therapy, sort of, it is, well, maybe hard to explain," she stammered. This was not going the way she planned.
"I'm not sure sex therapy is something I want to be doing with my sister," he replied.
"Well, let me clarify some things," she said, taking a deep breath. "This is not going to involve us having sex, it's not that kind of therapy."
James rubbed his chin and contemplated. In all honesty, he felt like he needed to do something. "Why not, I'm in?" he grinned.
"All right," yelled Jessie, jumping off the couch and high fiving her brother. "We can get started on Stage One tonight, right now."
"Okay, let's go!" said James.
"Okay, take off all of your clothes," Jessie said.
James stopped grinning. "Did you say take off all my clothes?"
"Wait, I forgot something," she said. "First, you have to agree to do whatever I tell you to do, you have to trust me and obey me when I give you an order."
James sat down nervously. "Well now that I've already heard the first order, I might be a little reserved about agreeing to you being my dominatrix," he said.
"You need to realize two important things here," said Jessie, trying to sound reassuring. "First, I'm your sister, I've seen you naked, I'm not aroused at the idea of seeing you naked, and second, as you well know, I'm a lesbian, so that goes double," she said. "This will be like going to the doctor's office, only without the prostrate exam."
He looked at her blankly for a moment. She had always had a way of making him do what she wanted. Once when they were younger she had convinced him that if he cleaned up her room, it would benefit him, because then she would walk with him to the park, which he wasn't allowed to do on his own. Her logic could be breathtaking.
"Ok, I'll do whatever," he resigned.
Jessie lit up. "Okay, take all your clothes off," she said.
James stood up and slowly started taking his clothes off, piece by piece, wondering the whole time what in the world he was doing. It was almost like an out of body experience, though it was rapidly becoming an out of clothes experience. When he got down to his boxers he looked at her once again for confirmation.
She smiled and nodded, flipping a finger to indicate losing the boxers.
He breathed in deeply, held it for a second, and then dropped his boxers to the floor and stood in front of his sister, completely naked.
Despite thinking clinically, Jessie was not prepared for the effect. She blushed and smiled and got fidgety, trying not to stare at his cock but having a hard time not doing so. She had to admit, her brother looked really good naked. Not that it mattered to her, being the lesbian sister and all.
He broke the silence first. "By the way Jessie, the last time you saw me naked I was seven years old, I don't even know if that counts."
"Well, you have certainly changed," she blushed. "You look good."
James was a little surprised he didn't feel more self-conscious in front of her, but he had always been comfortable with his sister. "So what now?" he asked.
Jessie snapped back to reality. "Okay, now, I need you to become aroused."
James looked at her incredulously. She answered with a finger to her lips, shushing him like a school teacher.
He shifted legs and looked around the room. This was getting weird, but it was also pretty exciting in a way, being naked and on display. Even if it was in front of his lesbian sister. "Can I sit down, it would be easier?" he asked.
Jessie motioned her approval, and James sat down on a padded footstool facing Jessie on the couch. He closed his eyes and thought of Erica standing in front of him in sexy lingerie, and then slowly pulling loose a string and letting it fall away. His hand came down to stroke his cock, and he could feel himself quickly growing hard.
With James' eyes closed, Jessie was able to look at him with more full attention, most specifically, at his swelling cock, which was breathtaking to behold. She marveled at how tone and fit her brother was, how his sculpted abs turned at just the right angle, how his strong arms lay comfortable on his body, the look of his fit legs, how his cock just looked downright amazing. She was still lost in that thought and riveted on that subject when she realized he had opened his eyes up and he was watching her.
"Yes, excellent, fine job, very nice," she said, a bit flustered. "So this is your task for the next week. Everyday after work, you will come home, get naked, become aroused, and maintain that state of arousal until 10 pm. You may...um...resolve that arousal in two days, then three days, then four days and so on."
"Resolve?" he asked
"Yes, as in, you can, you know, masturbate," she mumbled. Then she snapped back into clinical mode. "This exercise will get you accustom to the idea of being in a state of arousal, around a female, without having, you know....resolution."
James nodded. Somehow, that actually made some sense. At any rate, he had to admit that it was a pretty good charge to be naked and aroused on display. Weird, but good.
He sat there naked in front of her for a few more minutes, sharing a deafening silence as she tried not to look at him. "Hey, I'm going to get a cold drink, do you want something?" he asked.
"Yes, get me one too," she said.
James stood up slowly, his manhood still at attention, and turned slowly away, and Jessie watched his ass as he walked into the kitchen. Out of view, Jessie suddenly realized that she had spent the last several minutes not really breathing. She took a long, deep breath, felt the warm heat on her cheeks, and tried to clear her head. THAT reaction had not been what she had expected to have.
Stage One, Day Two
Jessie spent the next day trying to regain some perspective. She worked at home, and she did become aware that she was looking forward to 5 pm. She couldn't help but replay the vision of her naked brother, aroused in front of her, walking around, occasionally stroking himself. Making it even worse, her girlfriend Terry was out of town for two weeks, so there was no potential for resolution, except for Joe, the vibrator she kept in her bedside table. She tried to visualize Joe, wondered how he compared to James. Joe seemed a little smaller. Definitely thinner. Probably softer than James. James was rock hard for almost the entire four hour training session last night. ROCK hard. She shook her head to clear the vision.
It was four o'clock, he'd be home in an hour. Naked, in front of her. She was clock watching to the cock watch.
As it turned out, James got home a little before 5. He walked in, gave Jessie a quick greeting and went in and took a shower. When he got out, he just dried off and walked into the den naked, prompting Jessie to look up from her work.
"Aren't you forgetting something?" she asked.
He looked down at himself. "There's not a whole lot to forget," he said.
She smiled and held up a crooked index finger, and then slowly straightened it out until it was pointing towards the ceiling.
"Ah right, how could I forget," he said. He reached down to gently stroke his cock, which quickly and proudly rose to full attention, and then looked to Jessie for confirmation, which he received with a thumb's up.
Over the course of the second night it gradually became more comfortable, as they got used to the stage one arrangement. Things returned to normal, with the two of them eating dinner, watching television, chatting about work, laughing, even occasionally making jokes at their odd situation. As time went on, Jessie also noted that she had to remind James a bit more that his erection was fading. "Policing the erection status," as they came to refer to it, also allowed her to justify nearly constant attention to his cock, which she had come to admire more and more. It was so proud, strong, standing up at just the right angle, almost like an art form. The skin was so tight when it was hard, the head an urgent purple, she couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like, if it was as hard as it looked...
Get a grip, she thought. As soon as she thought it, she imagined getting a grip. Lucky for her, it was 10 o'clock, end of Stage One Day Two.
"If memory serves me correctly, today is the day I can resolve things, right?" James asked.
Jessie smiled at him and granted permission.
"Great, I could really use that," he said, heading off to his room.
James was incredibly horny after walking around on naked display for two days, and he had also come to the conclusion that his sister was enjoying looking at him. With all that pent up sexual tension, he was certain his resolution would be very fast. But what he found was that after walking around hard for two days on the brink, it did not happen quickly. He closed his eyes and let fantasy take over. In his fantasy, he was standing naked and a girl was walking in circles around him, slowly, carefully, getting closer each time, and then stopping in front of him, kneeling down, her face just inches from his cock, and then she looked up at him. He realized with a shudder and an explosive orgasm it was his sister. Dude, he thought, that was wrong on so many levels.
Meanwhile, Jessie had also retired to her room, where she held "Joe" in her hands and let her elegant fingers caress the lifelike dildo. She squeezed it and teased it, running her hands all over it, imagining how it would make James feel. She realized Joe had become James and just let it go. She kissed the tip and felt the bottom fall out of her stomach. She tossed the dildo back in the drawer and wrapped a pillow around her head. Sleep did not come easily.
Stage One, Day Three
All day at work, James could not get his mind off of what he would be doing that afternoon. Despite having "resolution" the night before, and knowing that he was going to have to walk around erect from 5 - 10 pm, he still spent most of the day in a state of arousal. He could hardly wait to get home and get naked for his sister.
So by 5 pm he was home, showered and walking around the house naked. In all honesty, he had to admit that the training was working, he felt like he was more in control. He had even fallen into the habit of intentionally letting his erection fade, because he liked it when his sister told him to giddyup.
The one downside was that keeping an erection up for that period of time required a lot of handling, even for an 18 year old, and the skin on his cock was getting dry as the night went on.
"Hey Jessie, what do you use when you have dry skin?" he asked.
"Where is it?" Jessie replied.
James blushed. "That very special place," he answered.
"Ah, come here and let me see," she said.
It was an innocent request that neither of them really thought about, until James had walked over to the couch where Jessie was and Jessie leaned forward to where she was eye to cock with James. They seemed to realize the intimacy in the position at about the same time - James cock sprang to attention, and Jessie's eyes got big. Seeing him walk around the room was one thing, but seeing him this close...close enough to reach him with her tongue, if she was so inclined...had her reeling.
Still she maintained her clinical attitude, looking at him closely and evaluating him like a nurse. She cleared her throat and tried to stop her mouth from watering.
"I've got some oil that would probably help that," she said, looking up at him. She stood up slowly in front of him, with him backing up just a bit to allow her to stand, his cock filling the small distance between them. She was achingly close to brushing up against him, before she slipped by him and went to her room, returning in a moment with a jar of oil.
"Here ya' go," she said, trying in vain to hide a blush. She sat back down in front of him, again with her face coming level with his waist. She could tell this was having an effect on him, because his cock had gotten stiffer than she had ever seen it. From her position on the couch she watched him pour some of the oil on and rub it onto his cock. She felt her head getting weak.
From his position it was a lot like his dream fantasy of the night before, rubbing his cock with the warm oil just a few feet away from his sister's face as she gazed upon him almost mesmerized. He took his time, enjoying every minute, and was very impressed with himself that he didn't lose control and lose a load all over her face.
"I think this therapy is working," he said slowly, still massaging his cock with the oil as he looked down on his sister. "I feel like I can control myself a lot better."
She didn't hear him right away, her mouth was hanging open just slightly and she was very distracted. Then she leaned back a bit on the couch and looked up at him, trying to process what he had said. Instinctively, she licked her lips.
"Very good," she finally responded. "I would say that its probably time to move on to Stage Two," she said.



"Hmm, what happens in Stage Two?" he asked.
Jessie leaned forward again, her face coming just inches away from his cock, hesitated a moment to look up at him, then stood and turned away, walking towards her room. "You'll have to wait until tomorrow to find that out," she said. "I'll see you at five o'clock tomorrow."
He watched her close the door behind her, which left him standing in front of the couch with an oily, raging erection, and two more days before he was allowed "resolution."
Stage Two, Day One
For the rest of that night and most of the next day, James contemplated what Stage Two might be, and he had conjured up some pretty amazing visions by early afternoon. Meanwhile, Jessie was at home trying to decide if she needed to stop the therapy before it got out of hand. She was leaning towards canceling the whole thing when she got a text message from James telling her how much the therapy had meant for him, and how he felt like it had changed his life.
So Stage Two was on go, she couldn't let him down.
James came home a little before 5, nearly trembling with anticipation. He wasn't sure what to expect when he opened the door, but he was disappointed to find Jessie sitting in the recliner working on her laptop when he got home.
"So what's the story on Stage Two?" he asked impatiently.
She looked up momentarily. "I need to finish something up, why don't you take a shower, get naked and we'll discuss it," she answered.
He nodded and headed off to the shower, relieved that at least he would still be naked for Stage Two.
When he came back into the den, he was surprised to see that Jessie had changed into a long, silky, white bathrobe and was standing facing him as he walked in. He stopped in front of her and waited.
"So are you ready for Stage Two?" she smiled.
James' mouth was too dry to respond, so he simply nodded.
With a quick move, Jessie unfastened the tie on the robe and let the front of it open up just slightly. Before that could even settle on James, she shrugged the robe off her shoulders and let it slide off onto the ground.
James felt every part of his body go limp, except for one. Jessie was dressed in a silky, lacy white teddy, held up by spaghetti straps and cut high on the sides, showing off her long, lean legs. James had always known his sister had a great body, but seeing her standing there in lingerie took his breath away. In a breathless moment, he took in the beauty of her jet black hair and olive colored skin, much of which was on display. As a black belt in karate and a part time yoga instructor, Jessie kept herself quite toned and fit. Back when they were in high school together every haplessly misguided guy in school wanted to be James' friend just to get a shot at Jessie.
She smiled at his reaction. "Perhaps I should clarify the plans for Stage Two," she said. "The intention is to, shall we say, heighten your arousal, to challenge your new found control abilities."
James nodded, trying not to move, he was afraid he might have a resolution right there on the floor.
"Now the rules about us not having sex still stand, so don't get any ideas," she said. "I am just going to dress, and do things, that will ... hopefully ... turn you on. It is going to be more difficult for you to control your ... urges, though, so we are going to have to work on some strategies to avoid.. getting overly turned on."
"I'm pretty turned on right now," James said. "Maybe you should start giving me some strategies."
Jessie laughed. "Well first of all, you need to breathe. Deep breaths, try to relax, and create a vision that will distract you from your... passion."
James took a deep breath, held it and let it out, never letting his eyes wander from Jessie's body. "Okay, I have a vision," he said. "It's a cornfield."
"Hmm," Jessie murmured and took a step in his direction. "I love a long, hard ear of corn."
James looked like he might wilt.
"Another strategy we are going to use involves this," Jessie said, showing him a black collar and then quickly, deftly stepping up close to him and wrapping the collar around his neck and fastening it with a velcro strip. "This is a battery operated collar designed to distract you when you get overly aroused."
"Distract me?" he asked warily.
"Yes, when you get to aroused, say, above an 8 on a 10 point scale, then raise your hand and I can activate it to deliver a mild shock," she said. She held up the remote, pointed it towards him and pushed a button.
James felt an odd tingling in his neck, it wasn't quite like a shock but it was definitely a distraction. He could see how it would level him off.
"Okay, I'll go along with this, but don't be overdoing it with that thing," he said. "I could see you forcing me to do the dishes every night...though if you dress like that, I would probably do it willingly."
"Easy big guy," she said, walking up to him and circling around him slowly. "Remember, this is all show, and no flow."
James grimaced and nodded. "Right, no resolution until tomorrow."
The rest of the night, Jessie pranced around the apartment, talking, acting and looking incredibly seductive. James didn't need nearly as much self-stimulation to maintain an erection, and there were a few times when he started feeling over heated and had to ask for the collar zap. Like when Jessie leaned over in front of him allowing him a free look down the front of her teddy. Or when she showed him some of the latest yoga stretches from her class. Or when she reclined across the couch in front of him and slowly ate a banana. Actually the banana eating required two zaps. James had to admit the zaps did the trick. They were just enough of a distraction to allow him to maintain control.
By 10 pm, they were both exhausted. James had been rock hard for five straight hours, and Jessie, in addition to working hard to keep him that way, had been enjoying her own very heightened state of arousal. She had surprised even herself with just how horny she had become showing off for her brother.
James hit the bed aching for sleep, and/or resolution, and a half hour passed before his erection went down. It didn't help that he was certain he could hear the low hum of a vibrator and some muffled moans coming from his sister's room.
Stage Two, Day Two
James woke up, remarkably, with morning wood, and he felt like a kid at Christmas. Today he would get to enjoy another day of seeing Jessie's awesome body parading around in lingerie, AND it was a resolution day. A resolution he badly needed.
In the adjacent room, Jessie felt like a parent at Christmas. She needed to buy some batteries.
Over the course of the day, both siblings felt an incredible build-up of anticipation. The therapy really was working, and though neither would openly admit it, the therapy was incredibly fucking hot. James was able to leave work early but then drove around the neighborhood for 20 minutes because he didn't want to appear overly anxious.
After his shower and get naked routine was complete, he came out into the den where Jessie was waiting for him, once again dressed in the silky white bathrobe. She didn't have to ask him to get aroused.
This time when she shrugged off the bathrobe, she had even less on. She was dressed only in a pink bra and lacy pink thong. James spent several minutes just taking her in, not speaking with words, but saying volumes with his deep breaths and subtle nods. Jessie was totally enthralled by her brother's speechless response.
After a solid five minutes, Jessie broke the silence. "I think you like this outfit," she said softly, taking a slow, deliberate turn, showing off the fit curves of her exposed abdomen and her shapely ass.
Unable to formulate a response, James simply raised his hand. Jessie had to zap him three times in a row before he dropped his arm, and in a few minutes his arm was back up.
In fact, James spent quite a bit of Stage Two Day Two with his arm up. Jessie had really stepped up her game, practically torturing her brother with her sexy antics. Her boldest escalations came in the form of touch, as she used any and every excuse to create physical contact. Touching him lightly on the arm or leg while talking, coming up close behind him when he was looking in the refrigerator, playfully slapping him lightly on the chest and slowly dragging her hand down over his abdomen. But the worst (or best) was when they were watching television, each of them laying on either end of the couch, with their legs meeting in the middle. Jessie had her legs and feet running up and down James' legs, occasionally coming up high onto his thigh. The zap collar was in frequent use, and neither of them watched much of whatever it was that was on tv. All James could see was cornfields.
As much as James was enjoying it, he could not help but keep an eye on the clock, because he knew that at 10 pm he was going to go into his room and get some resolution, maybe resolutions, because he recalled that Jessie had never said just how many resolutions he was allowed. He felt like he needed double digit resolution.
As the clock neared 10 pm, Jessie ramped up her game even further, sliding closer towards him on the couch and wrapping her long sexy legs around his. She was loving every minute of turning him on, and had become quite impressed at his ability to maintain control. Just as the clock hit 10 pm, she suddenly sat up and moved over him, straddling him on the couch. The inside of her thighs were tight against the outside of his, and her crotch was pressed down on him just beneath his aching balls. She looked down at him seductively.
"I think that we...or you ... should have your resolution right here," she said softly. Her hands came up and she dragged them lightly across his abdomen. "I think if you do it here, I can coach you to go slow and easy."
James took a deep breath and looked at the hot body of his sister perched above him, and all he could think was that he wouldn't last 30 seconds. He was so horny he couldn't think. He nodded ok.
"Ok, Jessie said slowly. "I want you to imagine that I am your girlfriend, and we are making love, and you are inside me."
James' mouth was bone dry, he could only nod.
"Remember, if you get too ... hot ... just raise your hand," she smiled.
He raised his hand. She gave him a double.
For the next hour and a half, Jessie sat there perched above her brother, alternatively gyrating like they were fucking and then stopping to talk him back down, and occasionally zapping him with the collar. James desperately wanted to resolve all over the place, but not as much as he wanted to keep this game going all night. He couldn't help but be suspicious that Jessie was enjoying it as much as he was, though she did an excellent job of appearing clinical, even when she was grinding down on his legs, rubbing her tits with both hands, closing her eyes and rolling her head back toward the ceiling.
Finally, after a six and a half hour boner to end all boners, James couldn't take it any longer, and he told his sister it was time. "I can't look at any more corn," he said. She smiled at him warmly.
"Cum for me James, I want to watch you cum," she murmured, smoothly grinding down on him and running her hands all over her body. When she leaned toward him the lacy material from her thong, brushed up against his bare cock.
James brought his hand up and started stroking himself, slowly at first and then gradually faster, more urgently, all the while looking up at his beautiful sister perched above him. As the orgasm built up more and more he began to lose total control of his thoughts and physical movements, and he began gyrating hard up against her. His free hand latched on to her waist to keep her from being thrown off, and then the wave was upon him, and his entire body went into a spasm.
They say that during very traumatic moments, the passing of time can become elongated, so that a few seconds can feel like a few minutes. For James, a few seconds felt like a few hours. He saw Jessie's face contorted in passion and pleasure. He looked up and down at her beautiful body, from head to toe, taking time to admire each curve, every patch of delicious skin. He noted every color in the scene, every sound from his sister's low moans to the ticking of the clock on the wall. He felt himself completely black out, and then come to again. When he came to she was naked, impaled on his cock, thrusting spasmodically up and down on him, screaming in ecstasy. On one level he realized he was dreaming, but it seemed so real. He could see his sister's face looking down upon him, her mouth falling open in shock, her eyes getting big. Physically, every cell of his body was on fire and in motion, and it felt like his entire brain was passing down his spinal cord, down through his gut and straight out of his cock. Then he passed out again, then came to again, and she was looking at him. somehow back in her bra and panties, with a mix of concern and mirth. She was saying something but he couldn't understand it. His mind and body were complete jelly, but he could still feel his cock twitching uncontrollably.
As his brain slowly cleared, his first thought was for Jessie. "Did I hurt you?" he asked, his hands coming up to hold her lovely waist.
Relieved that her brother hadn't had a stroke, Jessie smiled and laughed. "Hell no, bro, I thought I had hurt you!"
"How long was I out?" he asked.
"Did you pass out?" she asked worriedly. "I don't think you did."
James blinked and tried to think. "That was unbelievable," he stammered.
"Yes, I would call it very unbelievable," Jessie replied, looking down at James stomach.
James followed her eyes down to his stomach, and then his eyes got big. There was a virtual lake of cum all over his stomach, rolling onto his chest. Jessie had a good bit on her as well, and her panties were a mess. In his wildest dreams, he could not have imagined that much fluid coming from one orgasm.
To his surprise, Jessie brought her hands down onto his stomach and corralled the lake, carefully spreading it over his torso so it didn't run off onto the couch. Then she leaned forward and laid down on top of him, her head on his chest, the warm, wet fluid creating a sticky bond between the two.
"Wow," she said breathlessly. "That was the best sex I ever didn't have."
They lay there for quite some time, feeling each other's breathing and heartbeats slowly return to normal, both reveling in their own thoughts. James' cock, trained so well over the past week, had never even gone soft, and was a rock hard lump between them.
After a long while, Jessie sat back up on his lap, allowing James to see her cum covered torso, which had now soaked her bra and panties. She held out a pinkie finger, and with what strength he had left he hooked her pinkie with his. The promise of this secret moment did not even need to be spoken. It may have been the most erotic thing he'd ever seen.
"Brother, I think that we have resolved the premature issue," she said, slowly rising to her feet and standing above him. "But I've created another issue."
James looked at her curiously. "What's that?" he asked.
"Well, all of my previous experiences with men have been, shall we say, less than fulfilling," she said. "I've been pretty sure for the past five years that I was a 100% lesbian."
She turned to walk away towards her room, and just as she got to the door she turned around.
"I'm not so sure about that anymore."
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Dan, Gina and Tori were good friends with many things in common. They were all 20, they all lived in the same apartment complex, they were all in college at a school on the east coast, and all three had significant others who went to school on the west coast. They met each other at the neighborhood pool, and after they discovered their common long distance relationship predicament, they formed a sort of lonely hearts club. They spent almost all their free time together, often sadly commiserating the difficulties of a long distance relationship. Fortunately for all three, the school term was coming to a close, and soon they would be reunited with their partners.
The other good news was the Tori's uncle had a beach house and had invited them to house sit for a four day weekend. With exams and classes all behind them, the three friends couldn't wait to spend a spring weekend at the beach.
The three hour drive to the coast went by quickly, and by noon they had made it to the beach house. By 12:15, they were sitting on the beach soaking up the sun.
"This is so awesome that your uncle is letting us stay here," Dan said. "This is the perfect way to end the semester." He corrected himself almost mechanically. "Well the perfect way would be if Ellen were here, but heck, ya'll are a close second."
"Thanks for putting us in our place," giggled Tori. "You'll be with Ellen soon enough."
Actually all three had flights leaving Sunday night. They hadn't seen their significant others since Christmas, and, as part of a pact they had made with each other, they had all been faithful. They called it the Lonely Hearts Club No Cheating Pact. It was actually Gina's idea, the plan was that if the three of them always hung out with each other, they wouldn't be tempted to betray their long distance lovers. It was also nice to have people to talk to who were in the same situation - the no-sex, no-lovin' situation. They had even taken to referring to their significant others as a group, known as the OTHERS.
"I don't know about you, but I'm not going to let my Harold out of my sight for a week after I get home," Gina said. "There's a lot of catching up we have to do!"
"I don't know about out of my sight, but I'm not letting Ellen out of my bed for at least three days," laughed Dan.
"Easy big fella," said Tori, patting Dan on the thigh. "I'm pretty horny for Stan too, but I don't know about three straight days. I'm sure the OTHERS are plenty horny too."
They laughed and joked some more about who was the horniest. The subject had come up so often that they had become pretty comfortable discussing it in detail. They also felt safe around each other, so there was always a lot of harmless flirting and sexual innuendo. They had even started referring to themselves as kissing cousins, because whenever they got together or said goodbye they always kissed. They all knew it was in fun, but individually it also fulfilled a need, the little flutter in the stomach, or an image to think of later when they were alone.
The spring day was just warm enough to be on the beach, except when the sun went behind a cloud, and unfortunately a big cloud rolled in.
"Curse you cloud," Dan said mockingly, shaking a fist at the sky.
"No worries," said Tori. "We can catch rays on the deck at the house, it's out of the wind — plus its closer to the blender."
The trio headed back to the house, Gina got busy making a fresh round of margaritas, Dan went out to set up some lounging chairs on the deck and Tori went in to change into a new bathing suit. Dan and Gina had already settled in to chairs and fresh drinks when Tori came out in a short cover up robe.
"So let's see the new suit, sexy lady," Dan teased.
"Okay, but understand this is just my back deck suit, I'm not wearing this on the beach," she said, nearly blushing.
For Tori to blush the suit must be something special, she had no reservations about dressing and talking provocatively. She took a big sip of her drink, sashayed across the deck, turned to face them and let the robe fall away. From the front, the red bikini was pretty small, but not too much different than what she usually wore at the pool. THEN she turned around, put her hands in her hair, and wiggled her hips at Dan and Gina, who were now wide-eyed. Tori had on a high cut thong bikini, showing off her very delicious ass.
"Wow," grinned Dan. "Very nice."
Gina was the more conservative of the two, and she had more trouble responding. "They forgot to put a back on your suit," she stammered.
Tori laughed hard. "Like I said, I'm not wearing it on the beach, just here on the deck where only my very discreet friends will see."
The deck was indeed shielded from neighboring houses by bushes, and while it had a great view of the marsh, only the birds and the fish would have a view. After Tori spent a few more moments showing off her new suit to the birds, fishes, and discreet friends, the three settled in to enjoy the afternoon sun. The deck was perfect, just warm enough, and as Tori mentioned, close to the blender. By mid afternoon, after several blenders of margaritas and a few joints that Dan had brought, the three were plenty hammered. The two girls had their chairs facing Dan, and Tori had rolled over on her stomach, showcasing the best side of her thong.
"You might need some sunscreen on that uncharted territory," Gina said, pointing to Tori's ass. They all already had good tans from the pool, and the tan lines on Tori's ass were quite noticeable.
Tori craned her neck around to look. "Probably right, maybe Dan could rub some lotion in there."
Dan's eyes got big and he started leaning forward in anticipation.
"Yeah right, sit down you horn-dog," laughed Tori, handing the lotion to Gina.
Dan was only momentarily disappointed. While he didn't get to rub Tori's ass, he did get to see Gina do it, which was almost as good!
Gina seemed to enjoy it too, taking her time to carefully cover all of Tori's ass, and Tori didn't mind having her ass rubbed either. As Gina finished up with the lotion, she idly admired the way the thong made Tori's ass look.
In her inebriated condition, she spoke the words she thought she was only thinking. "I wouldn't wear a thong on the beach, but I'd wear one up here," she said absently.
Tori craned her neck around to eyeball her friend. "Really?" she said, smiling mischievously. "Because I brought an extra one."
"OOOOOOO, called on the DARE," Dan yelled. "Goody Goody Gina's mouth just got her ass in hot sunlight!"
Gina's eyes got big and she blushed. She was a lot more reserved than Tori, but she had also gotten tired of the Goody Goody label. Strong margarita was also a factor.
"I will," she vowed. "I'll show you both."
Tori and Dan cheered. "Top drawer on the left, blue suit, we're the same size so it should fit you perfect," Tori said. "Oh, and bring out some more margaritas when you come!"
Gina stomped off to the room, determined to prove she was just as edgy as Tori. When she tried on the suit, she had three thoughts. 1. it looked damn good on her. 2. she looked damn good in it. 2. she got fluttery thinking about wearing this in front of a guy, even Dan.
After what seemed like 20 minutes, GIna finally came back out on the porch, carrying three drinks on a tray, smiling broadly, and wearing the blue suit —covered by a beach towel. Tori and Dan roared with laughter at their red faced friend.
"I said I'd wear it, I didn't say I wouldn't cover it up!" she laughed.
She stretched out on her stomach and pulled the towel up so most of her legs were exposed.
"Wow, that's almost as racy as the suit you had on before," Tori teased her. She tugged lightly on the towel. "At least show us a little cheek."
"Okay, okay, I'll take off the towel," she said. Then she pointed at Dan. "But you have to close your eyes, and no peeking."
Dan laughed and put a hand over his eyes, immediately opening a gap in his fingers, which lead to another menacing finger from Gina.
Gina rolled her eyes and pulled the towel off, leading to a wolf whistle from Tori and an agonized wail from Dan. "C'mon, can I open my eyes yet?"
"NOT until after Tori puts some lotion on my ass," she hollered.
"But that's the best part!" whined Dan.
GIna rolled her eyes again. "Oh fuck it, go ahead and look," she said.
All three laughed out loud as Dan moved his hand aside and cheered. It may have been all in fun, but Dan was surely enjoying watching his very hot friends showcasing their asses right there in front of him. It was also divine watching Tori rubbing lotion into Gina's ass. It doesn't get any better than this, he thought to himself.
He was wrong, as just a few minutes later both girls undid their tops to avoid the string tan line, and he even talked them into letting him reapply lotion on their back. He scooted his chair up between them and used both hands to rub lotion in at the same time. Both girls cooed at him as he lovingly rubbed their backs, and if he had had one more margarita he may have been tempted to convince them they needed to reapply south of their waistlines.
Instead, he stopped at their waistlines and went in to get one more margarita.
When he got back the girls were giggling hysterically about something. "What's so funny?" he asked.
Tori propped herself up on her elbows, allowing him to just see the tops of her breasts. "I was just saying I wish I had brought one more thong, we think you'd look good in it."
The girls broke out in another hysterical giggling fit, Gina nearly forgot she was topless and almost rolled over.
"Laugh if you will, but I think I'd look rather striking in a thong," Dan grinned.
Gina was enjoying being the edgy one. "I'll bet you that you'd be too scared to wear a thong in front of us," she said.
Dan bowed up his chest mockingly. "I would never be too scared to wear a thong, provided that I was able to verify that you really don't have another one in your drawer."
"I have a pair of scissors in the kitchen," she grinned. "If you had any guts, you'd cut the backs out of one of your boxers and show us some man-ass."
"Woooo, man ass!!!" yelled Gina. The two girls started a chant. "Manass, manass, manass..."
Dan took a long slug off his margarita. "Man ass it is!"
He stumbled inside, found a pair of boxers and made his way to the kitchen, where he was unable to find the scissors. Undeterred, he found a butcher knife, which he decided would be just as good.
As it turned out, it wasn't just as good, especially in his inebriated condition. He ended up hacking some holes out of the back of the boxers, but it ended up looking more like a grass skirt, with strips of cloth hanging loose in the back. When he stumbled back outside and showed off his home-made thong, it set the girls rolling in laughter, which was good for him because he could catch glimpses of their uncovered breasts.
"That's one ugly thong, but one good lookin' ass," hooted Tori.
Dan was laughing hard too, as he pulled the shards of cloth aside to show off his ass. He was laughing hard, but he was also getting hard. Having his ass on display to two half naked girls was starting to get to him.
He was a bit embarrassed to show his friends his boner, so he lay down on his stomach on the lounge chair, facing away from the girls, and then parted the shards of cloth to expose his ass.
"I think you'd better put some sunscreen on that white ass or you won't be sitting on it for a while," said Gina.
"What, I don't get any help?" Dan asked.
Gina looked at Tori and they both grinned. "I'll do the right side if you'll do the left," Tori smirked. "Close your eyes though, and no peeking."
Gina nodded and to his shock, Dan felt two, then four lotion covered hands rubbing and caressing his ass. He let out a series of exaggerated groans as the girls giggled. It was funny, but Dan was also glad he was facing downward and was able to hide his erection, which he was grinding pretty hard into the chair.
After what seemed like five minutes of lotion rubbing, the girls gave each cheek a gentle swat and moved back to their chairs and laid back down on their stomachs.
"THAT was epic," said Dan. "It says on the lotion we need to reapply every thirty minutes, just to be safe."
Sadly for Dan, the sun went behind a cloud so reapplication would not be needed, and it was late in the afternoon and cooling off, so the three friends decided to go inside. The girls decided not to put on their bikini tops, opting instead to just wear their robe coverups, while Dan stayed with the grass skirt shredded boxer look, which he claimed had potential in fashion.
It may have been the booze, or the spring air, or maybe the fact that all three were incredibly horny, but the mood became progressively sex charged as the afternoon went on. The girls were overtly flirting with Dan, slapping him on his partly exposed ass, making sexual comments, even challenging each other to see who would unbutton their robe down the furthest. Actually, they both got down to one button, allowing Dan lots of free looks. Both girls had fabulous, pert breasts, just the right size, and Dan couldn't help but look. It seemed apparent to him that they were showing off on purpose. He got in his share of ass slaps as well, when they bent over in front of him teasingly.
Tori decided she couldn't handle his shredded boxer look, and made Dan stand still while she cut away all the shards in the back, leaving him fully exposed in the back with a loose flap covering up the front. He loved the feeling of being nearly nude, though it was becoming more and more difficult to hide his elevating arousal. It was also apparent that the girls noticed it as well, he saw their long glances and giggly whispers.
Then things got really crazy, when Tori was picking on Gina for being too prudish.
"I'll bet you've never even flashed your tits to a guy," she grinned. "A guy you WEREN'T dating."
Gina thought about this before blushing and admitting she never had. "But I would, if I ever had the chance." She said this without thinking it through, and Tori jumped all over it.
"Well now is your chance," she yelled. "You've got your guy right here!"
Dan grinned and nodded in full agreement, but Gina still looked reluctant.
"I'll tell you what," Tori said. "For every second you flash Dan, I'll flash him two seconds."
Dan grin got even bigger. "That sounds fair to me, Gina."
Reluctance was overcome by competitiveness, and Gina walked over and stood in front of Dan, who was leaning back against a bar stool. She unbuttoned the bottom button on her robe, gripped both sides, closed her eyes and whipped the robe open and then shut so fast that Dan didn't even get a glance.
Tori howled with laughter. "Well that was 1/4 of a second, so get ready Dan, here comes a half a second."
She walked over in front of him, gave him a wink and flashed her tits to him, but she went over the half second limit by a few seconds that seemed like an eternity to Dan, who took in the display of beauty with rapt attention. Tori had nice tits, very nice, and she knew it, there was no need to be modest.
Gina was not to be outdone. She took a shot of tequila, stood in front of Dan and looked over at Tori. "You still going to flash for twice as long?" she asked.
Tori grinned and nodded.
Gina closed her eyes, leaned her head back and opened up her robe. All the way. And left it open, for at least five seconds. Dan was once again mesmerized, noting that Gina's tits were larger and might even be nicer than Tori.
Now it was Tori's turn to be nervous. A quick flash is one thing, but a ten second showcase was even setting her on edge. Still, she had made a bet. She took Gina's place in front of Dan and gave him a long, extended show, which did not help the chaos taking place in his loin cloth.
"That was quite a show," said Dan. "I had no idea my best friends had such awesome tits!"
The girls grinned at each other. "I think you owe us a flash," said Gina.
The two girls burst out laughing and ran over to the couch, sitting closely side by side. They pointed to the low coffee table in front of the couch and started chanting "table dance, table dance..."
Dan was only to happy to oblige. In fact, as the night had gone on he had been getting more and more aroused at the idea that the girls were stealing furtive looks at his cock. He couldn't wait to show them.
He stood up on the table in front of them, his waist a few feet above them. Slowly he edged the loin cloth up so that his proud erection was fully exposed to them. Both jaws dropped in admiration of his impressive cock, and Gina even slid her hand over to grip Tori's hand. Initially he was just going to do it for a second or two, but the captivated look of his audience compelled him to leave it up for five seconds, then ten. Finally, he eased it down, watching the girls' mouths slowly come back shut, though their eyes stayed wide open and they didn't speak for several moments.
Gina was the first to speak. "That reminds me," she said very slowly and seriously, pausing a moment to let the words sink in. "I'm starving."
Everybody broke out laughing, Dan nearly fell off the table, it was a welcome break from the sexual tension that had been building up. They ordered a pizza delivery, and Dan told the girls that if they had the guts to go to the door dressed just like they were, in thongs and open robes, he'd pay for the pizza just to see the look on the delivery boy's face.
Twenty minutes later they heard the car pull up, and the girls ran to the window to take a look at the soon to be world's luckiest pizza delivery boy. What they saw instead sent them rushing back into the kitchen.
"Well Dan, it seems as though we have a bit of a turnabout on the pizza delivery boy," Tori said smiling.
"Yeah, as in, the pizza boy is a pizza GIRL," grinned Gina. She handed him the money and Tori slapped him on the ass, as Dan went white in the face with the prospect of meeting the pizza delivery girl dressed in nothing but a loin cloth.
Dan took it like a man though, and after a few minutes at the door he came back into the kitchen where the girls were snickering hysterically.
"Well, the good news is, after she saw my outfit she told me she wouldn't need a tip," he said. "The even better news is, she gave me her number."
The pizza was devoured in minutes, and someone found a radio and cranked up the tunes, and before long all three were jumping around dancing in the den, robes hanging half open and loin cloths bouncing off and on. They had been dancing and laughing for a half hour when a slow song came on.
Dan held out both of his arms, and Gina and Tori both slid into his arms. The dance started with all three of them laughing and joking, but the sexual tension between the three was undeniable, and as the dance went on it became more intense. Near the end of the song, Dan leaned over and kissed one, then the other, softly on the lips.
"You know I love you guys," he said softly. "You've helped me make it through the past year."
The girls laid their heads on his chest and nodded in agreement.
"I wonder what the "OTHERS" are doing," Tori said.
"I don't know, but I doubt they're having this much fun," Gina said.
"Well, its a good thing we have those OTHERS," Dan said. He gulped and swallowed for courage. "If we didn't, we'd be having wild crazy sex right now."
Everybody shared one big, sad sigh, and then they parted from each others arms, everybody sharing one last quick kiss and then heading off to their respective rooms.
It was an hour before anyone went to sleep, and little doubt as to what each person was doing in the privacy of their lonely rooms. Each had elaborate fantasies about what could have happened, what might happen, what they would want to happen...if only it weren't for the OTHERS.



Fantasies gave way to dreams. In Gina's dream, she was making love to Harold in a candlelit room, straddling him on the bed, her hands in her hair, her back arched...then she looked down and Harold had become Dan. She was momentarily confused, and then she felt another pair of hands coming around from behind her, caressing her breasts, and she turned around and there was Harold, on his knees behind her, pushing her forward onto Dan and then sliding his cock neatly and effortlessly into her ass, and her mouth fell open as she reveled in the double penetration, Harold and Dan squeezing her tight between them, her body erupting in an explosive orgasm, so strong it woke her up, to find herself alone in bed. Where did that come from? she thought. I've never even HAD anal sex.
In the adjacent room, Tori was dreaming about being on a bed and sucking her boyfriend Stan's cock. She loved giving blow jobs, and after looking at Dan's cock all day her mouth was aching for it. She closed her eyes, rubbed her hands up and down on his thighs and let her tongue drift up one side and then down the other, round and round, he felt so good and hard and tasted delicious. Then suddenly the taste changed. Her hands that had been rubbing her thighs suddenly felt smoother, like he had shaved his legs. Then she opened her eyes, and Stan was no longer Stan. Stan was no longer a man. He had become Gina, and Tori felt a surge of erotic energy as she realized she was going down on her friend. She hesitated momentarily then let herself go. Her tongue knew exactly what to do, and Gina was looking down on her with lust and passion. Tori became so lost in pleasuring Gina that she didn't even feel the presence behind her, until two hands came up to rub her ass, and then she gasped as a warm, hard cock slid inside her soaking wet pussy. She turned to look behind her, expecting to see Stan, but it was Dan, looking lovingly down on her, easing in and out of her with an impossibly long, hard cock, filling her beyond anything she had ever imagined. She looked back at Gina, who was smiling at her. She smiled back, ran her lips through her pubic hair, drinking in her scent, and then plunged her tongue deeply inside her once again. It was only a few moments before she could feel Dan quickening his pace. His cock grew even further, and in her heightened sense she could feel his orgasm coming. She felt her tongue circling Gina's clit and could also sense her peaking. As all three moved towards a massive simultaneous orgasm, Gina's high pitched screaming jolted Tori awake, to find herself alone in bed. Holy shit, she thought. I've never even been with a woman.
Dan's dream found him back out on the porch, the sky was blue and he was laid out flat on his back on the recliner. Gina was straddling him, his cock buried deep inside her. Tori was sitting on his face, grinding her pussy down onto his tongue. Oddly, his tongue had taken on the shape of a penis, and he was using it as a multipurpose tool, gently licking her clit and then plunging it into her, reaching into the depths of her warm, wet pussy and moving it all around, touching every nook and corner, thrusting it in and out. Meanwhile, his cock had all the dexterity and flexibility of his tongue, so he was able to perform the same actions on Gina. Judging by the intense groans coming from above him, he knew they were quite enjoying it. Then it became quiet, and he became aware they had leaned into each other and were intensely making out with each other, their tongues intertwining passionately. Dan could feel the orgasm coming, from both his tongue-cock and his cock-tongue, they were building together, his entire body was a massive throbbing organ, and then he heard a voice, coming from the door onto the deck.
"Dan, what are you doing?!?" the voice said.
He looked up and it was Ellen. She was standing there between the OTHERS, the three of them looking at them with their mouths hanging open. Thankfully, Dan was shocked awake. He looked down and his cock was so hard the sheet was tented. Even after jerking off twice last night, he thought. He looked out the window and realized it was already morning.
In fact, it was 10 am, he couldn't believe how late he had slept. He put his feet on the floor and rubbed his head to clear the cobwebs, trying to remember what had happened the day before. Then he saw the ripped up pair of boxers, and it all came back to him.
What a wild time, he thought. Pretty amazing that we didn't break down and cheat on the OTHERS after all that. He made the assumption that sober heads would be more reserved about walking around with a loin cloth, so he threw on a pair of shorts and a shirt and staggered out to the kitchen. He noticed the refrigerator was open and someone was on the other side, blocked by the door. As he walked in, the door shut and there stood Tori. Buck naked. Smiling.
"Morning Dan," she said cheerily. "We thought you might sleep all day."
She took the glass of orange juice and pranced across the floor, her beautiful ass sparkling in the morning light. When she got to the door of her room, she stopped and turned back towards Dan.
Dan was still standing where he was before, eyes glued on her, mouth open, stunned into shock and silence.
"Gina and I have decided to make today clothing optional," Tori said. "We're hoping you'll join us."
She turned and went on into her room, leaving Dan in virtual pieces. He was still standing there, trying to figure out if he was still dreaming, when Gina walked into the den, got some coffee, kissed Dan on the cheek, said good morning, and walked over and sat on the couch, all without a single comment or discussion about the fact that she was completely nude—and stunning at it.
"Well," said Gina deviously. "Are you going to join us?"
Dan pinched himself, twice, to see if he was dreaming. He wasn't. He gathered his senses enough to get a cup of coffee and go back to his room, where he sat on the bed and contemplated.
He definitely wanted to be naked, he had quite enjoyed yesterday. But what about the OTHERS? What would they say?
He heard giggling in the other room. Fuck it, he thought. There's nothing wrong with being nude with friends. He threw off his clothes and walked into the den naked, to the appreciative cheers of his naked friends. They hugged and kissed and high fived in celebration of their new found clothing freedom.
One issue quickly became apparent for Dan. He was not going to be able to restrain his cock, it was quickly at half mast and rising in reverence to his very hot naked friends. Soon it was at full strength, and Dan was taking hapless measures to try and cover up, from standing behind the kitchen counter to holding his hands in front of himself. There was little doubt the girls were quite aware as well, and Dan decided to confront the issue.
"I apologize for this," he said, pointing to his erection. "I can't seem to control myself in the presence of beautiful naked women."
The girls laughed. "Don't worry about it," said Tori, coming over to pat him gently on the ass. "We'd be offended if he wasn't excited."
Gina walked over and pointed her index finger at Dan's cock mockingly. "Just don't get any crazy ideas, mister," she said.
At ease to showcase his proud erection, Dan relaxed and enjoyed the exquisite situation. Gina and Tori made some bloody mary drinks, they shared a morning joint and a quick breakfast. The girls were apparently so not offended by Dan's erection that they took it upon themselves to keep it going. Every time he started to fade at all, they would do or say something tantalizingly sexy to get the flagpole back up. At one point, Dan was able to relax down below 50%, and the girls had to pull out all the stops.
"Hey Dan," said Tori in a sexy, low voice. "Is it true that men get turned on when they see women make out?"
She sauntered over to where Gina was on the couch climbed on top of her in a full straddle, and launched into a warm sexy kiss that felt like it lasted well longer than it needed to - Dan was rock hard at two seconds, the kiss continued for quite a bit longer.
After that scene, the three made the decision that the deck would probably a more appropriate place than the beach to spend the day.
Dan set up the chairs so that he was in between the two girls and facing them, so he was in perfect position to enjoy their beautiful bodies. He could reach out and touch their thighs, should he want to, and they could reach out and touch his too...
They started out on their stomachs, and this time they were nice enough to let Dan rub on the lotion. He was pretty sure he was the luckiest guy on earth, rubbing lotion on one beautiful body and then the next, taking special care to fully protect every inch of the tender skin on their asses. The girls were kind enough to return the favor.
After just a half hour Dan couldn't stand not being able to see his beautiful naked friends, so he rolled over. They had both dozed off slightly so he could enjoy them full without feeling like he was staring. He couldn't believe just how stunning his friends looked naked. As he was admiring their bodies, he also realized that he should probably get some sunscreen on his never-exposed-to-the-sun areas. He plopped a big wad of lotion on his hand and began rubbing it in. When he got to the point of rubbing lotion into his cock and balls, he quite naturally, given the circumstance, began to get a bit carried away. He stroked the lotion onto his hard cock, from top to bottom, looking first at Gina's body then over at Tori. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, continuing to stroke his cock. He imagined that it was the girls stroking his cock, taking turns while they made out with each other....
He heard a noise and opened his eyes, and blushed to find that the girls had woken up and were laying on their sides watching him jerk off.
"I....uh, was just trying to get some lotion on, didn't want to get burned there," he stammered.
The girls just grinned. "Well, that's a pretty sensitive area, you should probably reapply every 15 minutes or so," Tori said.
Dan relaxed, realizing that the girls had just told him it was cool if he jerked off while looking at their naked bodies. This just couldn't get any better.
Then it did. The girls decided to torment him further yet, putting lotion on each other. First Gina rubbed the lotion onto Tori's breasts, then Tori returned the favor, first on Gina's lovely breasts and then she rubbed it in the white areas where her bikini had been. It may have been Dan's imagination, but it seemed like Tori took special care to rub the lotion in thoroughly around GIna's pussy, and when it was Tori's turn, Gina did the same. Meanwhile, Dan's hand never stopped stroking what was left of the lotion on his cock. He had to slow his pace occasionally to keep from getting overheated.
It didn't help any that Gina and Tori were paying very close attention, in fact their eyes were transfixed on his hard cock. Without taking her eyes off him Tori held her open hand out to Gina. "I believe I need to reapply," she said softly.
Gina handed her the lotion and Tori loaded up her hand and unabashedly began rubbing the lotion around her own pussy, her eyes still on Dan's cock. Her fingers ran up and down along her slit, and then sliding a finger inside. Dan's eyes nearly fell out of his head watching his gorgeous friend masturbating right in front of him. Gina's voice broke the tension.
"I need to reapply too," she said.
For the next several minutes, the friends sat in the sun, watching each other revel in mutual masturbation. They were close enough to reach out and touch each other intimately, but separated by the unseen presence of the OTHERS. The frequent passing of the lotion led to the lingering touch, but other than that there was no direct contact.
It seemed like the most natural thing in the world when Dan finally became overcome by the fact that he was mutually masturbating with two beautiful, nude women, and climaxed. Gina and Tori watched with their mouths open as he let go with a massive release, pooling up on his stomach before he wiped it up with a towel. He didn't apologize, and none was necessary, Gina and Tori had enjoyed every minute.
All three simultaneously took a deep, satisfied breath and let it slowly out, relaxing back on their chairs. They sat in their own thoughts for a while.
"That was quite satisfying," cooed Gina.
"Indeed," replied Dan.
"I wonder if the OTHERS would even mind," Tori said. "I mean, after all, this is more like watching porno than having sex, right?"
The three of them pondered the situation in silence for a moment. "I don't think Harold would mind me watching porn," she said.
Dan nodded. "I agree but not completely," he said, trying to sound serious. "I've never seen a porno with women as hot as you two."
The girls giggled hysterically. Tori squeezed the lotion container, shooting a load out that hit Dan right in the balls, and Gina tossed a cup of warm water on his chest.
"The truth is Dan, you look mighty good naked too," Tori said, looking at him carefully from head to toe. "Very impressive."
"I think your cock is perfect," Gina said, blushing at her own forwardness.
Dan smiled proudly. "Thanks, he likes to hear compliments."
"One thing I think would be an improvement," said Tori, eyeing his cock. "I think a little manscaping would help."
"Manscaping?" Dan asked
"Yeah, just a little trimming back of the pubes," she said. "See how Gina and I trim our pubic hair neat, you could do that too."
"Hmm, I don't know," Dan said.
"Trust me," Tori winked. "Your cock is big now, but if you trim the hair back it will look even bigger. Gina, go in the kitchen and bring me the scissors."
Dan's eyes got big at the idea of Tori working in that area, especially wasted. Before he could protest Gina was back and the two girls were kneeling on either side of his chair, Tori moving in with the scissors with what seemed like reckless abandon.
Tori was pretty handy with the scissors though, deftly trimming back the pubic hairs above his cock. Without even thinking about it, she lifted Dan's semi erect cock so it was pointing straight at the sky and had Gina hold it there while she continued her trimming work. It made Dan nervous having the sharp scissors there, but Gina's soft hand on his cock was making him grow hard once again. It grew even harder when Gina's hand moved up and down, ever so slightly, on his shaft.
Tori continued to make it seem clinical though, diligently working to trim his hair back neat, moving her face around his cock to make sure she got all sides. Then she reached out and lightly scratched his balls.
"Have you ever shaved your balls?" she said.
On the one hand, the idea of the two girls lovingly shaving his balls sounded wonderful, on the other hand, he imagined how stitches would look on his scrotum. He opted for courage. "Bring me a shot of Tequila," he roared. "And shave my balls."
For the next ten minutes, Dan alternated between pleasure and anxiety, as the two girls lathered up his balls and took turns shaving his balls, which pretty much felt like they were tickling and caressing his balls. When they were through shaving, they poured glasses of warm water of him, rinsing him clear so they could see the result.
"Very nice," said Gina. "NOW it's perfect."
Dan had to admit, his cock looked bigger and better with the hair trimmed back, and he loved the feeling of clean shaven balls.
Tori was just grinning and looking in admiration. "Delicious," she said. "He looks good enough to kiss."
Before she could stop herself, she had leaned forward and planted a warm, wet kiss right on the side of Dan's rock hard cock. The contact made him twitch a bit, and Tori couldn't help but blush and giggle.
"Sorry, I couldn't help myself," she said. "Your cock is irresistible and my mouth has been missing that."
"Do you really miss that?" Gina asked. "I don't really like oral sex."
Tori's mouth fell open in surprise. "Wow, giving a guy a blow job is one of my favorite things about having sex," she said.
"I don't know," Gina said sadly. "I don't think I'm very good at it."
"Hmmm, well describe how you do it," Tori said.
Gina looked at Dan's cock. "Well, I push it forward, and then I put my mouth on it then I take it off, and then I keep doing it tell he tells me to stop."
"I'm not even sure what you just described, it doesn't sound like a blow job at all," Tori said.
Dan watched in a trance as the girls discussed giving blow jobs just inches awake from his cock. It was almost like he wasn't there anymore, but they kept referencing his cock in the conversation.
Suddenly, Tori pointed to Dan's cock. "Show me what you mean," she said.
Gina's eyes got big and she backed away. "No, I can't do that, it wouldn't be right," she whispered.
"This is not sex, this is sex education," Tori said. "You desperately need to know how to do this, not just for you, for Harold. Don't you agree, Dan?"
Dan nodded, enthusiastically. "I'm willing to help," he said.
Gina looked at Dan, then at Tori. After a few more words of encouragement, she wrapped her fingers around Dan's cock, jerked it forward and then jammed her mouth down on it, then lifted up, then went back and did it again.
Dan didn't think it was possible to ruin a blow job, some are just better than others, but this was awful. His cock was pointing uncomfortably down, her teeth were hitting his cock and she looked like she was a scuba diver trying to get air from a bad tank. Tori stopped Gina before he started bleeding.
"Hang on there sweetie, before you hurt him," Tori said.
Gina looked like she might cry. "I knew I sucked at that," she said.
Tori chuckled. "Blow jobs are supposed to suck," she said. "Now I'm going to teach you the right way."
Gina released her death grip on Dan's cock and settled back to listen.
"I like to think of a blow job as having two distinct parts," Tori started. "First, there is the teasing, caressing part, which is done with the tongue, and the lips. Then there is the sucking part, when the cock is actually all the way in your mouth. Wouldn't you agree Dan?"
Jolted out of a trance, Dan nodded, enthusiastically.
"Now watch this," she said, taking Dan's cock lightly into her hand. She suddenly stopped herself as she realized what was happening. "Understand," she said to both of them, "this is all just for education."
They both nodded, enthusiastically.
Tori's attention returned to Dan's cock. She lightly kissed the top, then down the side, around the other side up and down. Then she slipped her tongue out, licked slowly up from the base, reaching the top and swirling around the head of his cock, then gently back down again, covering Dan's swollen cock with saliva.
She stopped for an instruction break. "Now, this should be done gently, and slowly. You should mix it up, licking and kissing, occasionally looking up at your man, making eye contact, smiling at him. Don't you think Dan?"
Dan had swallowed his tongue, so he just nodded.
"Now, the next part, when you put his whole cock in your mouth, its very important to keep your teeth out of the way, you only want your tongue and the soft parts of your mouth to come in contact with him. And you don't jam it in and out. When Dan was... well, putting on lotion earlier, he was doing it with long, slow strokes, and that's what you should do with your mouth. Observe."
She did just as she described, taking him softly into her mouth and letting him glide slowly all the way in, then drifting back out so that only the tip was in her mouth, and she pursed her lips around the head of his cock, and then let it slide comfortably back in. After three of four times of this, Dan was audibly groaning, while Gina watched mesmerized.



"I want to try again," she burst out.
"Okay, start with the first part," she smiled. "Remember, be gentle."
Gina nodded. She leaned forward and kissed Dan's cock, once, twice, three times, then she made eye contact with him, and smiled.
Dan gasped and managed to stammer something that sounded like much better.
Excited by her success, Gina slid her tongue up and down Dan's cock like she was frantically trying to save an ice cream cone, causing Tori to step in.
"Slow down a little," she said. "Like this."
She leaned in and licked Dan's shaft from top to bottom while Gina watched from just inches away.
"Let's do it at the same time, that will help you get the timing down," Tori suggested. "We're going to start at the balls and move up, stay with me."
Each girl got in position with her tongue at Dan's balls, and Gina watched Tori to stay in sync. They licked slowly around his newly shaven balls, and then met on either side of the shaft, gradually, lovingly working their way up. Their tongues met at the tip of his cock, and Dan watched as tongues and cock tip were mixed together in an incredible scene. He could hardly believe what he was seeing, because it seemed that the girls had nearly forgotten about his cock and were just tongue kissing where his cock happened to be. After what seemed like an eternity, their lips parted and their eyes met, still just inches away from Dan's cock.
"We should try that again," Gina said. "I need to get the timing right."
"Yes, I agree," said Tori. "Dan, do you agree?"
Dan could no longer move his head, he just made a whimpering noise that was probably intended to be affirmative.
The girls did practice again. And again. Each time, meeting at the top for more tongue kissing. Tori introduced some additional tactics, which Dan enthusiastically endorsed, and after a while Tori labeled Gina a stage one blow job expert.
Gina was a quick study on stage two as well, carefully following Tori's instruction on keeping things soft and slow, though every once in a while Tori had to slow her down. At one point Tori put her hand on the back of Gina's head to guide her up and down on Dan's shaft.
It seemed pretty clear that Gina had gone from not liking blow jobs to loving having a warm cock in her mouth. She seemed to forget that this was for educational purposes only, as she crawled up onto Dan's chair, ground her crotch into Dan's lower leg, and continue her passionate blow job.
This became too much for Dan, he felt it coming. He groaned and exploded into Gina's mouth, which caused her to awaken from her reverie in shock. She pulled off of Dan's cock and he spewed out again onto his stomach. After his cock stopped throbbing Gina looked over at Tori.
"Did I mess up?" she asked. "I've never had that happen."
Tori laughed. "I'm not surprised it didn't happen before, but that will happen a lot in your future. You have to get used to swallowing now."
She paused and ran a finger through the fluid on Dan's stomach. "If you can't swallow it all, guys like it when you do this."
She leaned down and licked up Dan's remaining load, deliberately leaving some of it on her chin. She smiled and looked at Gina. "Want a taste?" she asked
Gina nodded mesmerized, and Tori leaned in to Gina's lips and they shared yet another kiss, this time it was open mouth and cum filled.
"Mmmm," said Gina, licking the spot off Tori's chin. "I could get used to this."
"Me too," whimpered Dan.
"All for educational purposes," Tori smiled. "Hopefully the OTHERS will be impressed by new skills."
The two girls eased back into their chairs and Dan went in and made some more drinks. They chatted more about sex, things they liked and didn't like.
"It's a lot easier for girls to figure out how to give a blow job, going down on a girl is much harder, more complicated," Dan said. "Tell me how you like it."
"I like it a lot," laughed Tori. "Its hard to describe, but I know it when it's good."
"My first boyfriend was really good at it," giggled Gina. "You have to go slow, use the right technique...it's hard to explain how."
Dan pondered this for a moment, then looked at Gina. "Well in the interest of education, maybe you could pretend you were a guy, and show me how you would do it."
Gina blinked a few times, figuring out what Dan was asking. She blushed a little, then looked over at Tori, who was a little quicker on the uptake. She had already blushed and was now looking at Gina lustfully.
"It's ok with me," she said to GIna. "If it's ok with you."
"Just for education," Gina replied.
She moved over and laid down beside Tori, then looked back over at Dan. "Women's bodies need to be warmed up more, they aren't as quick to be aroused." She couldn't help but grin that Dan was already rock hard again.
"Now, I always like it when a guy kisses me for a while for starters," she said. "Is it that way for you too, Tori."
Tori nodded, and the two girls began kissing passionately. Both girls had been feeling the sexual tension between them growing all weekend, and now they had the chance to let it go without feeling awkward. And they were really, really, letting it go. As they lovingly kissed each other, their hands roamed all over each other's bodies. Gina stopped momentarily and looked over at Dan. "I like it when a guy spends a lot of time on my breasts, licking long, slow circles around my nipples and then sucking on them," she said. "Do you like that too, Tori?"
Tori didn't say a word, she just nodded and pulled Gina's head toward her chest, and immediately sighed when Gina's mouth closed over her left nipple. She took her time, carefully treating each nipple to the full treatment, always making sure Dan had a good view.
"Next, I like it when a guy doesn't rush right in, I like it when he slowly kisses me all over my belly, then moves down to my thighs, gradually moves in closer and closer until I am aching for him to move in to my pussy," she said. This time she didn't even have to ask Tori if that was how she liked it, she whimpered in anticipation.
Again, Gina took her sweet time, kissing all over Tori's toned abdomen, showing Dan how to use her tongue, then moving down to her thighs. By the time her mouth had moved to Tori's pussy, Tori was arching her back and begging her for it. Rather than describe the next step, GIna just plunged right in, her tongue making a long, slow arc around Tori's pussy lips, once, then twice, and when Tori could no longer stand it, she ran her tongue from bottom to top, lightly the first time, then harder, and then harder the third time, before plunging it deep inside her. Then she moved up and directed her attention to Tori's clit, licking it lightly, circling it, then flicking it repeatedly with her tongue. It wasn't long before Tori began to lose it.
"Oh yes, that...that's just how I like it, that's...oh..just how it should be done," she moaned, biting down on her finger to maintain control.
The sound of her voice jolted Gina back to reality, and she leaned back and looked over at Dan. "Okay, so you think you got it now?" she asked.
Dan let a long slow breath out. "Oh yeah, I think I got it."
"You think?" said Tori breathlessly, still trying to collect herself. "Maybe you should ... get closer ... get a feel for it."
Dan took that as an invitation, sliding in between Tori's legs as Gina pulled back. His mouth was watering, but he hesitated with his mouth just inches from Tori's warm pussy and looked up at her.
She looked down on him lustfully. "Go ahead," she cooed. "I'll tell you if you're doing it right."
Dan dove right in, and true to her word, Tori guided him. "A little lower, yes, there, and, oh yes, up and down, ah, again, yes."
Gina was helping too, making suggestions. "Try going around in little circles there, that always works for me."
Tori had figured out pretty quickly was that Dan didn't need any lessons going down on a girl. He already knew how to do it, quite well. Tori's hands were in Dan's hair by now, pulling him towards her. She pressed herself into his face, rolling over so that both of them were on their sides. She pointed to Dan's cock and looked at Gina. "You should practice on him, while he practices on me," she gasped.
Gina didn't wait for a second invitation, and Dan felt her move right into a passionate stage one blow job. It was an unbelievable feeling, having Tori wriggling around on her face while Gina licked and sucked his cock.
"Dan, have you ever had a girl sit on your face?" Tori whispered.
Dan thought about that for a moment. "No," he lied. He had figured out that by saying no he would have to be taught. Which would be good.
Dan rolled over on his back and Tori straddled his face, facing Gina, who had gotten comfortable straddling Dan's lower leg as she licked and sucked his cock.
Now Tori was more in control of the contact, and she rolled and ground her hips over Dan's face, feeling his tongue reaching deep inside her. Her reaction was immediate, she shuddered and swooned forward, her hands coming down on either side of Dan's torso. Just inches away, she could see Gina hungrily sucking Dan's cock, and she couldn't resist joining in. The two girls worked in unison, Gina from the front and Tori from the back. They also found themselves together at the top of his cock, and as they did before, they shared passionate kisses with each other before returning to take turns sucking Dan. All three felt a powerful surge of physical arousal that was rising simultaneously within them. The moment came with Dan's cock in Tori's mouth while Gina was licking his balls.
Tori could feel Dan growing and trembling in her mouth, and she knew it was coming. Kissing Gina and watching her suck Dan's cock had her in overdrive. Dan's tongue had gone into overdrive on her clit, and her orgasm grew with his. She felt his steady hands on her torso, squeezing her tighter and tighter, and the last thought she had before she lost control was that she wished his hands were squeezing her even tighter. She was not usually a moaner, but she completely lost it, moaning into Dan's surging cock.
Gina had often wondered, and fantasized, about what it would be like to kiss Tori, but actually doing it had taken her to a level of arousal she had never imagined. She could feel Dan's balls tightening, and she could also hear Tori's elevating moans, and she knew she was coming too. She As she realized her friends were coming together, she was almost stunned to find that she was as well. She ground her wet crotch even harder into Dan's leg and then he was lifting her into the air with the same leg, and then it was like a sudden electric charge surging through her, her mind went completely black and she felt her body uncontrollably shaking.
Dan couldn't see what the girls were doing, because his face was buried in Tori's crotch, and there was no better place. She was warm and wet and delicious, and he could also tell she was loving what he was doing to her. He couldn't see what the girls were doing, but he could feel it, and visualize it, and as he felt his third orgasm of the afternoon beginning to build, he realized that Tori had him in her mouth and Gina was licking his balls and grinding her wet crotch into his leg. Somehow he could feel, and sense, both girls reaching, and the feeling that he was satisfying them made his orgasm exponential. When he did come it was the most intense he had ever had. His toes curled up and then stretched out, he felt every muscle in his legs become taut, and he was consciously aware that his hands on Tori's torso were digging in with a grip that might be strong enough to break her in half, and his leg was likely lifting Gina off the chair.
It may have been minutes, or hours, before the three physically spent bodies gathered enough mental awareness to move at all. The two girls curled up on the chair on either side of Dan, their heads on his shoulders, his arms around them. The girls each had a hand on his chest, their fingers intertwined. After three orgasms, it was the first time in two days Dan didn't have an erection.
"That was an incredible...education," Dan murmured. "I'm not sure the OTHERS would agree. After all this time we've spent together trying to keep this from happening with someone else, this is ironic."
"Well, on the positive side, at least the OTHERS will be the beneficiary of our educational interaction," said Tori softly. "Dan, I actually don't think you needed much education in how to go down on a woman - you were fabulous. But at least you know you're doing it right."
"Thanks, maybe you could tell Ellen, it doesn't seem to work for her," Dan said. "Gina, I can promise you that now that you've learned how to give a blow job, Harold will be flying out to see you every weekend."
"Yeah, well, maybe not," said Gina. She was silent for a moment. "I need to tell you guys something, but you have to promise you won't get mad," she said.
Tori and Dan nodded in agreement.
"The truth is, Harold and I broke up," she said slowly. "It happened about a month ago. I didn't want to tell you guys because I was afraid I wouldn't be able to hang out with you anymore."
The revelation was met with stunned silence, then Dan spoke up. "Gina, that is the dumbest thing I've ever heard," he said. "Except that I did the same thing. I broke up with Ellen a month and a half ago."
More silence, this time broken by Tori. "You guys are light weights," she grinned. "I broke up with Stan two months ago."
A jaw dropping extended silence ensued. Each thought about how the other two had sacrificed to keep the group together. They thought about how their guilt at what had happened over the weekend was no longer. Then they thought about what would happen next.
Gina had a vision, she was on all fours, Dan was behind her fucking her brains out, and her face was buried between Tori's legs. Tori had a vision where she was sitting on Dan's cock, leaning back and kissing him, while Gina was in front of them, licking the length of Dan's cock and then her clit. In Dan's vision, the two girls were in front of him, lovingly embraced in the 69 position, as he watched them and stroked his cock.
The silence on the deck was almost deafening. Then slowly, the girls let go of each other's hands and both began drumming their fingertips on his torso, gradually moving their hands downward. As Dan felt their hands gliding down his body, he was stunned and amazed to feel his cock growing hard once again. By the time Tori's fingers had reached down to lightly pet his cock, and Gina's fingers had moved down to lightly tickle his balls, he had returned to rock solid.
"I'll bet that we could greatly further our educational pursuits if we took this party inside, maybe to a bedroom," Gina murmured.
"If we get into bed, I'm going to teach you girls things that go beyond your wildest dreams," Dan said.
"Maybe so," answered Tori. "On the other hand, I've been having some pretty wild dreams lately."
All three nodded. Enthusiastically.
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I was just checking my calendar for counseling sessions for the day when my neighbor George poked his head in the door of my office. True to his monthly habit, he winced and asked "you got time for some quick advice?" He always said this as he was walking in to sit down and start what would always be a free session.
About once a month George would come in to unload all of his latest concerns over his 20 year old daughter Hanna. In addition to living next door to me, George's office was in the same building as mine. The unloading always took place early in the morning, before I had real clients, usually took place in my office, and hopefully only took about 15 minutes, as George wasn't one of my paying clients. George just figured that since I was a neighbor, my therapy time as a psychologist came at a 100% discount.
For some time George had been convinced that Hanna had become involved with an older man. As a single parent, he was in a constant struggle to do the right thing. Today he felt he had uncovered viable evidence of the relationship.
"I found a diary in her room," he stammered. "The words she has written on the front of it are HT Diaries, and I'm certain that it's a diary about Howard Thurland."
He hesitated, for effect. "Howard Thurland, the 55-year-old, married Mayor," he said with a sinister air.
"Howard Thurland, the fat bald guy with eyebrows that look like squirrel tails?" I asked. "What in the world makes you think Hanna would be scr...," I stopped myself, just in time, but was not able to come up with a better word that started with scr. "screwing around with him?"
"I checked out her facebook friends," George grinned maniacally. "She has only one friend with the initials HT, and that's Howard Thurland. Plus, he lives down the street from us, and she is always disappearing for hours at a time but not driving anywhere."
I briefly had a vision of the fat, dopey, Howard Thurland in a passionate embrace with the young, athletic Hanna, and came perilously closely to remembering what I had for breakfast.
"That seems pretty unlikely," I said, standing up and checking my watch, which was my standard move for reminding non paying customers that I was paid by the hour.
"Well I have it on good authority that Howard is a bit of a womanizer, and likes younger ladies," George said.
"Really, where did you hear that? I asked.
"I have sources," he whispered. "This is still a pretty small town."
"Well, did you read the HT Diaries?" I asked.
"No, it was locked and I couldn't get it open," George replied. "This is my question: Do you think I should bust open the lock and read it?"
I ran the question over in my mind. If I had a 20-year-old daughter who might be fooling around with some dorky old guy, I guess I'd break the lock. But I wasn't, I was a 45-year-old, divorced psychologist, so I went with the responsible answer.
"I would talk to her about it, tell her what you think it is, and tell her that if there is anything she wants to talk to you about, you're there for her," I said. "She's old enough to make mistakes, but she's not too old to need advice."
It sounded so good coming out of my mouth I made a note to write it down and use it again.
The line also seemed to work with him, he stood up and shook my hand, said "thanks doc," like he always did. I was just about to start my standard spiel about how he didn't need to call me doc, I was not a doctor of any kind, I had a masters in psychology and practiced counseling, not psychiatry. I never got started though, as George had already headed off to develop new delusions.
After a dozen more "paid" therapy sessions, the day came to a close and I was closing up when George dropped back by, in a noticeably better mood.
"Doc, I talked to her, and she assured me there was nothing going on with Howard," he said. "He was on her friend's list because she voted for him."
"Ah, well, that makes sense," I said. "I'm glad it worked out."
"You have no idea," George continued. "I was about to cancel a business trip out of town because of this, but now, I'm on my way to the airport. Thanks again, doc."
"Right, glad to help, but you don't need to call me doc...." I started to say, but he was gone before I got halfway through the sentence.
By the time I had eaten dinner and made the five mile drive home it was closing in on 8 pm and darkness. It had been a long day and all I wanted to do was jump in the hot tub for a half hour and then go to bed. I had a private patio with a comfortable four person hot tub. The tub was blocked on two sides with a thick hedge of bushes, so I could jump in naked and not worry about being seen.
But as I opened up the sliding glass door to the patio I suddenly became aware I was not alone. The hot tub was already in use, by a girl, facing away from me, so that all I could see was her long black hair and her shoulders.
Immediately I began searching my mind for recent girlfriends with long black hair, and I came up empty. I tried to think further back, but while there had been quite a few girls who had enjoyed my hot tub, none looked like the back of this girl's head. So I did what any bold, mature man would do. I cleared my throat and made some noise closing the door.
Which might have worked had the whirlpool jets not been on, the bubbling noise could be deafening. So I walked around to the side of the tub to get her visual attention.
Which might have worked had her eyes not been closed. I was able to identify her from the front however, it was Hanna from next door. Hanna, the daughter of my neurotic neighbor. Hanna, who I hadn't actually laid eyes on in a few years. Hanna, who had grown up quite nicely and was wearing a red bikini and sitting in my hot tub. Hanna, who as I stood there checking her out from head to toe, had opened her eyes and was looking at me looking at her.
"Hanna," I said, a little too scattered to think of anything more clever to add.
"Hello doc, I guess you caught me, sometimes I slip over here and borrow the hot tub when you are at work, I guess I fell asleep," she said. "I hope you don't mind."
Well, that would explain why George said she was disappearing for hours at a time. I briefly thought about explaining to her about why she didn't need to call me doc, but I decided to just let it go. "No, no, that's fine, no problem."
This was met by silence, maybe a slight nod from Hanna. This would probably be a good time to describe the psychological profile of Hanna. She was a little bit weird. Weird, in an unsettling, disarming way. She had always been very pretty, athletic, successful at everything she did, except for relationships. As much as her dad worried about her running around with older men, the truth was she had a way about her that made it difficult to have any kind of relationship. The really odd thing was, it wasn't what she did that made her odd. It was what she didn't do.
For as long as I could remember, Hanna had a peculiar way of responding to anything said to her — mostly that she didn't respond. I would see her in the yard and wave and say "great weather we're having," and she would respond by...well, usually not responding. It wasn't rude, she seemed genuinely interested in what you were saying. It wasn't because she was stupid or scared to speak, because when she did talk she always said something intelligent, albeit in a distanced, monotone voice. It was almost like she had a sense of relaxed detachment from other people.
She also seemed to be emotionless and at the same time, direct. I remember once when she was 15, she had come by my house to borrow an egg. Without a hint of emotion or reservation, she told me that her dad needed an egg to make pancakes for dinner because her mom had run off with their yard man and he didn't know how to cook anything else. At first I thought she was kidding, so I asked her jokingly how she knew the yard man didn't know how to cook. What I got in return was the Hanna look, a long, quiet, stare that made me feel like she was reading my mind. As I handed her the egg, I realized she wasn't kidding. Her gaze had continued a few more minutes and then she left.
Looking at her in the hot tub now it was like the gaze had never stopped. Most people get fidgety after five seconds of eye contact, but she could stare back at you forever. Which prompted me to get fidgety.
"So, I, well, I guess I...," I started to say, without having any idea where I was going with it. I ended up pointing toward the back door. "I guess I'll just...go then."
She continued her dispassionate stare as I walked toward the back door. I was behind her before she spoke up.
"Were you going to get in the hot tub?" she asked.
I stopped at the door. "Well, yes, I mean maybe so, but I can do that later," I replied.
"Join me," she said, calmly, directly. It wasn't close to a question, or even a suggestion, it was more like a quiet command.
My hand was on the door. I was contemplating a long discussion on why that would be a bad idea, but then suddenly I had a change of heart. A rationalization. I could talk to Hanna and get some answers for George. Fuck it, I'm only getting in the hot tub, it's not anything would happen, why would she be interested some middle aged man?
"Ok, let me go get a suit on," I said, as I started to open the sliding glass door.
"You don't need a suit," came her reply. "I won't look, I promise."
Further rationalization. It was pretty dark, it's not like she would be seeing me naked, once I was in the water it wouldn't matter that I wasn't wearing a suit. Nudity wasn't sex.
"Ok, but no peeking," I said, coming back over to the tub. I undressed quickly as she put a hand over her eyes, though I couldn't help but notice there seemed to be a gap between her fingers. At least enough to make me thank my gym membership for keeping me in good shape.
I eased slowly into the tub, sitting across from her, well out of touching distance. She moved her hand from her eyes and I felt the Hanna stare coming back at me again. I had to get her talking, her blue eyes were burning holes in me.
"So, Hanna, how are things going?" I asked.
She let the words sink in for a minute, measured her thoughts, contemplated a response, and then completely changed the subject.
"I want to thank you for the advice you gave to my father today," she said. "That would have created some real problems if you had told him to break in to the HT Diaries."
Well shit, I thought. I didn't tell George to tell her I gave him the advice. I decided to play my responsible, concerned adult card. "I think he was worried about your safety mostly," I said. "I take it there's nothing dangerous going on."
For a rare moment, it appeared that Hanna was starting to smile. Or at least look bemused. "I don't think I'd call it dangerous," she said. "I assure you it has nothing to do with the mayor."
I nodded with confidence and sarcasm, indicating that in my wildest imagination I wouldn't imagine her being interested in an older man.
"Not that I'm not attracted to older men," she said.
The words hung in the air. They were spoken in the usual matter-of-fact tone, not in a making-a-pass tone, but I still felt a chill run up my back. I was suddenly wondering what I was doing naked in a hot tub with a 20-year-old. Making matters worse, her eyes were still locked on me, making it uncomfortable to look at her or look away. I was trying to think of something clever or insightful to say when she beat me to it.
"I was about to take my suit off before you got here, it's more comfortable," she said. "Would you mind?"
Oh boy, here it comes, time for me to get responsible, put a stop to this, I thought. Boy she looked good in a bikini. This is not right. Is she hitting on me? I've got to stop this. Was 20 a legal age to see someone naked?
The argument in my head took so long she spoke again. "Do you mind?" she asked again.
I finally got my tongue going. "I, ah, really don't think that's a great idea, I'm a lot older than you and it's not really proper," I said. "Proper" was the only word I could think of.
She looked back at me with those unsettlingly emotionless eyes. ""I figured it would be ok since you weren't wearing anything," she said. "I'm not talking about getting married."
Now I was feeling foolish. Uptight. Too proper. Old. Kids these days probably strip down naked in front of each other all the time. It's no big deal. As these thoughts moved rapidly through my head, I guess I must've nodded in an affirmative way.
"Then you don't mind," she said. Note that she said this, didn't ask. I nodded again. Not only did I feel like I was being told what to do, I was feeling like I'd better do it.
I figured that Hanna taking her suit off would involve her humbly staying under the cover of water and discreetly slipping her suit off. I was wrong. She stood up in the hot tub, actually moved to the center where the bottom was flat and the depth was about mid thigh. She was closer to me and right in front of me, looking down on me. Without taking her eyes off me, her hands moved behind her back and she unhooked her bra top, letting it fall away.
I'm really not sure what happened the next five minutes. I became mesmerized by the most beautiful chest I had ever seen. Her skin was flawless, perfectly tanned, her torso was magnificently toned, and her breasts were simply beyond description. I had hosted my share of beautiful breasts in this hot tub, but these were the hands on winner. Pardon the pun. I was so fixated on the vision in front of me that I don't even remember the bottoms coming off, but at some point I realized Hanna was standing in front of me completely naked. Stunningly beautiful, dripping water. Looking at me, looking at her. Not so blank anymore, bordering on the bemused look again. Probably bemused at the fact that my mouth was hanging open and my eyes were popping out.
"Do you think my body is attractive?" she said slowly.
Bypassing my normal practice of over analyzing, I responded quickly and directly. "Yes, very. Very, very, very."
She shifted from one leg to the other, striking a sultry, almost domineering pose over me. I was in such a state of shock that if the tub had caught fire I would've had died before finding the focus to stand up and get out. She was looking down at me and before I realized I had an erection, I realized she was looking at it.
"Do you find me ... arousing?" she said.
My sense of decorum had fled below my waist. "Yes, I find you very arousing," I said in a voice that sounded much steadier than I felt. My hand moved up to grip my shaft at about the same time as my inhibition lost it's grip.
"Would you like to jerk off?" she said, continuing her line of can't miss questions.
I nodded, feeling even further detached from reality.
"Would you sit on the edge of the tub so I can watch." she said. Once again, not really a question, more of a strong suggestion.
By this time I had lapsed into a semi-coma, nodding yes at questions and simply doing what I was told. Consequences and properness be damned. I eased out of the tub and sat on the edge, my lower legs still in the water but my dripping hard cock on full display. Following orders, I began to slowly stroke my shaft, watching the beauty in front of me. I had been at it only a short time when she moved her hand over in front of her and began to massage herself as well. For the first time ever, Hanna's face seem to register some feeling. She was flushed, passionate, and quite aroused. She seemed to suddenly go weak in the knees, and she moved over and sat down on the edge of the hot tub, her eyes never leaving my hand stroking my cock.
So there we sat, on opposite sides of the hot tub, mutually masturbating while watching each other intently, so intently that I could see Hanna's rising arousal. Her eyes fluttered, her mouth opened and her breathing became labored, and the pace of her long fingers quickened. As I felt my coming orgasm, I could see a total transformation taking place, from an emotionless, distant face to one contorted and enraptured by pleasure. My eyes never left her as my cock exploded, an event which put her over the edge and allowed us to share our orgasms together. Her eyes closed, she let out a low moan and then convulsed, once, then twice, then over and over, then her body seemed to collapse and she slipped back into the pool.
I had never seen a girl come that hard before without even being in contact. I wasn't sure what to do or say, but I allowed myself to slip back into the waters of the tub as well. We sat there relaxing in post orgasmic bliss for ten minutes before a word was spoken. I broke the silence.
"Are you ok?" I asked.
She looked at me and I noticed that she was very nearly smiling. "Yes, I'm very ok," she said. "Very, very very."
I laughed at her mocking me. "Me too," I said.
"That was way beyond my wildest expectations," Hanna said.
Her statement caught me off guard, and I began my usual introspection. What expectations had she had? Had this been planned? How long was George going to be out of town? Did she expect or want more? Would my license be at stake if this session was exposed?
Before I could move on to more extensive thoughts, like how this would effect Hanna's long term psyche and whether this would destine me for hell, Hanna moved gracefully across the hot tub and sat down in my lap, straddling her legs around mine and letting her hands drift down to my cock. Which had developed its own extensive thoughts, and was hard as a rock again.
Like a hunter seizing prey, Hanna moved forward and positioned herself just above my cock, and I saw her face change once again. The look on her face was desire, and what she desired was to have my cock deep inside her. She needn't have asked, the answer was yes again. As our two bodies came together and I slowly inched my shaft all the way to the hilt, I saw her eyes go wide with overpowering emotion, and an almost pathetic, girlish whimper slipped out of her lips.
If it hadn't been for the overwhelming pleasure she was feeling Hanna might be embarrassed at such an outlay of emotion, but she had lost all sense of anything but riding the cock that was in her. She lurched and grinded back and forth as my hands embraced her beautiful breasts. It wasn't long before we were both thrashing around in the water, hands all over each other. It was incredible, watching the way her face had totally come to life, and seeing how she was reaching new heights each time I plunged myself inside her.
At one point her eyes found mine, and in a curious half question-half statement that I was unable to respond to, she said "This is your favorite position, isn't it?"
I didn't have time or mental focus for an answer, because I could quickly feel myself building once again, past the point of no return. I was in the middle of what felt like the hundredth thrust since my orgasm began when she whispered softly into my ear.
"I want you to come on my tits," she said softly.
Somehow I was able to get to my feet in the tub, position myself over Hanna who was kneeling submissively in front of me. My cock unloaded all over her face, her neck and her beautiful chest. I wasn't sure what to be more amazed by, the amount of the load that I had covered her with or the fact that on Hanna's jizz-coated face was a beautiful, warm, satisfied smile.
It was all I could do to not splash water as I collapsed back into the hot tub. I watched Hanna's smiling face as she joyfully rubbed my load all over her tits. Something about the way she did it reminded me of something, but I couldn't quite put my finger on it. My brain was totally shot by now, so memories were hard to access.
Once again, we eased back into the tub to enjoy the relaxing evening. This time, Hanna sat beside me, my arm around her and her body close to mine. As I replayed the recent past through my head I remembered what she had asked me.



"Hanna, why did you ask me if that was my favorite position?" I asked. "It almost sounded like you knew the answer."
Her eyes locked onto mine and she gave me the usual Hanna pause. "Yes," she replied.
I tried to remember my question and figure out what she meant by yes. "What do you mean?" I asked.
"I mean yes, I knew the answer," she said. "I knew what your favorite position was, I knew that you liked mutual masturbation, I knew you would like coming on my chest."
I was rapidly becoming more bewildered. "How did you know all that?"
Hanna took a deep breath and let it out. "I know all that because of the hole in the hedge," she said. "It actually started as a small, random hole, but I invested some effort into making it larger and permanent."
She pointed to a place in the hedge where if you looked right at it, you could see a hole in the bushes. "Through that hole, I can see your hot tub while I'm laying in my bed," she continued. "I can see the hot tub, and everything that happens in it. And a lot has happened in it over the years."
I could only blink and nod, thinking about just how much sex had occurred, just how many scenes she must have watched.
Hanna continued. "For years, I've been imagining myself being that person who was with you in the hot tub. Sex with you in this hot tub has been my ultimate, life-long fantasy. So today I decided what I had to do."
My mind went into scramble mode. What did she have to do? Kill me? Blow up the hot tub? Report me to the authorities?
Once again she saved me from my own thoughts. "I'm going to have to fulfill every one of those fantasies," she said, steadily, directly. "I'm going to come over here every night. I'm going to tell you what we're going to do. And you're going to do it."
Mentally, I freed up my calendar for every night into eternity.
"We fulfilled three of my fantasies tonight," she said. "Frankly, they were quite a lot better in real life than I ever hoped. I figure if we complete three fantasies a night, we could be done by the end of the summer."
She paused, thankfully, to let all this sink in.
"Of course, some nights I'll have to bring a friend, because some of your hot tub moments included more than one girl."
I gasped, nearly choked, suffering from the combination of the guilt from that display and the erotic vision of it occurring in the future.
Hanna kissed me softly on the lips and then sat up on the edge of the hot tub to put her bikini back on. My thoughts were still catching up.
"So you've been watching me for years, and you have all these fantasies, how could you possibly remember all of them?" I asked.
"I could never remember all of them," she said. "But I wrote them all down. I wrote them all down in what I like to call the Hot Tub Diaries. Of course, I couldn't call it the Hot Tub Diaries on the cover, my dad would get suspicious."
I felt an odd, freight train rush of realization coming, blazing a trail of white hot light into my brain that got there about the same time that the words came out of her mouth.
"So I called it the HT Diaries," she said. Even she couldn't restrain the grin.
"I'll see you tomorrow doc."
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When twins Aidan and Nadia were born, the doctor said they nearly didn't make it out because they both tried to come out first. In fact they nearly came out together, and in the confusion of the delivery room the doctor lost track of which baby came out first, so rather than having one twin older than the other, they were documented as being born at exactly the same time, 11:59 pm.
Their parents chose their names because they were spelled out as exact opposites, but in reality they were fairly similar. Both were smart, athletic, driven to succeed, highly competitive and most significantly, at each others throats constantly.
Their mom said that the two of them fought even before they were born, in the womb. Throughout their childhoods, they continued fighting, always in a battle for superiority and bragging rights. One of the most contentious battles the two shared was the battle over who was born first. She liked to refer to him as little brother, and he insisted on referring to her as little sister. Up until the teen years the battles would involve bloody physical battles, and then they moved into a period of intense psychological warfare. On the occasion of their 18th birthdays, it turned into something else.
Their parents were spending the weekend away, and Aidan and Nadia had managed to organize a get together at the house with a few dozen of their friends. The problem was, neither of them was aware of the other's plans, since they rarely spoke, so at 8 pm on the night of their birthday, two very different crowds started showing up at the house. Aidan's friends tended toward the jock-cheerleader variety, whereas Nadia's friends were more of the smart-hipster type, so the battle lines came out early on. The disputes started with the music selection, gravitated over to who could eat which food, and ended up in the backyard by the pool with Aidan and Nadia toe to toe.
"You've got a lot of nerve having your toady friends here to ruin my party," Nadia yelled. "That's so typical of you to be so immature, little Aidan."
"Don't cry little sister," replied Aidan derisively. "I'm sure your friends will sing happy birthday while you play pin the tail on the donkey."
Adding insult to injury, he reached out to pat Nadia on the head, emphasizing his two inch height advantage. That was probably going too far, evidenced by the fact that Nadia pitched her half cup of beer onto Aidan's chest, which created a cheer from half the crowd. Unfortunately Aidan had a full cup of beer, which he put to good use in a well place dousing of his sister's chest, which led to a cheer from the other part of the crowd.
And then all hell broke loose. Everyone was throwing beer on everyone else. Nadia grabbed up some nearby bottles of beer and started hurling them at her brother, who was laughing and running for his life, much to the enjoyment of both crowds. Unfortunately one of the bottles went high and wide and went right through a sliding glass door with an explosive shatter.
In the chaos that ensued, the rumor got around that the cops were coming to the house, and 50 underaged teenagers fled the scene at a frantic pace that left the house empty by 10 pm, leaving an angry Aidan and Nadia in an empty house to celebrate their birthday.
Though celebrate would be the wrong word. The two moved quietly around the house, cleaning up empty bottles and broken glass, and occasionally glaring at the other sibling. After a half hour of clean up the two retired to their rooms to change out of their beer soaked clothes.
As fate would have it, they ran into each other a while later in the kitchen. Aidan had changed into boxers and an old ripped up t shirt and Nadia had on shorts and a sports bra.
"Happy birthday, asshole," she said, opening the refrigerator.
"Happy birthday, bitch," he replied, handing her a beer.
They stood there in the kitchen glaring at each other for a few moments. Then Aidan remembered something. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a joint.
"I think one of your hippy dippy friends left something behind in their haste," he said, showing Nadia the joint.
"Really," she said. "You don't think it could've been one of your jock friends?"
She got an odd grin on her face, she knew that neither of them smoked pot very often. "What are you going to do with it?"
He looked at it and then her. "Oh, I don't know. I don't think one little joint would hurt anybody, what do you think?"
She thought about it a minute. "I will if you will," she said. "But you can't tell anyone."
He lit up and took a drag. "I won't if you won't," he said, handing it over to her.
They stood their in the kitchen passing the joint back and forth. They were a little beyond halfway done with it when it started to hit them.
"Whoa, this is really strong," she said, rubbing her face with her hand.
"Yeah, this was definitely from one of your hippy friends, my friends never have shit this good," he replied.
Nadia got the giggles, and before long they were both laughing hysterically. The shared laugh eased the tension between the two.
"I'm sorry for breaking the door, I'll get it fixed tomorrow," Nadia said.
"I guess I'm half to blame for that, so I'll pay for half," Aidan said. He paused for a minute in reflection. "I don't know why it is that we fight so much, it seems silly now."
Nadia nodded in agreement. "If you would just admit that you were born second we'd be fine," she grinned.
"Right, whatever," Aidan replied. "What we really need to do is come up with a way to settle the dispute once and for all."
"What, like a coin flip?" Nadia asked.
"No, it would have to be some kind of competition," he said, scratching his chin thoughtfully. "How about this: five feats of physical prowess, you pick two, I pick two, and the fifth one we have to agree on. Winner gets bragging rights of being first born, loser has to agree."
Nadia thought about it for a minute. "Why not?" she said. "Bring it on little brother."
"Okay little sister, I'll pick the first competition," he grinned. "Thumb wrestling."
Nadia smiled as she recalled the numerous thumb wrestling battles they used to have when they were much younger. Aidan usually won because he had stronger hands, but she had to admit it was a fair choice.
They brought their hands together over the countertop, counted to three and set up in the classic thumb battle pose. After an initial flurry of contact and near pins, they both pulled their thumbs back into the safe position.
Aidan eyed his sister over the thumbs. "You know you are going to lose this little sister," he said. "Here's my question, why do you even care who is oldest?"
Nadia looked back at him intently, wary of his wavering thumb. "I'm not even sure," she said. "I guess it's because I never wanted to be the annoying little sister who is always getting in the way and wanting to be included, but getting left behind."
The weed had made Aidan very introspective, and he was mulling over this surprising statement from his sister in his mind and let his guard down. In a flash, she had brought her thumb into attack position and using her longer nail, had Aidan's thumb pinned painfully down. Before he knew what had hit him, she had counted off one-two-three and was whooping around the kitchen celebrating the unlikely victory as Aidan looked on in shock.
"Crap, I forgot about the fingernail advantage," he said. "Ok then 1-0, your turn to pick."
Nadia thought for a second. "Ok, let's stay with the wrestling theme. The next competition will be...toe wrestling."
"Toe wrestling?" said Aidan. "What the hell is that?"
"Ok, this is how it works," she said. "You lock up all your toes together, and then the object is to flip the other person over."
Aidan developed a mental image of this and realized why she chose it. Nadia had spent many years in swimming, gymnastics and ballet, and he was pretty sure her toes were lethal weapons. But it was her turn to pick, he had to go along. "Ok, toe wrestling it is," he said.
Nadia clapped and hooted. "Ok, we need a large, soft surface," she said. "Follow me."
She led the way into her parent's room and jumped on their large bed. "Come on bro, time to lose again," she said.
Aidan climbed onto the bed with his feet facing hers, and they spent a few moments trying to match their toes up with each other. "Ok, the object is to flip your opponent over to your right," she said. "So you try to go this way and I try to go that way."
Aidan nodded nervously as he felt the powerful grip of Nadia's toes. This was not going to be easy, he thought, looking up above the bed. His parents, in their younger days, had installed a mirror above the bed, so he could see in the reflection their toe-locked position. They counted to three and the second battle was underway. Nadia immediately took the advantage with a numbing toe squeeze that had Aidan over on one side quickly.
"Feel the wrath of the toe," Nadia said mockingly. "Surrender or you'll never walk again."
Aidan's toes were almost cramping from the squeeze. "I'm not dead yet little sister," he replied.
"So tell me," she said between grunts. "Why do you want to be the oldest so bad?"
Aidan was struggling too much to answer. "Ease up for a second and I'll tell you."
Nadia eased off just a bit to give Aidan a chance to talk.
"I guess I want to be the oldest because older brothers always watch out for their little sisters, and I like the idea of being the kind of brother who would sort of protect you when you needed it," he said.
As the words sunk in, Nadia blinked once, then twice, emotionally surprised by his response. She was genuinely stunned, and she lost her concentration and her toe focus.
In a flash, Aidan took advantage, putting on a sudden surge that turned the tide in the other direction with such a sudden force that not only did he flip Nadia onto her stomach, he sent her flying off the bed. It was his turn to celebrate, and he hopped up and jumped up and down on the bed hooting.
Nadia picked herself up off the floor, red faced in defeat. "I can't believe I fell for that total bullshit about the protective older brother thing," she said.
Aidan stopped celebrating long enough to laugh. "I can't help if you're a sucker for emotions," he said. "But the truth is, I do like the idea of watching out for you...little sister."
Nadia answered with a well aimed pillow to Aidan's gut, and the two siblings had another round of hysterical laughter.
"Ok, 1-1, what's next bro," she said.
"More wrestling," he answered. "This time we're going with the arm wrestle." He set up two chairs on either side of a small makeup table and with a gentlemanly arm swoop welcomed Nadia to the chair opposite him.
Nadia rolled her eyes and plopped down in the chair, resigning herself to a likely defeat. Aidan was a three sport athlete, worked out religiously, and had an iron-hard upper body. This would be over quick, unless she figured out some way to turn the tables.
They locked hands and Nadia immediately tried to go for the quick win, throwing everything she had at him. Even she was surprised when she found herself halfway to victory and Aidan looking like he was struggling. Maybe she did have a chance after all.
Then she realized that Aidan was only appearing to struggle. He grinned at her mischievously. "Is that all you got, little girl," he laughed. In an obvious attempt to humiliate her, he allowed her to get within a few inches of pinning him but wouldn't give her the final inches. She came to the conclusion it was going to take more than muscle for her to win this.
"I have to agree with you about looking out for your younger sibling bro," she said. "Just the other day, I had to stick up for you in the girl's locker room."
Aidan raised his eyebrows. "Oh, really," he said, maintaining his grip and position. He knew what she was up to.
"Really," she grinned. "I was in the locker room and overheard your ex-girlfriend Jenny talking about you."
Aidan's eyes narrowed. He and Jenny had had an ugly breakup, he knew she was probably saying some bad stuff about him. "What did she say?"
"She said you were not the most...shall we say...endowed...boyfriend she had ever had," Nadia grinned. "She said you were on the smaller side."
"What, are you serious?" Aidan said, his eyes growing big at the thought of that lie getting around the girl's locker room.
"I set her straight though," Nadia continued. "I told her she was full of shit. I said I saw you getting out of the shower one day and you had the biggest cock I'd ever seen."
As she said the words, Nadia brought her right foot up under the table and placed it right on Aidan's crotch. That action, coupled with the words, left Aidan in a momentary lapse of conscious thought, and in the blink of an eye Nadia slammed his hand down the remaining few inches. Before he even knew he had actually lost an arm wrestle to his sister, she was dancing around the room in glee.
"That was totally cheating," he yelled. "You can't toe paw a guy's crotch in arm wrestling!"
Nadia laughed hysterically. "You'll have to show me that in the rules," she said. "You guys are all the same, all you have to do it suggest they have a little dick or touch their crotch and you're totally helpless."
Aidan had to nod in agreement. "Ok, 2-1 you, what's next?"
"Well, we've done thumb, toe and arm wrestling," she said. "I think the next competition should be Indian Leg Wrestling."
Aidan looked over at his sister's long, muscular legs and started to seriously think he might go down 3-1 and lose, and be forced to concede the birthright to his sister. He was also still a bit giddy about having his sister's foot tickling his crotch, as well as wondering if she had really seen him getting out of the shower. The truth was he was actually having fun with his sister for the first time in a long time.
"Bring it on, Pocahantas," he said with his best indian accent.
They climbed up on the bed, facing in other directions with their hips together. Looking up at the mirror on the ceiling they both giggled at the reflection. They raised their legs once, twice, and then the third time they locked them together at the knee and the battle was on. The thing was, Indian Leg Wrestling has a somewhat ambiguous objective, in that it's really hard to determine how to actually win. Most of it is just locking legs up and then rolling around and squirming.
Which is pretty much what the siblings did, except that they started laughing looking at their reflection in the mirror and it turned into another giggle fest. Then, in the midst of the squirming and wrestling and hysterical laughter, they suddenly found themselves with their legs completely intertwined and their crotches tightly pressed against each other in a scissors pose.
At the same moment, the two siblings suddenly became aware that they were locked up in an odd, but undeniably sexual position, with their groins pressed tightly together and separated only by his boxers and her thin running shorts. At that very moment, both had the same thought that being in this position with a sibling was probably a bad thing. Probably something they should stop. Definitely something that felt taboo. Also definitely something that felt warm and sexy in a naughty, playful kind of way. Both were on the verge of pulling away, both were expecting the other to pull away.
But then they caught each other's eye in the mirror above the bed, something about the giddy looks on their faces said, oh, what the hell. Aidan playfully took hold of Nadia's foot and mockingly raised it to his mouth and pretended to bite down on it, causing a laughing scream from Nadia another round of hooting and wriggling. She reached down and inadvertently grabbed his ratty t shirt, pulling open another big tear that left it barely covering him.
Looking up at the reflection of their intertwined bodies, Aidan couldn't help but notice that his sister had a rocking body. Every guy at school knew she had the best looking legs anyone had ever seen, tanned, toned, long and beautiful. The sports bra showed off her fit torso and more importantly, showed off the shapely curves of her breasts. Nadia was checking out Aidan as well, noting his fit physique through what was left of his torn t shirt.
One issue was beginning to arise for Aidan, and that was the rising hardness occurring in his boxers. The last thing he wanted was to have an erection while wrestling with his sister, but his erection had other ideas. His short term solution to avoiding that embarrassing revelation was to wriggle into a position where his cock wasn't coming into contact with her, while he somehow figured out a way to calm the beast.
Unfortunately, neither was working. Rather than backing away, Nadia was moving her crotch tighter into Aidan, and had almost reached the point of dry humping. The warmth between their contact was beginning to feel very warm. Both twins were grunting and groaning and wriggling around like they were still wrestling, but what was really going on was that both were getting turned on and becoming more aroused. The wrestling had become a pretense. Aching for contact and hard as a rock, Aidan finally gave up and allowed his hard cock to come flush up against Nadia's thigh. He closed his eyes in embarrassment and waited for her to pull away, but although he felt Nadia stop wrestling, she didn't pull away.
Eventually he opened his eyes and looked up on the ceiling at the mirror. Nadia was looking at him intently, with a slight, somewhat derisive smile on her face. But nothing like anger.
Still he was embarrassed and felt the need to change the tone. Getting back into wrestling mode, he used his legs to flip her over on her stomach and pin her into place, all the while maintaining that solid crotch contact. She was scarcely down for a minute before she pulled the same move and had him face down.
"So would you really look out for me if I was your little sister?" Nadia asked him.
Aidan worked his leg trick again and flipped himself back over on top. "Absolutely," he said. "I already look out for you."
Nadia turned her head to the side. "Like how?"
"The other day I heard that guy Dave, the one who was trying forever to get you to go out with him, talking about how he got a blow job from you at a party," he said.
"WHAT?" Nadia screamed, flipping Aidan back over on to his face on the bed. "That's not true!"
Aidan turned his head to the side so he could speak. "Yes, I realize that, and he does too, now," he said. "I jacked him up against the locker and made him admit to all the guys it was a lie, and I told him if he asked you out again I was going to break his arms."
Nadia eased off and Aidan was allowed to roll back over on his side. She was looking at him with a new sense of appreciation and humbleness. "Thanks Aidan, I appreciate that."
The two lay quietly for a moment, no longer wrestling or grinding their crotches together, but still with their legs wrapped around each other. They were both very aroused, and enjoying the contact.
After a while Aidan broke the silence. "So how do we determine who won the Indian Leg Wrestling competition?" he asked.
Nadia took a deep breath and looked thoughtful. "I think I would have to admit that you won this round," she said. "After feeling the size of that THING rubbing against my leg, I know that I can no longer call you 'little brother' anymore."
Aidan blushed self consciously. "Sorry about that, sometimes it has a mind of it's own."
"I understand," she smiled. "So that makes us tied, 2-2, so now we have to decide on the tiebreaker?"
"I think the tiebreaker is pretty clear," Aidan said. "Freestyle."
"Freestyle?" Nadia asked suspiciously.
"Yes, freestyle."



Before Nadia could react, Aidan had jumped up off the bed, grabbed her, thrown her up on his shoulders and was on the second turn of spinning her around.
"Freestyle rasslin' girl," he yelled. "Welcome to the helicopter spin."
He continued to spin her around a few more times as she screamed and laughed, before he flipped her stomach in front of his face and tickled her by motor boating her stomach, then he pile drove her onto her back on the bed, tumbling across the top of her.
From there it was on. The two grappled from one side of the bed to the other, laughing and joking the whole time. Aidan was clearly stronger and at the advantage, but he was taking it easy on her and letting her gain the upper hand occasionally. They were both obviously enjoying all the contact, and Aidan had given up hiding his arousal. He grabbed her from behind and pulled her into him, tickling her ribs until she screamed for mercy, but then she turned the tables on him, getting him over onto his back and pinning his arms down with her knees, with her cute ass stuck right in his face. He was powerless to WANT to escape this hold, until she leaned forward and started tickling his ribs and stomach. He bucked her off, mostly with his face on her crotch, and then grabbed her from behind, using his arms to pin her arms above her head. He lay back on the bed with her on top of him, and wrapped his legs around hers to hold her down. He made no effort to hide the erection that was positioned nicely between her butt cheeks, and he didn't mind at all when she wriggled around on top of him. Both twins noted how incredibly sexy this particular wrestling pose looked in the mirror above the bed and neither bothered to change for a moment, just enjoying the view. Their legs were intertwined, her hands were extended above her head, she looked incredibly sexy laying stretched out on her brother in her sports bra and shorts. Her shorts had ridden up high on her thigh, and her arousal was evident by her nipples poking through the bra.
Eventually she wrestled away, and they continued on with arms and legs intertwined, bodies in close contact, laughing the whole time. The rolling around on the big bed had moved from a wrestling battle to something more like simulated, partially clothed sex. Over the course of the next 20 minutes they worked themselves into positions ranging from missionary to reverse cowgirl to headlock-doggy-style. They kept up just enough pretend wrestling to justify continuing, though both knew what was going on and both knew the other did.
After a particularly fevered exchange, Aidan ended up straddling Nadia's chest, his knees pinning her arms down so that she was helpless. He had her now, he was the dominant one. The best part for Aidan was that in this position, his cock was now just inches from his sister's face, and he could feel her eyes upon him. She was quite obviously tracing the bulge in his boxers with her eyes, and it was incredibly arousing. She looked at his boxers with hunger, then up into his eyes, and she opened her mouth slightly and let her tongue take a long, slow, exaggerated tour of her upper lip.
The effect was overwhelming, Aidan quit breathing, had a heart attack and nearly went blind in the same moment. Just as planned.
With one quick move, Nadia pushed down into the bed, brought her legs up from behind him, and put a scissor pin around his head with her legs, jerking him over backwards. She had nailed him again.
"You men are such suckers for a pretty mouth," she said giggling. He wrestled hard to try to get out of the hold, but all he could do was flip over so his head was down between her thighs, facing her crotch. As she squeezed her knees together tighter, he realized the only way he could go was to move his face closer to her crotch. They had wrestled their way into a pretty comfortable 69 position. And at some point he accepted that fate wouldn't be all that bad.
His face was now buried in Nadia's crotch, her legs squeezing his ears shut. On the other end, his crotch was poised just inches above Nadia's face. Using all his strength, he managed to flip them over so that he was on the bottom and she was on top. His face felt so good buried in the crotch of her shorts that he momentarily forgot it was his sister, and he reached his hands around to her ass and he rubbed his face hard into her. He couldn't stop himself, but he held his breath waiting for Nadia's reaction.
Nadia froze in position, overwhelmed by the warm wet feeling in her pussy and the competing urge to stop things now. She looked down at the massive erection straining the limits of the boxers. Her face was just inches away. She moved down closer and could feel the heat rising. She closed her eyes and closed the gap, allowing her cheek to lightly touch down on the boxers. The contact caused his cock to leap harder into her face. Slowly, softly, she began to rub her face back and forth across the soft cotton cloth on his boxers. At the same time, she let her legs relax and open up to allow Aidan to move and have more access.
For the first time in several moments, Aidan took a breath. He couldn't believe this was happening, but he definitely did not want it to stop. Emboldened by the feeling of his sister rubbing her face across his cock, he pushed his face harder into her, feeling the wetness through her shorts. He could sense she wasn't wearing underwear, and her shorts were very sheer. He was in perfect position to see the reflection in the mirror above them, watching her head move slowly back and forth and watching as his hands gripped and caressed her ass and pulled her tight onto his face.
They were both too far gone now to think about how naughty this was.
They were both on fire, Nadia rubbing her face back and forth over his cock, and Aidan rubbing his face up and down along her pussy. Nadia purred softly as she ran one cheek down the length of his cock, all the way down to his balls, and then she would move over to caress the other side of his cock with her other cheek. It was like giving a hand job with her face. She was afraid of what might happen if she let her mouth come in contact with him, so it was only occasionally that her lips would brush up against him.
Aidan's mouth was watering as he moved his face up and down along her crotch. He had discovered just how thin her shorts were, as they had become saturated, and he loved the warm wet feeling on his face. He also loved the fact that he could watch the scene in the mirror above them, he was mesmerized watching his own hands move up and down his sister's body, lightly moving from her thighs all the way up her back. He thought about working his hands around to her breasts, but he didn't want to push his luck. His favorite place to have his hands was on her shapely ass, he even got bold enough to slip his hands under the thin material a few times.
In fact, they both ached to be doing this naked, but somehow fought the urge. It felt good enough — and bad enough —as it was.
Nadia was starting to lose her mind to her arousal. Aidan was pretty sure his cock had never been this hard, and he was quickly losing control. He felt his cock swelling up towards a powerful orgasm, and almost simultaneously he felt Nadia quiver, and then shudder, and then tremble violently, and he lost control and lashed his tongue out as hard as he could into her shorts, pushing them so far into her he could taste her.
At the same time, Nadia watched mesmerized as Aidan's cock bulged and throbbed until it was standing nearly straight up. She knew she shouldn't but she couldn't resist, and she opened up her mouth and began running her mouth up and down the length of his cock, still covered by the boxers. Up and down she went, and as her body exploded in orgasm she could feel his cock pumping fluid out, saturating his boxers. After what seemed like several minutes his cock finally settled down, and she took the opportunity to taste his fluid soaked boxers with a final warm, wet kiss on the tip.
For about a minute they laid there in that position, completely spent. Eventually Nadia found the energy to roll off of him and lay her exhausted head on his chest.
"Well," she said finally. "That was pretty crazy."
"Very," he stammered back. "Very crazy."
"Say, by the way, happy birthday," she said.
Aidan looked over at the clock. It was exactly midnight. Eighteen years earlier they may have been in the same position.
"Wow, you too," he said. "I guess we finally determined who came first."
She looked at him suspiciously, ready for a new battle. "What do you mean?"
"I mean that the battle is over," he said.
"Clearly, we both came at the same time."
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Ezmerelda and Dan were in the same college, were in the same advanced chemistry class, and were even in the same study group of ten students preparing for the midterm final. But they had never actually spoken or interacted with each other, up until the incident at that study group review session, the incident which later became known as the C30H54N2Cl stable compound debate.
I'll spare you the boring chemical details, but the bottom line was that Ezmerelda took a firm position that the molecular formula could never be stable, while Dan took on a similarly firm position that she was completely wrong. As it turns out, their first interaction mostly involved them yelling at each other in front of the study group.
Ezmerelda was a fiery, hot-blooded latina beauty with long, curly, black hair, an olive complexion, and a body that was guaranteed to turn heads. Dan was more the quiet, reserved type, with short cropped hair, horn rimmed glasses and very likely to go unnoticed in a crowd. He was, however, a bit stubborn, and he refused to back down.
Which led to an uncomfortable moment in front of the group of ten which was only ended when the group decided to call it a night. It didn't end for them though, as Ezmerelda ran into Dan outside and couldn't help but challenge him again.
"I'd be willing to bet you're wrong about that stable compound," she said sharply.
"Well then, you'd lose that bet," mumbled Dan, almost to himself.
"I can promise you this, I'll do better on the test than you," she said. "I'd be willing to bet on that."
Dan peered at her through his glasses. She looked serious. "Okay, I'll take that bet," he said. "But I don't have any money."
Ezmerelda contemplated the stakes. "Loser has to be slave for a day to the winner," she said.
Dan had never had a slave for a day. He was pretty confident he would win, he was near the top of the class. They shook hands in agreement and hurried home for a few more hours of study.
Two days after the midterm, Dan walked up to the professor's door to see the posted grades, and who should he run into but a beaming Ezmerelda.
"This is the address to my apartment," she grinned, handing him a card. "I'll see you there at 8 am Saturday. I have a long list of things for my slave to do."
Dan looked at the posted grades in disbelief, and sure enough, Ezmerelda had won the bet. By two points. She looked mighty pleased walking away. Like she had a long list of onerous duties ahead for her slave.
Dan was a man of his word though, so he showed up at 8 am at her apartment, ready for his indentured service. Ezmerelda met him at the door.
"Welcome, my slave," she smiled. "First off, I need you to respond the same way each time I ask you to do something. First, bow your head, then say—as you wish, Queen Ezmerelda."
Wow, this was going to be a long day, thought Dan. "Okay, whatever," he said.
"I'm sorry, what?" she asked.
Dan grimaced. "I mean, as you wish, Queen Ezmerelda."
"Excellent, slave," she said. "You can start by washing my car."
Dan groaned, gave another lackluster "as you wish, Queen Ezmerelda," and got to work.
And work he did. After washing the car, he cleaned the grill, fixed her bike, and then she put him to work on household chores. The highlight of the morning was when he did a load of laundry and got to see some of Ezmerelda's frilly underwear. The only other upside was getting to work in the apartment with Ezmerelda walking around in a short black skirt and a tank top. He tried not to stare but she was stunningly hot, even when she was treating him like her bitch.
He was on his hands and knees dusting the baseboards and trying not to stare at Ezmerelda when the doorbell rang. It was her friend Gia, who came in, sat down and started to talk before she even saw Dan on the floor on the other side of the room. Gia was a brown haired beauty with equally beautiful legs and a killer body, dressed casually in a pair of cutoff jeans and a sweatshirt.
She whispered at Ezmerelda, loud enough for Dan to hear. "Did you know there was a guy on your floor?" she asked.
"Yes, this is my man-servant for a day, Dan, he lost a bet on a test and has to be my slave for the day," she said.
Gia looked over at Dan who waved subserviently. "So let me get this straight," she said. "You have a man-slave for a day, a man-slave who is, by the way, not too bad to look at, and all you have him doing is cleaning your floors?"
Ezmerelda caught the allusion and almost blushed. She hadn't thought of Dan being particularly attractive before, but he did look pretty good in shorts and a t-shirt. Of course that may just have been because all men look good cleaning your house.
"What would you have him do?" Ezmerelda asked, and almost immediately regretted the question.
Gia rolled her eyes at her. "At the very least, I'd make him do the cleaning without a shirt on," she giggled.
Dan couldn't help but chuckle himself at the idea, but Ezmerelda was initially reluctant to ask, until Gia kept at her. Finally she gave in and asked her day-slave to remove his shirt.
"As you wish, Queen Ezmerelda," he said, standing to remove his shirt.
"Oh my, he has to call you Queen all day too?" asked Gia. "How do I win one a bet like this?"
Gia walked over to sit beside Ezmerelda on the couch, in an obvious effort to get a better view of the now shirtless man slave. As Dan continued his work, the two girls began a heated, but whispered conversation, broken by fits of giggling and arguing. At one point Ezmerelda ended up putting her hand over Gia's mouth in an effort to keep her quiet, but Gia broke free long enough to yell out "Ezmerelda wishes for her man slave to take off his shorts!"
Dan felt his head jolt at the notion. This slave work was suddenly getting interesting. He stood up to face the two girls on the couch. "Is this what Queen Ezmerelda wishes?" he asked.
Ezmerelda was in a full-on blush and had both hands over her own mouth, and though she was unable to speak, she did manage a half nod.
Dan obediently took his shorts off and let them fall to the ground, and now stood before the girls with just a pair of gray cotton boxers. This was both exhilarating and humiliating at the same time.
For the girls, it was all exhilaration. "OO-la-la," said Gia, looking him over from head to toe. "Your slave looks a lot better in just boxers."
Ezmerelda swatted Gia in the arm to shut her up, but she too was taken aback by how much better Dan looked without clothes. Her eyes furtively checked out his fit physique, lingering too long on his boxers. She felt herself getting flush and decided she needed to get Gia under control.
But Gia was having none of that, she completely usurped the Queen duties. For the next ten minutes, it was 'Queen Ezmerelda wants you to wipe that spent on the ceiling with both hands,' or 'Queen Ezmerelda wants you to bend over and pick up that piece of paper.' There was little pretension on Gia's part, her requests were more about getting Dan into various poses than house cleaning. For each new task, Gia would give an ooh or an ah, while Ezmerelda fought a losing battle with blushing and telling her to stop. Dan had to admit to himself he was enjoying being on display in front of two very attractive girls, even as a slave. He was trying hard to hide his growing arousal, but he was fighting a losing battle.
"Ezmerelda wants you to wipe the dust off this picture frame," Gia said with a grin, pointing to the picture hanging above the couch behind them.
"As you wish, Queen Ezmerelda," said Dan. He realized Gia's motivation, as he would have to stand on the front of the couch and lean between the two girls to get to the picture frame. Essentially, they would be getting a close up view of his boxers at eye level.
He dutifully climbed up in front of the girls, with his dust rag, and got into position to clean the frame, a position which would put his boxers about a foot away from the girl's faces. Gia actually moved in for a closer view, while Ezmerelda unsuccessfully pretended not to look. All the attention was moving Dan from semi-aroused to fully aroused.
From their vantage point they could clearly see the outline of Dan's swelling manhood swaying under the thin fabric of the boxers. He had moved past being embarrassed by his erection to being proud to show it off, especially with Gia's whispered comments about his "impressive package" that he could clearly overhear.
After five minutes of "cleaning the picture frame," Dan stepped back off the couch and stood in front of them to await his next task. Ezmerelda was just about to tell him to put his clothes back on and tell him he was free to go but Gia spoke first. "Ezmerelda wishes that you give her a ten minute foot massage," she said quickly. Before he could even answer and before Ezmerelda could stop her, she had jumped up, guided Dan into her place on the couch and swung Ezmerelda's feet onto his lap. "Hang on, I'll get some massage oil," she added, running off to the bathroom.
While Gia was gone, Dan put his hands on Ezmerelda's feet and gave them a light tickle and rub. "Is this as you wish, Queen Ezmerelda?"
Ezmerelda blushed and then got serious. "I did not mean for this to happen, this is all Gia," she said. "I hope this is ok with you."
"Well, this is a lot more fun that washing your car," he said. "I've never been a sex slave before."
Her facial reaction to the words "sex slave" immediately made him wish he could take it back.
"Well, we can't get too crazy, I have a boyfriend back home," she said.
"Right, I didn't mean we were going to have sex or anything," Dan blurted out. "I have a girlfriend back home too."
They both nodded, satisfied that the boundary had been set. But honestly, both felt a pang of disappointment.
Gia came bounding back into the room with the massage oil, ending the moment. She knelt down in front of Dan and took the liberty of pouring way too much oil onto Ezmerelda's feet, which drained off onto Dan's thighs and boxers. She giggled as she used "saving the couch" as an excuse to rubbing the oil into Dan's thighs while he massaged Ezmerelda's feet. Ezmerelda may have been uncomfortable with the sexual tension, but there was no way she was going to turn down a foot massage, and Dan had two very skilled and strong hands. So skilled, in fact, that Ezmerelda was unable to stifle an appreciative moan.
Gia had seen and heard enough, and she wanted in. "Ezmerelda wants you to give her friend Gia a foot massage too," she said, jumping up on the couch beside her. She lifted one leg over Ezmerelda's so the two girls' feet were tangled up on Dan's lap, and he took a moment to be thankful he had lost the bet — his lucky hands were caressing four pretty, oil covered feet, attached to two beautiful sets of long, lean legs, sexily intertwined. They moaned and cooed as he rotated the foot massage, always making sure he was working on both of them at the same time.
Gia had to keep pushing the envelope, nudging Ezmerelda's feet closer to Dan's crotch every few moments. Ezmerelda pushed back, setting up a subtle but fervent struggle on the tops of Dan's oiled up thighs.
"Stop doing that," hissed Ezmerelda to Gia, loud enough for Dan to hear. "I've got a boyfriend and he's got a girlfriend."
"It's ok, it's not cheating if you're wearing clothes," giggled Gia.
Ezmerelda was distracted by the thought and Gia took the opportunity to push her foot right up into Dan's crotch. The contact caused Dan's cock to leap to full attention, and Ezmerelda was treated to a foot perspective of Dan's size and firmness, which were both very impressive.
Ezmerelda gasped in shock and embarrassment and pulled her feet back off Dan's lap. "I think that's enough of a foot massage," she said. "That was very nice, thanks."
"Very, very nice," added Gia, taking the opportunity to drag her toe up and down Dan's thighs. "I'll bet you that Queen Ezmerelda would like a shoulder massage now."
Ezmerelda, feeling warm and flustered, was already nodding her head no.
So Gia took matters into her own hands. "Well, Ezmerelda wishes for her slave to give her good friend Gia a shoulder massage," she said. In a flash, she had moved into position in Dan's lap, her knees on the couch on either side of him, her ass settled down nicely on his upper thighs. She was facing away from him and leaning back, so it was easy for him to reach out and place his hands on her shoulders. Ezmerelda was too shocked to even close her mouth, and Dan was so mesmerized he forgot to say "as you wish, Ezmerelda." He just started gently rubbing her shoulders and upper back through her sweatshirt.
He had not massaged her shoulders long enough for Ezmerelda to close her mouth when Gia reached up and pulled her sweatshirt over her head and swept her long brown hair in front of her shoulder to give Dan full access to her back.
"GIA!" screamed Ezmerelda in shock.
"What, I've got a bra on, I just wanted to make it easier on your slave," she grinned.
Ezmerelda rolled her eyes in exasperation with her crazy friend. She had to admit feeling a bit of jealousy, sitting there on the couch watching Dan's strong hands moving up and down Gia's gracefully arched back. She also couldn't help but notice that Gia was grinding her crotch down on Dan's lap, and her ass was slowly sliding back towards Dan's bulging boxers. It wasn't long before Gia had worked herself into position so that Dan's cock was sliding up and down the length of her ass. Ezmerelda felt like she was watching a live porno.
"That's probably enough with the back massage," she said sarcastically. "Dan has a girlfriend and I don't think she would appreciate you having sex with him."
"Simulated sex is not the same thing as sex," Gia grinned. "It doesn't count if you have clothes on, it's not cheating."
Gia swung her leg over and changed position so that now she was facing toward Dan. She slid forward so that their crotches were pressed together, then leaned away from him. "For example, if we didn't have any clothes on, we would definitely be having sex right now. But with clothes on, it's more like I'm just sitting in the lap of your slave boy." She reconsidered the label after feeling the hardness between her legs. "Sorry, I mean, slave MAN."
"Okay, I think that's enough pretend sex, I think Dan has earned the right of emancipation," Ezmerelda said.
In reality, Dan was prepared to offer his services as slave for life at this point, but he didn't say anything.
Gia gave an exaggerated frown. "Ah gee, just when it was getting fun," she said. "Let me show you one other simulated sex position, and then we can let him go."
Ezmerelda figured Gia would do it anyway, so she just nodded.
"Ezmerelda wants you to lay down on your back on the floor," Gia said to Dan.
Dan did as he was told, giving the standard 'as you wish' line. Gia grabbed Ezmerelda's hand, lifted her off the couch and brought her over to where Dan was. Before she could react, Gia had wrestled Ezmerelda down so that her knees were on either side of Dan's head, and Gia had moved down to straddle Dan's cock once again. It took a moment for Ezmerelda to realize that essentially she was sitting on Dan's face, looking back at Gia who was riding cowboy.
Ezmerelda screamed. "Gia, what the hell?"
Gia smiled. "I call this the threesome simulation."
Ezmerelda looked down and realized that Dan was getting a free up skirt view, and the only way she could think to solve that was to move closer so that the skirt covered his face and left him in darkness. For the next several minutes, Dan sat there in darkness and listened to the impassioned whispering of Ezmerelda as she essentially chewed Gia out for being such a slut. He couldn't help but notice that while she was lambasting Gia, she was also not moving from her position above him. Her skirt fully covered his head, so Gia couldn't see his face.
Dan's face was close enough to Ezmerelda's panties that he could feel the heat coming off her, he could smell her delicious scent. He couldn't see anything in the darkness, but he could feel the movement of the skirt and was guessing that her warm, wet pussy was just inches from his mouth. That thought, coupled with Gia wriggling around on his cock, had sent his head spinning. The ache to taste her became too much, and in a weak moment he stuck his tongue up. He didn't think he would make contact, but he did, and Ezmerelda immediately jolted up and away from his tongue. She was right in the middle of saying something and he heard her stop. He held his breath, feeling sure Ezmerelda was getting ready to stand up and tell him to get out.
But there was nothing but a deafening silence as he awaited sentencing in the darkness. Then, unexpectedly, he felt her ease down closer to his face. In another daring moment, he lifted his tongue out again, brushing up against her ever so slightly, and again she pulled away. And then, just as quickly, she eased back down again, and in a moment Dan would never forget, she allowed him to softly, gently slide his tongue the length of her pussy.
Ezmerelda fought the overwhelming urge to moan and shudder, opting instead to give the pretense to Gia that she there was no real contact. Each time she felt Dan's tongue pressing up against her panties it became more difficult, and Dan knew how to use his tongue. Her outer personae was berating Gia for abusing her slave, while her inner personae was building slowly to an intense orgasm.
Dan was in three places at once. First, he was feeling Gia dry humping him. Second, he was trying to overhear the impassioned whispering above him. And third, and most importantly, he was in heaven feeling Ezmerelda on his mouth. He heard Gia interrupt Ezmerelda.
"The only way to make this threesome simulation better would be if your shirt was off and we were kissing right now, just like in that porno we watched the other night," Gia said.
Dan couldn't hear Ezmerelda's response, but a few moments later he felt her hands on his chest, and Gia's hands on his abdomen, and it was silent above him. Without thinking about it he moved one hand onto Gia's waist and another above him onto Ezmerelda's waist, which he found to be bare. In his mind's eye, he could see Gia and Ezmerelda locked in a tender, passionate kiss above him, their shirtless bodies writhing together.
He was correct. Ezmerelda had become so aroused by Dan's tongue lashing she might have done anything, and taking off her shirt and kissing Gia seemed entirely within reason. Dan's face was covered with a skirt, so he couldn't see that she had taken off her shirt and was kissing Gia. She didn't realize just how much she wanted to put her mouth on something, and Gia's soft mouth and tongue was the perfect something. Having her so close also allowed her to move her lower body with more abandon, and between the kissing, the grinding and Dan's skilled tongue, she was getting close to losing it.
Dan could feel Ezmerelda gyrating on his face, and then he could feel her body tightening up, and then he felt her entire body shudder deeply and he felt a warm surge on his face. He was just about to explode himself when Ezmerelda suddenly rolled off him and declared that the party was over. Gia reluctantly stood up and looked down at him.
"Damn, if he were my slave I wouldn't let him stop serving me until the sun came up," she said. She was looking down on him like a dog looks at beef stew. "It sure is a shame that we didn't get a chance to see him all the way....naked."
Dan was so mesmerized looking up at the girls he was hardly listening. Ezmerelda was on her knees and Gia was standing up looking down on him, both girls seemed to have forgotten they were shirtless. As he gazed at the beautiful curves of their lacy bras, he somehow caught the word naked.



Ezmerelda didn't respond right away, which let the notion of Dan being nude linger in the air. Truth be told, she was about to express her discontent with the idea but then an image got stuck in her head. The image of Dan, standing naked in front of them. Her mouth began to water and she felt dizzy. "I don't... I think .... I, I," she stammered in circles.
Gia jumped on the opportunity. She grabbed Ezmerelda's hand and dragged her back over to the couch like a kid at Christmas. "C'mon, you'll never have another chance to command a guy to take his clothes off for you," she said. "Let's just have a quick look and then we'll set him free."
Ezmerelda's head was spinning. "I think... I'm not sure..."
"C'mon Ezmerelda, make the command," Gia grinned.
Dan stood up in front of the girls, just a few feet from the couch. He raised his hands up and rested his thumbs on the inside of the waistband. He was making it clear to Ezmerelda it was ok, and she got the message.
"Okay, okay, but no touching," she blushed. "I command you to take your boxers off," she managed.
Dan took his time, letting the moment build. "As you wish, Queen Ezmerelda," he said.
Slowly, carefully, he lifted the front of his boxers to get clear of his rock hard erection, and pulled them down to his thighs and then let them fall to the ground.
There was silence, then a gasp, then someone said "wow."
"Holy beef," said Gia.
Dan without boxers was even more impressive. Not only was his cock well above average, it was flawless in terms of shape, color and the urgency of its curve. Magnificent was the word that came to Ezmerelda's mind.
Standing proudly naked in front of two beautiful, half dressed girls was the most erotic thing Dan had ever done. Feeling their eyes on him, looking intently at him, with their mouths half open, made it even more arousing.
Even Gia was having trouble communicating. "I, I, aye yai yai," she stammered. "I was just wondering, maybe you didn't get all the dust off that picture frame?"
Dan didn't wait for Ezmerelda to make the command, since she seemed to be in a waking coma. He stepped up on the couch as he had before and pretended to check the picture frame, though it was pretty obvious he was doing it just to showcase his goods at close range. This was the first time he had ever been a nude on display, and quite frankly he was enjoying every second.
The girls weren't minding either. They sat there, side by side on the couch, their faces less than a foot away from Dan's cock, their mouth's hanging slightly open. Ezmerelda felt the world slipping away, and she momentarily forgot Gia was there. It was just her and that warm, hard cock, and her mouth ached to be wrapped around it. Subconsciously, she leaned closer, her half open mouth moving just a few inches away. She was just about to take him into her mouth when she caught Gia's eyes, and realized Gia was now looking at her with an amused expression. It jolted her out of her hypnotic trance and put her back into reality, and she leaned back on the couch.
"Okay, good job slave, you may stop, ah, inspecting the picture frame now," she said.
Gia giggled and leaned back as well. "Right, the 'inspection' passed!"
"As you wish Queen Ezmerelda," Dan smiled, and stood back up in front of them, his cock still rigidly pointing toward the ceiling.
"He really has been a good slave Ezmerelda," said Gia. "I think it's kinda cruel that we are leaving him in such a state."
Ezmerelda's eyes had still not left Dan's cock. "What can we do about it, he has a girlfriend, we have boyfriends, and we decided that no touching would be allowed."
"Well actually, we decided that we couldn't touch him," Gia said. "There is nothing wrong with him...touching...himself."
The thought of that nearly made Dan swoon, he was actually aching to do just that. His cock was begging for attention, and release. Ezmerelda seemed to be struggling with the decision, so he decided to make it easy on her. He moved one hand over and lightly stroked the length of his cock, from tip to base.
"If you wish it to be so, Queen Ezmerelda, I will make it so," he said.
Gia squealed with delight as Ezmerelda slowly nodded.
Dan ran both hands up and down the sides of his cock a few times, then let one hand take over as he slowly stroked himself in front of them. He was taking his time, making it last, enjoying every minute of watching the girls watching him.
"I'll bet you'd be more comfortable doing that laying down," said Gia, her eyes never leaving his cock.
He half nodded, and before he knew what had happened, Gia had grabbed his arm and pulled him down onto the couch so that he was laying half on and half between the two girls. He immediately resumed his stroking rhythm on his aching cock. The contact of his body on the warm, bare skin of the girls was sending him over the edge. He quickened his pace as he felt his orgasm rising and as his cock grew even bigger, the girl's eyes got wider and their mouths fell further open.
The last thing he remembered before his explosive orgasm was looking over and seeing Ezmerelda looking into his eyes, she had the deepest, most lovely brown eyes he had ever seen.
His next conscious thought was looking down at himself and seeing his abdomen covered in cum. His heart was still hammering in his chest. The girls were still looking on in amazement.
Ezmerelda shook herself out of the fog first, jumping up and getting a towel for him out of the bathroom. By the time she got back, Gia had gotten up and was giving a rambling, nearly incoherent speech about how this was the most incredible thing ever, and how she wanted a slave for a day, and if Dan wanted to make another bet with her, or how much he would charge her to be her slave for a day.
"He's not for sale Gia, this was a one time thing," Ezmerelda said defensively, as she handed Dan the towel.
Gia rambled for a bit longer and then said something about how she needed to call her boyfriend because she was so horny she was going to fuck his brains out, and then she stormed out the door without even putting her sweatshirt on.
With Gia gone, the mood became more awkward. On one hand, both Ezmerelda and Dan were committed to maintaining their boundaries. On the other, they were both sharing a similar fantasy, one that involved Dan rising from the couch and taking Ezmerelda into his arms. He would reach behind her and unclasp her bra and hold her bare breasts tight to him, while his hands moved down beneath her skirt. His strong hands would grasp her ass and pull her into him, and he would kiss her, deeply and passionately, as her hands ran through his hair. Then he would sweep her up into his arms and carry her back to the bedroom, where they would make passionate love until they couldn't move anymore.
Instead, he got up clumsily from the couch, and Ezmerelda went over and got her shirt back on. She instructed him to get dressed, and he did as he was told. As she walked him to the door, they were suddenly both shy and awkward.
"Well, thank you for ah ... thank you for having me as your slave for a day," Dan said.
"Thank you for coming," said Ezmerelda, blushing at her own words. "It was a nice day."
Dan thought briefly about kissing her goodbye, or maybe hugging, but nothing seemed right. At a loss, he held out his hand and they shook hands. As he walked out the door he decided it had been the weirdest and best day of his life.
The second Ezmerelda closed the door, she stumbled over to the couch and curled up in a fetal position. In her mind, she replayed the entire afternoon. She was smiling the entire time.
When Dan got home to his apartment he also sat down and relieved the entire experience. It had been great fun, being with Ezmerelda and Gia, but there was something about Ezmerelda that had captured his mind. Gia was funny and sexy and crazy, but Ezmerelda dominated his thoughts.
After a while he flipped on his computer and checked his email. He didn't have much, but there was one message from his chemistry teacher that caught his attention. Apparently his teacher had made an error calculating some of the grades.
He pulled up the spread sheet showing the grades, and was pleased to see that the professor had added six points to his grade. That thought didn't completely hit him until he glanced down the list and saw that Ezmerelda's grade had not changed. Which meant that in actuality, HE had won the bet.
If HE had won the bet, that would mean that Ezmerelda would have to be his slave for a day. A flood of emotions, thoughts and visual fantasies hit him like a freight train. He didn't even realize his phone was ringing.
"Hello?"
"Hey, it's me, Ezmerelda. Listen, I don't know if you have seen it yet, but apparently our chemistry professor made a mistake."
There was a long, rich silence on both ends of the phone. She knew it, he knew it, there was little need for discussion.
"I'll see you at my apartment 8 am Saturday," he said. "I have a long list of things for my slave to do."
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Reading part one of this story is recommended, but if not here's the quick summary: Jessie and James are roommates, James has a problem with premature ejaculation, so his sister(a lesbian) volunteers to give him sex therapy, which involves him walking around naked and her walking around in lingerie, all in an effort to keep him aroused for long periods of time without having an orgasm.
After spending a surprisingly arousing week walking around naked in front of his sexy, but lesbian sister, James felt a lot more confident about his ability to avoid premature ejaculation. But he also felt a little disappointed that the sex therapy was now over. The last week had been the most erotic week of his life, and while he didn't want to have sex with his sister, he didn't want to stop either.
His sister Jessie was also feeling disappointed. An avowed lesbian with a steady girlfriend, she had nonetheless very much enjoyed seeing her attractive brother walk around with a proud erection, and had gotten quite aroused when she donned sexy lingerie and pranced around in front of him. She had reveled in her role as sex therapist, keeping him rock hard for several days before finally allowing him to masturbate. As she lay on her bed stroking Joe, her lifelike vibrating dildo, she visualized the moment they shared on the couch, when she straddled him, without touching him, as he masturbated, looking up at her adoringly. The orgasm he had experienced had been epic, covering both of them with a virtual lake of warm fluid. She had not told him, but she had experienced a very strong orgasm as well, all the more amazing since she wasn't full naked and wasn't even touching herself.
As she re-lived the moment, it became a fantasy, and instead of his hands on his cock it was hers. Both of her hands caressed him softly, as she watched him writhe in pleasure beneath her. Then she slid down on the couch and poised her watering mouth just inches away from the tip of his cock. She looked up at him and saw his eyes pleading, and she obeyed his silent command, first kissing, then licking, then taking him all the way into her mouth. As she sucked his cock passionately, one hand went down to her crotch and she had barely touched herself when she felt a strong orgasm wash over her. When she came back to reality she realized that Joe the Dildo was getting a fabulous blow job. She felt almost silly as she let the dildo slide out of her mouth. Get a grip, she thought to herself. She was not going to have sex with her brother. She was still thinking about how she was not going to have sex with her brother, and some of the many different ways that she would not be doing that, when the phone rang and jilted her out of her revelry.
James spent a long, boring day at work, much different than the past week when he had spent every working hour fantasizing about the evening's sex therapy. The day finally ended, and when he got home he stood in front of the door for a few minutes, reliving the memory of coming home to his sister dressed in a silky white robe, and remembering how she had removed it to showcase her fabulous body covered only in a pink bra and thong.
So it came as a bit of a pleasant surprise when he opened the door and Jessie was again dressed in the silky white robe. She met his surprised look with a a big grin.
"Hey bro, how was your day?" she said.
"Well, ok I guess," he said with some hesitation. "What's going on?"
"I've decided that you passed the first two stages of sex therapy, and its time we moved on to stage three," she said.
"Stage three," he murmured. His mind was racing with all the potential that stage three could bring, but he didn't want to seem over anxious. "So what happens in stage three?"
"First, get ready, then we'll talk," she said.
"Get ready?" he asked
"Yes, just like before, get a shower and get naked," she answered.
James didn't have to be told twice, he took a quick shower and came back out into the den, his cock already at half mast.
"Okay, good to see you again," winked Jessie. As she spoke, she attached the mild shock collar around James' neck, which she used to distract him when he became too aroused. "Now, for stage three, what we have to do is go even further, taking your arousal to higher levels, while putting off your release for four days. As before, you must do whatever I tell you to do."
James nodded, his imagination running wild. At the same time he was fighting the urge to imagine it, he was imagining what it would be like to have sex with his sister. What else could the next stage be? He should've been ashamed for thinking about sex with his sister, but instead his cock was now fully erect.
"I hope you can handle this," Jessie said, as she walked slowly over to her bedroom door. She looked back at him with a smile as she reached for the doorknob.
James felt his heart pounding. This was really going to happen. His sister was going to have him into her bedroom, and they were going to have sex. Sex without orgasm, he guessed, but still.
She opened the door, but didn't go in. Instead, to his shock, Jessie's girlfriend Terry walked slowly out, dressed in a pair of very short cutoff jeans and a tank top.
James felt his mouth fall open and his hands instinctively went to cover his crotch. He looked back and forth at Jessie and Terry in stunned silence, unable to comprehend. They were looking back at him with slight grins on their faces.
Finally Jessie spoke up. She walked over close to Terry and put an arm around her and then looked back at James. "As you can see, Terry got back in town sooner than expected. For stage three, we are going to arouse you for four days with the ultimate male fantasy," she said, hesitating for effect. "Hot, live, girl on girl action."
The girls turned towards each other on cue, and their lips met, softly at first and then more passionately, eventually giving James the full on, tongue-twirling make out show. James hands were doing little to cover his throbbing erection and he let them fall to his sides, and then he felt his legs go out and he fell to his knees in front of them.
They broke their kiss to look over at him. "He's cute," said Terry with a grin. "I can see how he might make you wanna change teams, even if he is your brother."
Jessie blushed and then caught herself and got back into sex therapist mode. She carefully laid out the ground rules for stage three. The girls would not be having sex with him. They would not be fully nude in front of him, but would be dressing, and acting, very provocatively. He would not be allowed into their bedroom. He would be teased and taunted and kept at full erection from 5 - 11 pm every night for four straight days, without release. And he would have to obey their commands.
"I could think of a lot of commands I'd like for him to perform," said Terry. In one quick move she flipped off her tank top, leaving her dressed only in jean cutoffs and a small white bra. James was kept speechless as he looked at Terry's fit form. She was dark with brown hair, had just a hint of oriental background, and had an incredible body. She and Jessie had met at karate class.
"This is therapy," Jessie sternly reminded her. "No sex allowed."
"Except between us, right?" she said to Jessie, leaning back over to kiss and nuzzle Jessie's neck. As she did so, Jessie's robe fell part open, revealing a smoking hot leopard print teddy.
James raised his hand.
"Yes, did you have a question?" said Jessie.
"No, I just need you to shock me a few times before I release all over the floor," he said. "Maybe more than a few times."
So began the first night of stage three, and the beginning of the greatest sexual torture James had ever imagined. It was hard not being able to release the tension, but it was great to be hard in front of two hot girls in lingerie. It was awkward at first being in front of Terry, who he hardly knew, but over time her humor and flirting made it a lot more fun than he would've imagined. Fun, but always arousing, because if the girls caught his erection falling off, they knew just what to do to make him hard again.
They spent most of the first night making out in front of him on the couch. They hadn't been together in weeks, so it wasn't hard to pretend, and the presence of a good looking naked man in the room didn't hurt, even if they were lesbians. James couldn't help but notice that for lesbians, they spent a lot of time looking at his cock.
For three straight hours, Terry and Jessie kissed and fondled each other on the couch. Jessie's robe had come off in the first hour, so James got a great view of two beautiful bodies. He was impressed with how the women seemed to be in no hurry to have sex, they seemed to enjoy the journey over the event, and made mental notes for future reference.
But at some point even they reached their boiling point, and they said good night to James and went into their bedroom. For the next hour James was treated to the sounds of two women making love, which was more than enough to keep him rock hard until he finally drifted off to sleep.
Stage Three, Day Two
James broke several traffic laws on the way home from work in anticipation of more sexual therapy. All day his mind had wandered with the possibilities. When he walked in the reality surpassed his imagination. The girls had gone shopping, and had bought a few very sexy bathing suits.
"We talked it over and we were both concerned that you might not be aroused enough while taking your shower," Jessie said. "So today we are going to join you, if you don't mind."
James didn't mind. The trio clamored into the shower, Jessie and Terry in their swimsuits and James wearing nothing but a giant erection. First, James was treated to the sight of Jessie lathering up with soap and covering Terry from head to toe, taking special care to make sure James got a good view of her hands fondling Terry's breasts and taking an inordinate amount of time washing her ass and crotch. Then he got to see Terry return the favor. If that wasn't enough, then the two girls turned their focus to him, lathering him from head to toe and caressing him all over, except for the one place that was aching to be caressed. He had to back them off a few times because he could feel himself getting over heated — having one girl kneeling in front of you rubbing your thighs while another girl is reaching around from behind you to rub your lower abdomen will do that.
Day two only got better after that. The girls had obviously planned a full evening of erection-maintaining activities. After the shower, James was treated to a lingerie show, featuring a variety of revealing outfits. It would've been entertaining enough just to see the outfits one by one, but the girls came out together each time, parading around in front of him and getting in seductive poses with each other. The outfits got better each round, the girls got racier each round, and James cock got harder each round.
Nothing could prepare him for the final set of outfits. The girls came out looking like twins, wearing a very sheer white chemise and a barely there thong. James had a virtually unobstructed view from the waist up, and it was better than his fantasies. Both girls had beautiful breasts, well shaped with nipples standing at attention. Jessie seemed a little nervous wearing the outfit, it appeared that Terry had talked her into it. She did loosen up some when Terry came up behind her and slid her hands under the chemise and caressed her breasts. Her eyes closed and she leaned back and they kissed, and Terry let one hand slide down so that she was rubbing her crotch with one hand and caressing her breasts with the other. Jessie couldn't help but sway back and forth, and pretty soon they were almost dancing in a tight embrace in front of James, who had long stopped breathing or blinking.
He was so transfixed looking at them, in fact, that he didn't notice at first that they were looking at him, or more specifically, his cock, with equal attention, and he heard Terry whisper something to Jessie about it being "even bigger." He looked down at himself, and unless his eyes were deceiving him, his cock seemed to have swollen to new heights. It looked, and felt, at least an inch bigger.
"You'd better relax a little before you overheat," Jessie said. "Lie down and we'll give you a massage."
James quickly did as he was told, and was treated to an oily four handed massage that started at his feet, moved slowly up his thighs, and then came painfully close to his still swollen cock. They continued with his abdomen and worked their way up to his chest and shoulders. Making the massage even more delicious, or painful depending on how you looked at it, was the fact that every so often the girls would feel compelled to kiss each other while they rubbed his body, making it almost seem like he was watching a threesome that he wasn't allowed to participate in.
The massage was also clearly having an effect on the girls, who opted to retire to their room shortly after. For the second night in a row, James was treated to the distinct sounds of passionate love making through the wall. He fell asleep with a hard on and woke up with one the next day, and was pretty sure he had maintained an erection all night.
Stage Three, Day Three
It was hard to imagine how the therapy could get any better, but when James walked in the door he got the immediate impression it was going to be much better. Jessie and Terry were dressed in sexy bikinis and were in the middle of a tequila shot out of a half empty bottle. They were laughing hysterically and obviously wasted.
"It's about time, we've been looking forward to having our sex toy — I mean doing sex therapy — all day," grinned Terry.
"Either way, I'm all yours," said James, who had already started undressing. "Tell me what you want."
"Actually, we've decided to change up the rules for day three," said Jessie.
Down to his boxers, James couldn't help but hesitate with the arousing thoughts of rule changes.
"For day three, instead of us telling you what to do, we are going to have you tell us what to do," she said. "Just understand that there will be no touching."
"Except girl on girl touching," added Terry quickly.
"Right," said Jessie. "And some boy-girl touching, just not of certain parts. For long periods."
It seemed that some loopholes had entered the discussion.
"Hmm, the ultimate male fantasy, two girls and complete control, but with brutal limitations," James said. "Still, I can work with that. Let's start by getting wet."
James led the trio into the shower, where the hot water made their swimsuits almost see through. They didn't seem to mind, since he had them making out with each other for most of the shower.
By the time the shower was half over James had come up with enough ideas to last the rest of the week. First, he had them change into the lingerie from the day before, with the sheer see through top. Jessie was still guarded about being fully nude in front of him, but Terry made up for it by slowly undressing out of the swimsuit and then slipping into the lingerie. After that he had them turn off the lights, light candles, bring him a shot of tequila...pretty much anything he could think of that would involve them prancing around in front of him.
"Well, since we're agreed that we can't have sex, I think we should have the next best thing," said James. "Simulated sex."
"Simulated, that sounds mysterious," giggled Terry.
"Not at all," said James. "We will just get into different positions like we were having sex, but without full contact."
Jessie was looking at her naked brother, but her mind was spinning. His idea struck her as being brilliant and dangerous at the same time. She was nervous, and excited. "Okay, tell us where you want us," she said.
The words "tell us where you want us" made James almost breathless, but he managed to communicate several positions he had been fantasizing about for some time.
First he had one girl straddle his face while the other straddled his waist. Of course, while they were in that position he had them making out. Terry was the one straddling his face, and she had a knack for getting as close to his watering mouth as physically possible. Meanwhile, Jessie was gyrating above his cock and coming close enough for her panties to make fleeting contact.
Then he had Terry down on all fours and got on his knees behind her in a simulated doggy style, with Jessie laying down in front of Terry, her crotch in Terry's face. Fortunately no one said the girls had to be simulated, because as near as James could tell Terry was giving Jessie a pretty good tongue thrashing.
Looking down at Terry's gorgeous, barely covered ass writhing around in front of him, just inches away from his cock, he became amazed at how well he was controlling himself. He was rock hard and fully aroused, but felt like he was in total control of holding off on his orgasm.
Still, he felt the need to cool down, so the next position he chose had the two girls enjoying each other in the 69 position, which allowed him to watch from a distance.
James saved his favorite fantasy for last. For the last several days he had been having a vision that he badly wanted to fulfill. He didn't know how to say it so he just blurted it out.
"I want a two girl blow job," he said.
The girls took a break from their 69 position to look over at him.
"Correct me if I'm wrong, but I think a blow job would involve breaking rules," said Terry, licking her lips and crawling toward him. "But it sure is tempting."
James could tell by her expression that he had overstepped with Jessie. "This blow job would be non contact," he said. "I want you both to get on your knees in front of me and blow on my cock."
Terry looked over at Jessie, who was still looking unsure, but for the last several days she had been dying to have a reason to get closer to James' cock. That urge won over and the two girls took up position on either side of him, on their knees. Terry was first, pursing her lips and blowing lightly on his balls, then moving up slowly blowing along his length, then on the top and slowly back down the front. She gasped at the end, running out of breath.
Jessie's eyes had watched her girlfriend intently, and she ached to be in her place. So almost before Terry had finished, she was stepping up and continuing the no-contact blow job, blowing on James cock from top to bottom and back again. When she finished both girls had become so hot and bothered from the closeness of the warm hard cock they were both close to losing control. Their lips met just inches from his cock and they shared a passionately wet, open mouth french kiss, as James looked down on them. He noticed that as they kissed each other, their eyes stayed glued to his cock.
After a moment they broke their kiss and returned their attention to James, this time simultaneously blowing on his cock, up and down and all over. It was torture for him to have them so close, but it was heaven to feel their warm breath caressing his hot cock.
Watching the girls making out and blowing on him had made it difficult to control himself, and he was close to breaking the rules and shoving his dick into someone's mouth.
Apparently it was also torture for Jessie. After a few minutes of the simulated blow job, she suddenly stood up and grabbed Terry's hand. As she pulled a reluctant Terry towards her bedroom, she mumbled something about enough therapy for one night and they disappeared into her room.
James was relieved to be free of the danger of contact with his sister, but it killed him to see the girls leaving him behind. He knew they were as horny as he was, and they were going to have the chance to do something about it. He looked down at his cock, still hard, and realized that he still had to wait until tomorrow to enjoy the release he was aching for.



He went into the kitchen and downed another shot of tequila to calm his nerves and headed down the hall towards his room. Passing Jessie's room, he suddenly realized that the door was a little under half way open. Open enough for him to look in. Open enough for him to quietly step inside and see the bed.
What he saw was quite a vision. In the candlelit room, Terry had put on a strap on dildo and was on her back on the bed. Jessie was laying on top, her mouth ravenously licking and sucking on the dildo like her life depended on it. It wasn't hard for James to figure out that she was imagining his dick in her mouth.
Terry spotted James coming into the room almost immediately, and smiled and winked at him. It took a few moments for the very distracted Jessie to notice her naked brother standing by the bed, watching her sucking on the dildo. She glanced up at Terry and could tell she didn't mind the company.
Looking back at James, she caught his eye and gazed at him as she slowly wrapped her tongue around the head of the dildo.
"You like this don't you," she whispered softly.
He could only nod.
She licked her tongue all the way up the front of the dildo, her eyes still on him. "I'll bet you wish this was you, don't you?"
Mesmerized by the scene, he could again only nod.
"Ok then, come here," she said softly.
His heart stopped beating for a moment as he moved towards her.
"Come here.... and kiss it," she said suddenly, pointing the strap on towards him.
The shocking turn helped him find his voice. "No, I thought you meant that..."
"I know what you thought," Jessie said. "I told you to kiss it."
James stood beside the bed in wide eyed shock. In a blink of an eye, he'd gone from getting a blow job to giving one. Even if it was a strap on blow job given to his sister's girlfriend.
"Do what I tell you to, and I'll grant you early release," Jessie said.
The way his cock felt James would've done just about anything for early release. He eased onto the bed and got in position between Terry's legs. He looked at the strap on and then back to Terry's smiling face. "Kiss it," she said.
James reached up with one unsteady hand and gripped the base of the dildo. He took a deep breath, leaned forward and planted a kiss on the top of the cock. It was warm and soft, and the thought of what it would feel like as the recipient made giving it erotic.
"Nice, now lick it," said Jessie.
James looked at Jessie briefly but realized resistance was futile. He looked at the cock in his hand, it very similar in size and shape to his own. He leaned back in and ran his tongue all the way up and down the cock, watching Jessie watch him, her mouth open.
"Suck it," she said.
James had long overcome his reservations about having a cock in his mouth, rationalizing that it really wasn't gay to have a cock in his mouth as long as it was a girl's cock, and as long as it wasn't real. He moved his mouth to the tip of the dildo and let it slide in. He quickly realized the base of the dildo was lined up with Terry's clit, and when he pushed his mouth down onto it, it pushed up against her clit through her panties. He could tell by her wriggling against him she was enjoying having her strap on sucked.
Seeing her becoming more aroused made him pick up the pace, and before long he had totally lost himself sucking her cock, rhythmically pushing it up against her and hearing her appreciative moans. His eyes were closed most of the time, but when he opened it he could see his sister watching him closely, with one hand between her legs, while Terry had her hands in her hair and her mouth open in ecstasy.
James could feel Terry coming before he heard her, and Jessie moved up on the bed to kiss her as her body shook uncontrollably. It took her a while to recover as she watched James lightly licking her strap on.
"Wow, that was like nothing ever," Terry said. "I guess now you know what its like to suck a guy's dick."
"That's true," said James. "But if its all the same to you I think I'll just stick with lesbian dick for now."
They all laughed and then Jessie whispered something to Terry. They both moved toward James and pushed him over on his back. Each girl straddled him high on his thighs.
"It's time for your release," said Jessie.
"Are you sure, I thought that was supposed to happen on the fourth day," James grinned.
"Actually, it is the fourth day," Jessie said, pointing to the clock.
It was 12:05 am.
The girls began to lightly touch James along his thighs and lower abdomen, coming achingly close to his throbbing cock. Still, James didn't lose control.
Both girls began grinding themselves down on his thighs, rubbing their wetness up and down on him and giving the appearance that both girls were fucking his brains out simultaneously. Still, he was in control.
Then the girls began kissing each other passionately, and they subconsciously broke their no touching rule, their hands coming together to finally caress his cock. Finally, he could hold back no more.
After three days of being constantly aroused and horny, he knew the release would be intense. He felt it welling up in his cock, but then it moved out from there. From the tips of his toes to the hair on his head, he felt a warm tingle consume him. Every muscle in his body became taut, he could feel every cell coming together as one. Without even realizing it, his legs rose up off the bed, lifting the two girls up into the air like feather dolls. They had to lean back to keep from falling over onto him. He looked down and saw their hands wrapped around his cock, which had grown so large that their hands looked miniature. His cock was pointing straight up at the ceiling, but instead of pumping or throbbing it had reached a pinnacle that had become a plateau. For what seemed like several minutes, his cock was simply poised at the very top of orgasm, until finally he felt the flood of fluid coming. Usually it would erupt in spurts, but this time it was just a massive, continual spout that shot into the air several inches above his cock and then flowed down onto the girls' hands.
He had no idea how long it all took. When the flow finally let up it didn't really feel like the orgasm was over, because he was still hard as a rock. At some point he realized that his legs were holding Terry and Jessie two feet above the bed, and he eased them down, amazed that he had been strong enough to do that.
The girls were just staring at him in shocked amazement. When they were finally able to breath again they just leaned forward and laid down on him with their heads on his chest, their legs still straddling his thighs. It was warm, wet and dead quiet on the bed for several minutes.
I love happy endings, so I wrote three, pick your favorite:
1. After a long while Jessie broke the silence. "I think its time we moved on to stage four," she said softly.
"And what would stage four be?" asked James.
"I think you know," she answered.
2. After a long while Terry broke the silence. "I would have to say that sexual therapy has turned your brother into a sexual dynamo," she said. "Have you told him about our plans?"
Jessie smiled and looked down. "Not yet," she said.
"What plans?" asked James.
"Well, Terry has decided to move in with me," she said.
The words hit James hard, he feared he was about to be booted from the apartment. "I guess I'd better start looking for a new place," he said.
"Actually, we were really hoping you'd stay here with us," said Jessie. "We've decided that we kinda like having a nice cock around the house."
3. After a long while James broke the silence. "That was the most incredible experience I've ever had," he said. "Thank you both."
"I think we've trained you well," Jessie said. "I think there are a lot of very hot girls out there who are going to be very pleased when they get a piece of you."
"Maybe so," said James. "But to be completely honest with you, I'd much rather stay right here in this apartment and spend my nights almost having sex with my sister and her lesbian lover."
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The dream was the same as it had been every other night of the past week. By the middle of the week, Dan had grown so accustomed to it that he had become aware that it was a dream, so he could have easily pinched himself to wake up.
But that was not likely. Because he didn't want to wake up. He didn't want the dream to end. Because it was the best dream he'd ever had.
In the dream, he was on his back in a sea of warm, soft blankets in front of a roaring fire. Two beautiful, naked girls were perched above him, one riding his cock and the other straddling his face. He was warm and cool at the same time, his hands seemed to be everywhere at once, caressing and fondling breasts, legs, ass, and in return he felt hands caressing him all over. In addition to the visual elements, he could also smell an odd, musky incense in the air, and a soothing hypnotic music played.
Both girls seemed somewhat familiar, but he couldn't quite place how he knew them. They had to be 20 years younger than his 45 years. The best part was that he was watching the scene and living the scene at the same time, and not only was he experiencing his perspective, he was also somehow experiencing the girls' perspective. It was without a doubt the best sexual experience of his life. So waking up was not a high priority.
Just like the previous nights, there was a slow, gradual buildup. He could feel his cock become harder than ever before, and he could feel the effect he was having on both girls, one with his cock and the other with his tongue. Oddly enough his tongue had become the size and shape of his cock, and his cock had gained the flexibility and maneuverability of his tongue. Essentially he was fucking both girls and going down on them at the same time.
The girls leaned together and kissed, open mouthed with full, twirling tongue, and he could feel the kiss as he watched it. He could also feel the rising passion coming to all three of them, until finally he felt a three way, full body, simultaneous orgasm that was so intense that it not only jolted him out of the dream, it knocked him right out of the bed. Each night the orgasm had gotten more intense, but this was the first time he had ended up on the floor.
He looked down at the bulge in his boxers and realized that just like the previous nights, he had experienced an incredible orgasm in the dream but not in reality. He immediately took his hard cock into his hand and began to furiously masturbate, closing his eyes to try and bring back the dream, but just like the past seven days, he was unable to orgasm. He was aroused, he was hard as a rock, but for some reason he couldn't finish. Every morning for the past week had been a bizarre mix of bliss and agony.
Dan staggered into the bathroom and after a 10 minute cold shower managed to calm his swollen cock to a semi turgid state. By the time he got to work he had fortunately reached a point where there wasn't a bulge in his pants. When he entered the large reception area of the office where he worked, he noted that the one receptionist was dressed as a nurse and the other as a pirate. Just as he was starting to think he was still dreaming, he remembered it was Halloween. The hundred or so people in his office had all agreed to dress up for Halloween, but in his addled state from his week long dream ordeal he had forgotten.
By the fifth time someone had teased him about not wearing a costume he had developed a few stories for why he was wearing the usual office attire. It seemed that everyone else in the building, from the president of the company to the janitor, had gotten into the spirit and worn elaborate costumes. Even the two girls in accounting, who rarely spoke or even left their desks in their small office, had dressed up as Witches, and looked pretty convincing. While Dan had interacted with the girls once or twice a day for the year he had worked in the office, he had never learned their names. He was always friendly, saying things like "how are the girls in accounting doing today?" and they always reacted in the same way, with a shy mumble. They were both very mousy and non-descript, with horn rimmed glasses and long straight hair. One was a fair skinned blonde and one was dark with dark hair.
"Uh-oh, trouble in the accounting office," Dan said to them with a smile. "I hope you Witches aren't cooking the books."
To his surprise, the two girls looked at each other and shared an odd smile. It was hardly a big smile, more of a bemused look, but it was the first time he'd ever seen any kind of smile from them. He couldn't help but note that the costumes they had chosen they had chosen were a lot sexier than anything he had ever seen them in.
Dan headed up to the second floor where his office was and spent most of the rest of the morning trying to forget the dream that had plagued and pleasured his week. As he recalled details from the dream he kept thinking that he knew the girls in the dream from somewhere, he just couldn't remember. At lunch he slipped out and went in search of a costume, but the only thing he could find that looked promising was an old vintage clothing shop. At first he didn't think there was anyone in the store, but then an old man emerged from the dark racks of musky clothes.
"I don't suppose you have any halloween costumes," Dan said, less than hopefully.
The man stared back at him blankly for a moment, then turned and disappeared without a word. Several minutes passed and Dan was about to give up and leave, when the old man returned holding a long black cape.
Dan looked at the cape and a few ideas went through his head. "Hmm, a black cape, what would that costume represent?" he said.
The old man paused before clearing his throat and in a steady, raspy voice he answered. "Take your coat and tie off. Unbutton your shirt. Put on the cape. Warlock."
"Warlock," Dan said, as he removed his coat and tie as directed. "I'm not even sure what a Warlock is."
"A Warlock is a male Witch," the old man said. "Some say the Warlock leads the Witches. Some say the Witches worship the Warlock. Sexually."
Dan had his head partly turned when the last word came out, and he wasn't at all sure he had heard him right. In fact, he was sure there was no way that old man had used the word sexually in any context. So he didn't ask, and paid the $25 to the old man who never said another word, just smiled and nodded.
When Dan got back to the office he was surprised at the positive reaction to his simple costume. Everyone seemed to think he looked a lot like a Warlock. He even dropped back by to tease the young Witches in accounting.
"Greetings Witches, I am Dan the Warlock, leader of Witches," he said. "My wish is your command, and right now I'm wishing for a bonus."
Once again the girls looked at each other with a knowing smile, and Dan could almost swear that they shared a wink.
The rest of the workday seemed to fly by, as all the holiday distraction made for a lot less work getting done. Things were so slow that Dan ended up closing his office door and taking a late afternoon nap. By the time he jolted awake from the nap it was 7 pm and the office was dark and empty. When he walked out into the parking lot it was dark and a low mist had come up, so visibility was poor. It had gotten unexpectedly cold. As he got into his car he thought he saw one other car on the other side of the parking lot, and it looked like two people standing by the car. He decided to drive by it just to make sure no one needed help.
As he pulled up he saw that it was the girls, or Witches, from accounting. He rolled down a window and leaned out. "Is everything ok?" he asked.
"Our car won't start," said the blonde Witch in her usual monotone, emotionless way. They were standing up beside the car, so Dan got to see their full outfits. The dark haired girl was wearing a white witch outfit and the blonde had on a black witch outfit. Both were wearing pointy hats, high heels and skirts that showed a lot of leg.
Dan got out and tried to play Alpha Male, trying the key himself and looking under the hood as if he knew something about cars. He didn't, and the car was not going to start.
"How 'bout if I give you a ride home?" Dan said.
The girls immediately climbed into the back seat. Dan thought it was odd that they both sat in the back, but figured maybe they were nervous. He found out they lived together and got directions to their house. As they were driving home it began to snow.
"Wow, this has got to be the first time its ever snowed in October here," said Dan. He looked at the rear view mirror at the girls, who just smiled and nodded. They didn't seem that surprised.
"I think your Witch costumes are terrific by the way," Dan said, trying to start conversation.
The Black Witch met his look in the mirror. "She's the good Witch," she said, nodding to the White Witch. Her eyes gleamed into the mirror. "I'm the bad Witch."
Dan tried not to make a sound when he gulped.
The snow picked up steadily so by the time Dan pulled up in front of the girl's older Victorian style home, it had layered the ground in front of the house. When he looked into the back seat at the girls, they were looking worriedly at the front of the house.
"What's wrong?" he asked
"We just noticed that there is a light on in the kitchen, and we don't think we left any lights on," said the White Witch.
"Well, just to be safe, I'll come in and check it out for you," Dan said.
The girls nodded in appreciation and the three walked up the path to the door together. It seemed to Dan that either the skirts had gotten shorter or their legs had gotten longer. Both women had gorgeous, long legs, a trait that he had never noticed before. Maybe it was the costume or maybe just the moonlight, but he had suddenly found both the girls attractive. It made him wish that he were 20 years younger, so that he would be closer to their age and he might have a chance with one of them. At his age they undoubtedly looked at him as more of a father figure.
They all clamored inside and dusted the snow off, and they led Dan around the house as he checked to make sure no one had broken in. It was pretty clear that no one was there, and the girls didn't seem too concerned.
"Looks ok, I guess I should probably be going," Dan said. Somewhere in the back of his mind he was imagining them asking him to stay for a while, maybe doing some flirting, who knows? But he wouldn't dare make the first move.
"Thank you for the ride home," said the Black Witch. "We are very lucky you were there."
Dan nodded uncomfortably, trying to think of something clever to say that would give him a reason to stay. The girls were watching him fidget near the door. It seemed to him that they were standing really close together, and also, that both seemed different. Their hair was no longer straight, it had lovely curves and waves, their eyes seemed brighter and more alive. Their skin seemed to glow. He chalked it up to different lighting and regretfully turned to leave.
But when he opened the door he was stunned to see the snowflakes coming down in a near blizzard. He could just barely see his car at the end of the driveway. He turned back to look at the girls, who were still looking at him with a combination of bemusement and something else...anticipation?
"Wow, it's really coming down," he stammered. "I guess I'd better get going."
As the words came out of his mouth, there was a cracking sound and a large tree, apparently weighed down by the snow, suddenly crashed to the ground. Right behind his car.
The girls ran over to the door to look out. "Uh-oh," said the White Witch. "I think you are going to have to stay here tonight."
"I'll get the guest room ready," smiled the Black Witch.
Just as she turned to go the lights blinked and then went out, and the house was left in pitch blackness. The storm had taken out the electricity. Almost immediately, both girls had a lit candle in their hand.
"It's going to get cold fast," said the White Witch. "We should probably all spend the night in the den, and we can build a fire."
Dan could only follow the girls into the den, where they quickly lit a fire that immediately roared to life, covering the small room in flickering orange light. There were plush blankets already laid out on the floor in front of the fire. The Black Witch poured three glasses of red wine and the three sat down in front of the warm fire.
"A toast to snowy nights and warm fires," said the Black Witch.
They clinked glasses and Dan took a sip of the wine. Almost immediately, he felt a rush of warmth and a drunken clarity. He felt drunk, but he was also more awake and aware. He looked at the wine and felt a detached concern that he had been drugged. The girls were curled up beside him in front of the fire, watching him with bemusement. They were still the girls from accounting, dressed in witches costumes, but suddenly they were incredibly hot and sultry. A familiar smell hit him, a musky incense. The sounds of music hit him, music he had heard before... in a dream. He looked around the room, and it suddenly hit him like a ton of bricks. This was the dream. The girls from accounting were the girls he had been dreaming about. But now it was happening.
The Black Witch leaned in and touched him on the shoulder. "Don't be frightened," she said soothingly. "This is not the dream, this is real."
As she spoke, both girls were busy getting his clothes off, and he was powerless to stop them. As if. In a flash, he was naked except for the black costume cape.
Dan looked at them mystified. "What is happening?" he stammered.
The White Witch smiled. "We really are Witches," she said. She gave the Black Witch a reproving look. "We're both GOOD Witches."
"That's right," said the Black Witch. "We are Witches, and you are the Warlock. Just like you said, your wish is our command."
"That's right," whispered the White Witch. The two girls kneeled on either side of him. "Anything you want."
Dan was still reeling from the idea that he was naked in front of two hot women in witch costumes to think clearly, but he did suddenly have a flashback to part of his dream.
The Witches smiled at him. "We thought you'd never ask," they both said.
They both leaned down and began softly kissing his chest and abdomen, and he realized with a shock that while he hadn't said a word, they were obeying his wish. His mental command.
As they kissed their way down towards his cock, they stopped every now and then to kiss each other, giving Dan an incredible show. He quickly realized that all he had to do was think of what he wanted them to do and they would immediately obey. All of his anxieties quickly fell away as he watched two beautiful women in a captivating french kiss just inches away from his cock.
As he watched them he also became aware of something else. His average sized cock had suddenly risen to an incredible ten inch erection. He was bigger and harder than he had ever been in his life, and as the girls slid down and wrapped their mouths around his cock he felt a power he had never imagined.
He watched them mesmerized, directing their actions like a silent puppeteer. He had them both licking his long cock up and down, then had one licking the top and another licking his balls. Whenever he felt like he was getting too close to orgasm, he would have them kiss and fondle each other. He also had them slowly remove their witch costumes, and Dan was stunned to find that the dowdy girls from accounting had the most unbelievably hot bodies he had ever seen.
They lowered their mouths back onto his cock and Dan directed and watched as they licked and sucked his still growing cock. They were french kissing each other with his cock in the middle, until their tongues had somehow wrapped all the way around his cock and each other's tongues and it became just a blur of the most unbelievable cock sucking he had ever imagined. There was no way to hold back the tide, and he felt a toe shaking orgasm lift him almost completely off the floor. His load erupted into the air, on faces and into mouths. After what seemed like an eternity in time and volume, he felt his orgasm subside and was able to get enough vision back to see both girls smiling at him.
"Don't worry," said the Black Witch. "We made you have that dream every night without coming for a reason, we wanted you to be ready to go all night."
Dan looked down in amazement to see his cock was already hard again, harder than before.
He leaned back up against the couch and mentally orchestrated the girls in front of him into an elaborate make out session, kissing and fondling each other. The best part was that every time he would come up with a mental command, they would smile at him in appreciation. They wanted to do whatever he wanted him to do. They wanted to do it bad.
He was only too happy to oblige. He had lost track of who the White Witch and who the Black Witch was after they had shed their clothes, but he had each of them going down on each other for an extended length of time. Then he kneeled above them stroking his cock as they slipped into the 69 position and went down on each other. It was a beautiful scene watching them in front of the flickering fire.
They both looked delicious, and he could hardly wait for a taste. He had the black haired Witch lie on her back and he slid slowly down, kissing her breasts, her stomach, until his mouth moved down between her legs and he slid his tongue inside her. She tasted like sweet honey.
Meanwhile, the blonde haired Witch was kissing her and sucking her tits as she watched him going down on her friend. The scene was so erotic that Dan temporarily lost awareness of what was happening, and when his focus drifted back he realized that something else had changed. His tongue was different. He looked down on it and realized with a shock that his tongue had taken on the shape of a cock. He looked down at the girls and they were smiling with warm anticipation. Fuck it, he thought.
He plunged the tongue into the Witches pussy and fucked her with it as she squealed and moaned in utter delight. Meanwhile the blonde Witch was straddling her friend's face and as Dan watched, the black haired Witch's tongue had transformed into a cock as well, and she was plunging it in and out and teasing her clit with it as Dan did the same.
Before long Dan's cock began to ache for some attention, and he moved the blonde Witch into doggy style and eased his now giant cock into her. He fit perfectly. He gasped as he realized that her pussy moved like a warm, wet vibrator, massaging his cock as he plunged in and out of her. Meanwhile she was going down on her friend with a passionate tongue-cock, and moans filled the air. As he watched, the dark haired witch suddenly had a big hard cock where her pussy once was, and the blonde witch was wrapping her cock-tongue lovingly around it. Dan had become acutely aware that all three of them seemed to be experiencing simultaneous, continual orgasms. To say it was mind blowing would be well understating the situation.
Dan moved over onto his back and had the dark haired Witch mount his cock while the blonde Witch sat on his face. It was just like the image from his dream that morning, with the girls making out above him while he plunged his cock into one and his tongue cock into the other. Just like in the dream, he had gained the ability to move his cock like a big tongue, flicking in and out and all around, and his tongue had taken on the shape of a big hard cock but he still had full control over moving it around. The best part was his tongue was feeling the same pleasure as his cock.
And then it somehow got even better. Something clicked in his head, and he was suddenly able to feel the sensations that the girls were feeling. He could still feel himself fucking both of them, but he could also feel what they were feeling. And he could even feel that they were feeling the same pleasure he was. It felt like he had a dozen hands, caressing and touching both girls everywhere all at once, and it felt like there were a dozen hands on him, moving all over his body.



The three of them moved together in a unified passion, building up to heights Dan had not imagined possible. At one point he closed his eyes briefly and when he opened them up, all three of them were in the air, just above the blankets in front of the warm crackling fire. Somehow the continuing orgasm moved up into another gear, and the three of them erupted in a wild entanglement of arms, legs and assorted body parts. After what felt like a 20 minute uncontrollable orgasm, they drifted back to the floor and fell into a snug, comfortable embrace.
Somehow Dan managed to come up with a coherent thought. "That was the most amazing experience of my life," he stammered.
The girls just looked at him and smiled. "Happy Halloween," they said. "You ain't seen nothing yet."
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My name is Nicholas Ichabous Crane Evanston. I'll spare you the long drawn out story of how I got that ridiculous name. The short version is that my dad saddled me with that long name so I would never forget the acronym, and always be NICE to people.
Sometimes big stories have small beginnings, my story started at a CVS Pharmacy in a small town in North Carolina. I was in town to oversee a six month construction job and was having a pretty crappy day, so I dropped in for a sugar fix at the pharmacy near the work site.
As I plopped down my bag of caramels in front of the girl at the checkout, she smiled ever so slightly at me and said "these are my favorite."
"Well, we have that in common, CVS girl," I answered. She half blushed, she seemed fairly shy. I had no intentions, she was half my age at least, and was not particularly attractive anyway. Her hair was tucked in under a hat and she was wearing some horrific polyester uniform that rendered her virtually shapeless. She wore thick black rimmed glasses but kept her head down so I couldn't really see her eyes. In a word, she was dowdy. She did have an intriguing skin tone, a hint of a darker shade that suggested she may have had mixed race parents.
She took my money, worked the register and managed to get the change in my hand without ever really looking up, it was difficult to tell if she was shy or in a bad mood. I took my change and was almost out the door when I had a sudden notion. I popped the bag open, took out a caramel, and brought it back to the register checkout, and set the caramel down in front of her.
She looked up with a look that combined gratitude and surprise, showing me her eyes for the first time, and it was my turned to be surprised. In my entire life I had never seen a pair of eyes that came close to hers, to this day I find them hard to describe. They were mostly the color of honey, but there seemed to be flecks of green and brown and even blue. Even through the glasses they were bright and alive like no eyes I'd ever seen. They were weird and beautiful at the same time.
I nodded and smiled at her and started to turn away when she spoke. "Would you like to get a CVS customer card?" she said carefully, almost embarrassed.
I grinned and couldn't resist poking fun. "You mean I don't get the option unless I give you candy?" I said.
She blushed. "No, I forgot to ask, I'm supposed to ask everyone, if I give out enough cards I get a bonus," she answered. "But I'm not very good at asking."
As a rule, I avoided the customer reward cards offered at grocery stores and pharmacies, something about it feels like I'm being stalked by a big box retailer. But for some reason I agreed. I had been raised from an early age to never miss an opportunity to be nice to someone.
"Sure, what the hell," I said. "How much will I save on caramels with a CVS card?"
"The more you buy, the more rewards you build up," she said methodically, no doubt repeating the standard line from the company book. "I just need to get some information from you. What is your full name?"
I hesitated, as was my custom before giving my name, before answering slowly. "Nicholas. Ichobus. Crane. Evanston."
Her pen stopped writing and I saw her face go ashen. My guess was she figured I was making up a name to play a joke on her.
"No really," I said. "It really is Nicholas Ichobus Crane Evanston."
Her pen still remained silent, and she seemed almost in crestfallen shock. I imagined that if I were her and someone gave me a name like that I'd think they were playing a game on me too.
"I know it's hard to believe, it's a long story," I said. I pulled my license out of my wallet and showed it to her.
She looked at it carefully, seemed to read it two or three times, before I saw her take a long, slow deep breath and then begin writing the name with a trembling hand. At the time, I thought she was maybe too fragile to handle someone playing a joke on her, maybe suspicious of strangers with weird names.
I finished giving her all the information she needed and she got me signed up and gave me the card, which I stuck in my pocket and figured I'd throw away later. I thanked her and tried to make her smile as I took the card, but she just watched me with an odd look as I walked towards the door. I was nearly out the door when I turned back.
"Say, what do I get for using this card?" I asked.
"The more you buy, the more rewards you build up," she said again.
"Well, if I build up enough, I'll buy you dinner," I joked as I walked out the door. As I reached my car I realized just how bad that sounded. I had meant to say I would give her money for dinner, but it probably sounded like I was suggesting I would take her out to dinner. If I was a twenty-something clerk at a CVS and a forty-something guy had asked me to dinner, I'd be creeped out, and I'm sure she was.
For some reason the whole episode stuck in my mind, and for the next several days I kept randomly thinking about the CVS girl. I kept visualizing those amazingly unique eyes, and wondering if she still thought I was lying to her about my name.
Before I knew it I had burned through the whole bag of caramels and found myself parked outside the CVS. I walked in and was glad to see she was at the register, and I thought I saw her face brighten just a bit when she saw me. I picked up some caramels and a few other items and made my way to the register.
"Do you have a CVS card?" she asked me as she rang me up.
"Ah...yes," I replied, a little hurt that she didn't remember and a little surprised that I had actually kept the card.
She glanced up quickly and smirked just a bit, almost like she was enjoying an inside joke. "I remember, how could I forget Nicholas Ichobus Crane Evanston?" she said.
I chuckled, both relieved and impressed she remembered. "You can call me Nick," I said. I popped open the caramels and slid one over to her.
She thanked me with a slight smile and opened up the caramel immediately, opening her mouth and slipping the candy in quickly. I couldn't help but notice that her lips looked soft and warm and just the right size and shape, and I almost got so carried away watching her chew. I caught myself just shy of staring and headed towards the door, wishing her a good day.
After that, the CVS girl and I developed a regular routine, every four days or so I would drop in, buy some caramels and a few other items, give her one of the caramels and engage in some chit chat. Always generic, never personal, mostly about the weather or the headlines in the tabloid news by the register. Each time she seemed a little bit more relaxed, and eventually she reached the point where she wouldn't turn her eyes down when we talked. She always called me Nicholas Ichobus Crane Evanston, despite my best efforts to get her to call me Nick. I always called her CVS girl.
I have no idea what it was, but something about her captured my attention in a weird way. When I was at the store talking to her it was just two acquaintances making small talk, and she seemed to be just a plain, ordinary girl. But after I left I'd get hung up thinking about her, evaluating what was said and how she looked at me. And in my imagination, she was always much more attractive.
I started liking the routine. Four days turned into two days, and I had gotten so sick of caramels that I was cramming them into my glove compartment. I found myself getting nervous and excited about my next trip to the CVS, and would leave almost giddy. As I saw her more and more, the CVS girl gradually changed from looking dowdy to being charmingly simple. She seemed to be one of those girls who never wore make up or did anything with their hair, and if they half tried they might be attractive. The odd thing about my routine is that I would go in excited and leave giddy, but by the time I got to my car I was wondering why I was so interested in a dowdy clerk half my age, and why on earth I thought she might be somehow interested in me.
I was over a dozen trips in before the subject of the dinner came back up. I had nearly forgotten about it.
The CVS girl had rang me up and taken my card, and as I opened up the bag of caramels and gave her one, I wondered out loud about the benefits of the CVS card.
She checked something in the register that miraculously reveals the rewards benefits and popped the caramel in her mouth. "Well, you have accumulated $30 in rewards bonuses," she said. "That's about halfway to that dinner you promised."
I didn't have time to fully process what she had said, and like a fool I spoke too soon. "I don't think this town even has any restaurants that would cost you $30 for a meal," I said. "Where are you planning on going?"
She blushed and seemed nervous, and I immediately began thinking about what I had said.
"I, ah, I thought that we...," her voice trailed off, and I realized with a bit of a shock, and a thrill, that she had thought we would be going to dinner together.
I saved the both of us, just in time. "I'm kidding," I said. "I want to build up the rewards bonuses so I can take you someplace nice."
She nodded in relief that I had bailed her out, and I nodded in relief that she wanted to go to dinner with me. I walked out of the CVS on cloud nine. I had a big dinner date with the young CVS girl, and all I had to do was build up my rewards bonuses to a respectable level and it was on.
That night I dreamed about going to the CVS. I was at the register with the CVS girl buying a bag of caramels. She looked very different, dressed sexy and with makeup. I unwrapped the caramel for her and held it out to her, but instead of taking it from me she took hold of my hand and lifted it to her mouth. She slid the caramel into her mouth but also took one of my fingers with it, and then two, and she closed her eyes and moaned softly as she slid my fingers in and out of her mouth. I could sense myself not breathing as I stood mesmerized. In the dream, my fingers had become super sensitive, and I could not only intensely feel her soft mouth on my skin, I could also taste the cherry flavored lipstick. Then she looked up at me and her eyes had become glowing warm embers, and before I knew what had happened she was naked and on the counter. I looked down and my hand had become a giant cock, and she was lavishing it with licks and kisses. Gradually the cock became my entire arm, and then my whole body was just one large 6'2" cock, and she had her legs wrapped around me and she was holding me tightly and writhing around, almost like a giant stripper pole. My whole body was one big cock, and my whole body felt the throbbing sensations of a coming orgasm, and then wham. I woke up with a hot cock and a cold sweat.
I spent the next week coming into CVS every day, sometimes when she wasn't even there, building on my rewards points. I bought a lifetime supply of everything from toilet paper to cough drops, and always another bag of caramels. I was in real danger of becoming the CVS customer of the month, and the caramel customer of the year.
By Thursday of the next week I was getting really close to $60 in rewards points, which was my unofficial goal. I came to her register with an assortment of groceries I'd never eat, some assorted medical supplies I didn't need, and a bag of caramels that I didn't want. She giggled as she rang up the assortment of items.
"I'm starting to think you really want to take me to dinner," she said.
It was my turn to blush. I already had a line ready, I had been rehearsing. "It would be the greatest reward CVS could offer," I said.
She looked at me with those intriguing eyes, smiling. "Your rewards points are now at $65, Nicholas Ichobus Crane Evanston," she said.
"Well then, can I take you to dinner Saturday night?" I asked nervously. "I'll have to rely on your recommendation, I don't know any good places."
She smiled again and nodded, writing something down on a piece of paper. "I will meet you here, at 8 pm Saturday night," she said.
One time when I was 15 years old, I asked a girl to a dance in Junior High School and when she said yes, I nearly passed out I was so nervous and thrilled. I felt that same feeling coming back to me now, standing in front of the CVS counter. Somehow I managed to pay the bill and get out the door without saying anything stupid. I walked out and sat in my car for 20 minutes letting my blood pressure go down.
For the next two days, I spent much of my time fantasizing about the CVS girl. I visualized us walking along the beach on a moonlit night. She was dressed in a thin white dress showing off a gorgeous body I had never seen. We'd stop underneath the pilings of a pier, and she would lean back against me and we would become lost in a deep, passionate kiss, my hands softly caressing her breasts. The fantasies were always followed by a self imposed reality check. She was just going to dinner with me. She probably lived in a trailer park, or at home with her parents, that was why she wanted to meet me at the restaurant. Chances are she thought I was just a nice old guy, and she wasn't remotely interested in becoming intimate. She would think it was creepy I was fantasizing about her.
Still, when Saturday night rolled around I was as nervous as a beagle in a vacuum cleaner factory. I arrived at the restaurant 20 minutes early, then turned around and drove around in circles for 10 minutes so I wouldn't be too early. The restaurant was a short drive off the main road, a plain looking, rustic establishment in the middle of nowhere down a dirt road. Apparently it was big with the locals, there were lots of cars around.
I walked in and got a table for two, I was lucky enough to score the last table with a window seat, and when I sat down I realized why the restaurant was so popular. It had an unexpectedly gorgeous view of the river, and the summer sun was showcasing a glorious sunset over the water. I could only enjoy it for a few seconds though, as my attention turned to the door as I awaited for the arrival of the CVS girl.
At five minutes until 8, I started to get an odd feeling. I pulled out the piece of paper she had given me with the name and address of the restaurant, and confirmed I was in the right place. I was sure she had said 8 pm. I took a deep breath and tried to relax, turned away from the door for a while to calm my nerves.
At 8:05, my eyes were back towards the door. My mind reeled with different scenarios. She was too shy to come out in public. She forgot. The whole thing was a joke, she's probably with a half dozen friends laughing about it.
At 8:10, after nodding the waiter off again, my heart was in free fall. Whatever it was, the CVS girl was not coming. I looked out at the beautiful view one more time. I glanced around the restaurant, no one coming in. There was one girl walking towards me, a rather sharply dressed young girl with a bountiful head of dark curly hair. As she approached my table the thought crossed my mind that she was the hostess and was there to tell me they would be needing the table for actual diners.
I didn't really look at her until she got to the table, but when I did look my heart stopped. If not for her eyes, I would not have known it was her smiling at me. The CVS girl.
I started and tried to get to my feet, banging my knees into the table and nearly knocking over the water glasses.
"Wow, hello, wow," I stammered.
She grinned back at me. Everything about her was different, from her clothes to her manner. She was confident, poised, dressed in a crisp white blouse and a mid-thigh gray skirt that showed off some amazing legs that the polyester CVS outfit had kept hidden. The blouse was opened up just enough to show a hint of cleavage, and it was tucked in just tight enough to show that she had a great body. Her hair had always been pinned up at the CVS, but now it was let down into lovely curls that framed her face, which for the first time had no thick black horned rimmed glasses and had a hint of makeup that turned her from dowdy to head turning.
Or head spinning, which is what was happening to me. One minute I thought I was being stood up, the next minute I'm sitting across from a suddenly beautiful woman. Of all the clever things I had planned to say, nothing came to mind. Thankfully she spoke up.
"I apologize for being late," she said. "I guess I can't blame it on the traffic."
"No, it's a pretty light traffic area," I managed. "This is a neat little restaurant, kind of a local secret I guess?"
"Yes, we don't like sharing our secret places," she smiled. "So I'll have to kill you later."
I appreciated the opportunity to laugh, I was trying to act natural about her transformation. But I just couldn't help myself. "You look....absolutely amazing," I said. "Very...different."
"Well this is the first time you've seen me outside work," she said. "I dress down at work so the dirty old men won't hit on me all the time."
I nearly choked on the water I was sipping and was grateful that the waiter came over. Before I could speak up, she had ordered us a bottle of wine and chosen two entrees, to which I nodded sheepishly in agreement.
The next hour was a blur. She insisted on talking about me, asking me questions and deflecting most anything I asked about her. I told her all about my life, how I was divorced, a loner, pretty much unknown to the world. The food was fantastic, the chat was light and friendly, and I had pretty much determined that by her actions and conversation that she viewed our "date" more like a "dinner with a friend." Which was fine, since my divorce 5 years previous I had not been involved with a woman and intended to keep it that way. My relationships only existed in dreams and fantasies, and this would be another one. I felt fortunate enough having dinner with a fun, beautiful woman, I didn't need more.
I was enjoying it so much, in fact, that I didn't notice that most of the restaurant had cleared out and it was near closing time. I looked around for the waiter but couldn't find him.
"I guess I'll track the waiter down and get the check," I said.
"That's ok, I already took care of it," said the CVS girl.
I felt a rush of guilt and surprise. The bill had to be well over $50, that would be a big hit on her. She must've worked out arrangements with the waiter to pay it when I wasn't paying attention.
"You can't do that, this is my treat," I said. "I really have to insist, I'll pay."
"Too late, already done," she said. "You can pay next time."
The idea of a next time had not crossed my mind, and when it did I felt too thrilled to argue, so I just went along.
"I do need to ask one favor," she said. "I got a ride here, so I need to get a ride home from you if I could."
"It would be my pleasure," I said.
We walked out to the car and I followed her directions. We ended up 10 miles out in the middle of nowhere, driving down a long thin road. I was expecting to come up on a trailer park, but the end of the road opened up into a tiny, well kept yard and a small cottage flanked by woods. I stopped the car in the drive in front of the white picket fence leading to the door. It was quiet and dark, except for the light on the door. I wondered if she felt safe living out here in the woods, if she lived alone or if there were others living her with her.
We chatted a while and I was beginning to feel the awkwardness of wondering what was expected of me. I was wondering if she wanted to chat some more or if I should go ahead and walk her to the door. She swiftly resolved the question.
"I'd like for you to come in for a moment, there is something I'd like to show you," she said.
I nodded and we stepped out of the car, my mind dissecting what a moment was, and what she intended to show me. I still felt like if I made any kind of pass at her I would suddenly find that the idea of anything intimate was not a remote possibility.



When we walked through the front door, the charming cottage became something entirely different. The door opened up into a expansively open, tastefully decorated space with a gourmet kitchen over to one side and several sliding glass doors opening up onto a elevated deck. Lights on the deck illuminated a breathtaking view of the river. I had no idea we were close to the water, the woods in front of the house had hidden it. I couldn't help but wonder what the rent on a place like this was, and how she could afford it.
"Wow," was all I could think to say. I know my mouth was hanging open. "I hope you'll excuse me for prying, but does the CVS pay well enough to afford this rent?" I asked.
She gave me a smile that seemed to have changed in my mind from warm to mysterious. "I have other sources of income," she said.
She walked over to the kitchen and poured us two glasses of wine. "Come over here, I want to show you my favorite room," she said, walking towards a door near the back of the living area.
Suddenly I felt giddy. She was going to show me her bedroom. She didn't think I was some dirty old man, she was going to have sex with me. A thousand visions popped up at once.
None of the visions that had popped up matched the room on the other side of the door. It was not a bedroom, it was more like a large closet, with wood paneling on the walls, ceiling, even floors. The only furniture in the room was a small couch facing a large window looking out on the river. She closed the door behind her and guided me over to the couch, were we sat down.
"This is my quiet room," she said. "This is where I collect my thoughts."
She reached behind her and flipped a switch, and all the lights in the room and on the deck went dark. In an instant the room was pitch black and quiet. Dark, as in I could not see my hand in front of my face. Quiet, as in no sound, period.
I immediately began to develop some very bad thoughts. I was an out of towner. No one knew I was here. I was in the dark in an unfamiliar area. The bottom line, I had been lured to a remote home by a beautiful young girl, and now I was about to be robbed and killed. I was a sucker. All because I was a nice guy.
I remembered snippets of comments from earlier in the night — "I'll have to kill you," she had said. "I have other sources of income," she had said. "You can pay next time," she had said. Oh wow, when she said next time, I thought it would be another date, not later the same night. I was going to be a source of income.
I was thinking all this sitting there in the dark, my stomach in a tight knot waiting for something bad to happen. But nothing did happen. I could feel the CVS girl sitting beside me, not moving, softly breathing. There were no other sounds or movements. Impulsively I sipped the wine, then realized it was probably drugged. In the darkness, I began to feel dizzy.
Then she spoke, soothing and low. "This room is why I bought this house," she said. "I can come in here and turn out the lights and escape the world."
"You own this house?" I asked, my voice wavering.
"Yes." She anticipated my next question. "I am actually a writer, I make my money writing books."
I let this sink in. "So why do you work at the CVS?" I asked.
"I work at the CVS for life experience," she replied. "Research, interaction with the world, meeting people."
Now I was starting to feel like an experiment. I wasn't sure what to say or think, sitting there in the pitch black darkness. The lapses of conversation felt awkward, made me tense up, but it didn't seem to bother her at all. After a long silence she spoke again.
"I usually come out here to think about stories to write, but tonight I have a story I'd like to tell you," she said.
I nodded in the darkness, then realized how inane that was and said ok. I felt the CVS girl stand up from the couch and she began her story, walking back and forth in front of me as she told it. Her voice was steady and strong.
"This is the story of a boy, a young teenager named Albert, growing up in Mississippi back in the 70s. He was a black boy, from a poor family that moved around a lot. He moved around so much he always had a hard time fitting in, and got in trouble a lot because of it. One day when he was at school he got into a scuffle with another boy, a white kid, over something silly.
Well later that day, after school, that white boy and four of his friends cornered Albert in a hallway at the school and told him they were going to lynch him. They probably weren't going to do that, they were just scaring him, but he tried to run and they tackled him and started hitting him."
She paused a minute for effect. I wasn't sure what to think, I was half listening to the story and half thinking about how to get out of there.
"Just when it was getting bad for Albert, he saw another boy, another white boy, walking by in overalls. The boy watched Albert getting beat up for a minute, then he kept going. Albert thought he was going to die. Then he saw that boy come back into the hall, and he pulled the fire alarm."
In a flash, I felt all the blood run out of my face. She was telling a story about ME. I was that kid in overalls that pulled the fire alarm. All I could think was holy shit, what is going on?
She continued. "All those boys got up and ran off, and the principal came running down the hall and caught Albert and the other boy standing near the fire alarm, and they got detention for a week. Funny thing was, all that time in detention hall together, they figured out they had a lot in common. They were both kind of loners, so they got along. Turns out they became best friends, were practically inseparable for a whole year."
As anxious as I was to find out where this was going, I couldn't help but smile to remember that. Albert and I were an odd couple, but we were great friends. In fact, I don't think I've ever had a better friend.
The CVS girl started again. "The best thing for Albert was, this other boy being his friend made a big difference in his life. For the next four years, Albert stayed out of trouble, did well in school, ended up getting an academic scholarship to college. He also did well in college, and eventually, Albert became a very successful businessman."
I had never heard what had become of my old friend Albert, so it was nice to hear that he had turned out well. But my overwhelming focus was trying to figure out why she was telling me this story about my own life, and better yet, how she could've known about it? I barely remembered the story myself, it had happened over 30 years ago. I was at a total loss to think of anything to say.
She spoke again. "On the night before Albert went off to college, he and his friend were hanging out talking about their crazy times together, and they started talking about the time they first met each other, in the hall when his friend pulled the fire alarm. Albert asked him, 'what made you decide to come back and pull that fire alarm?'"
I closed my eyes and took myself back to that moment, tried to remember the words but couldn't. Amazingly, she did know the words.
"He said I....He said you... came back to pull the fire alarm because it was the right thing to do. He said you said your father had always told you to always be nice, and if you need a reminder, just remember your name, that's why he gave you your name. Nicholas. Ichabous. Crane. Evanston."
The room was quiet and dark for a moment as the words sunk in and the memories came back. My father had told him from an early age that he had given me the name with a memorable acronym so that I would always remember to be NICE.
"How do you know all of this?" I finally asked.
"I know all of this because Albert Ellison was my father," she said.
Once again, I was emotionally floored.
"My whole life, I thought that story was just something he made up, until you walked into the CVS and told me your name," she said.
I had relaxed some, deciding that she probably wasn't going to kill me. I took a long sip of wine and listened to the silence. "How did you remember that crazy name all these years?" I asked.
She let out a long sigh that sounded like she was smiling. "Because he did something so I would never forget, never forget the name, and never forget to be nice," she said. "He named me Nikki. Ichobee. Crane. Ellison."
I felt a flood of emotion, an odd combination of shock and pride. Albert had named his daughter after me, after a moment that changed his life, and suddenly I felt an incredible bond with this young girl I really hardly knew. "Wow," was all I could think to say.
"Yes, wow," she said, still standing in front of me in the dark. She struck a match that illuminated the room and lit a pair of candles that were sitting beside the couch. My eyes followed the match as she brought it back to her mouth to blow it out, and as the candles took hold and brought light into the room, I became aware that Nikki had removed her skirt and unbuttoned her blouse. She stood there in front of me, strong, silent, beautifully confident. Her white blouse hung open, showing elegantly simple white silk panties and a matching bra. Absolutely stunning in the candlelight, the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. And for some reason I was hesitant to stand and take her in my arms.
"Are you going to have sex with me because I helped your father 30 years ago?" I asked.
"No I am not," she said, as she stepped forward and began unbuttoning my shirt. "That was a wonderful thing you did, and it made a world of difference for my father and for me."
She knelt down in front of me and looked up into my eyes as she unfastened my belt and ran her hands slowly and lightly over my stomach and down my thighs.
"I'm going to have sex with you because you are a very nice guy," she said smiling up at me. "Plus, I think you're kinda hot."
The compliment was still sinking in by the time I realized my pants were all the way off and Nikki was gently kissing and licking my cock, which was quickly rising to the occasion. Her honey colored eyes never left mine as she took me in past her lips and deep into her mouth. Her oral style was soft and sweet, with lots of slow sucking and gentle licks and kisses. My fingers found their way into her silky curly hair and I stroked the sides of her face as she slid my cock in and out of her soft wet mouth. Her eyes were so warm and sincere that it felt like we had been lovers forever.
She kissed the top of my cock one more time and then stood up in front of me, showing off her magnificent body as she wiggled out of her panties. Then she stepped forward into my waiting arms, straddling me on the couch, carefully positioning herself above my cock. Slowly, she lowered herself onto me, taking one warm inch at a time until she came to rest in my lap, my cock buried inside her as far as it would go. She moaned and then sighed as we came fully together. The whole time, our eyes never broke contact. Then she leaned in and kissed me, and for the next ten minutes, we stayed in exactly the same position, my arms around her waist, her hands in my hair, our lips in constant contact. I didn't want to move, it felt so right and I wanted it to last, and I could sense she felt the same.
Then she leaned away, shrugged off her blouse and slipped out of her bra, showcasing her small but perfectly shaped breasts. They were mouth-wateringly beautiful and I immediately gave them the attention they deserved, and she arched her back to allow my mouth easy access. Nikki began to make very gradual movements up and down on my cock. My hands were on her waist, and we began to move slowly together in a comfortable rhythm. We seemed to be somehow completely in tune, neither of us in a hurry. I was amazed at how comfortable I was making love to a much younger woman who I barely knew. It felt so right I didn't have time to think about it. There was a beautiful, intelligent woman in my arms, glowing in the candlelight. What more could I want?
Our pace gradually became faster and more passionate. I was lifting her up off my waist until she was just at the top of my cock, before letting her slide down the full hard length and filling her up to appreciative sighs. Her eyes met mine and we both seemed to realize that our time was close, and almost simultaneously, we nodded slightly to each other and then she leaned in and kissed me. Our pace quickened even more, staying in a fervent but gentle rhythm. I felt her body tense up and she cried out loudly as I felt my cock explode into her. It seemed like my orgasm lasted for ten minutes, but it was another 20 minutes until my cock finally subsided, and we held each other close for the entire time without uttering a single word.
Finally she leaned back and our eyes met once again. She looked at me with such warmth I really couldn't think of anything to say.
"Thank you," I said. "I haven't had sex since my divorce five years ago."
Nikki smiled and stroked my chest. "It would certainly appear that you haven't forgotten how," she said.
I felt like the luckiest guy on earth, but all I could think about was that this moment had to be a one time thing, just a very warm thank you for something I had done many years ago.
"This night has been incredible," I said. "Not just the part out here, but I just really enjoyed your company all night."
I felt myself getting nervous, like the kid in junior high school again. "I...I'd really... I really hope that we .. might .. see other ...again....sometime," I managed to stammer.
Her eyes looked down for a minute, and I could feel my hopes sinking and my embarrassment rising. I should've left well enough alone, I thought.
Then she looked back into my eyes and smiled. "I'm counting on it," she said softly. "You owe me a dinner. Something besides caramels."
I went from the depths of despair to cloud nine in a flash, and I expect she could sense it. She stood up in front of me, and just looking at her glorious body had me getting aroused again.
"I was really hoping that tonight wasn't over," she said. "I'd love it if you'd spend the night in my bed."
I stood up and in a flourish, I put one arm under her knees and lifted her into my arms.
"Show me the way, CVS girl," I said. "I think it's time for some rewards."
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This is a follow up to Ezmerelda Wins the Bet, you may want to read it first!
After spending a full day as the slave of Ezmerelda, Dan was very much looking forward to the turn of events that had revealed that in actuality, he had won the bet, and now it was his turn to be King for a day.
In truth, he had enjoyed being a slave and had been unexpectedly captivated by Ezmerelda. Unlike her studious personae in Chemistry class, she was beautiful, funny, and fun to be around. And being her slave had turned out to be a memorably erotic experience, even though they didn't even have sex. So he was spending quite a bit of time thinking about Saturday at 8 am, when he would be her King for a day.
Ezmerelda had also been pleasantly surprised by her day having Dan as slave. Honestly she thought he was a dork and had only planned to have him do chores. She would never have even thought about having him undress in front of her had Gia not suggested it, but looking back on it she was very glad her crazy friend had stopped by. The mental image of Dan standing in front of them completely naked was burned into her brain. She was curious, and excited, at what might happen now that the tables were turned.
All week long in Chemistry class, there was an unspoken tension in the air. They sat on opposite sides of the class, and both were a bit shy and geeky, so neither could summon up the nerve to start a conversation. So there were furtive glances, occasional eye contract, blushing smiles. On Friday, they caught each other's smile when the professor was defining Electromagnetism - an electric charge that changes the way things move and react.
Dan worked up the nerve to come up to her after class.
"Are we still on for tomorrow?" he asked.
"Yes, of course, I don't back out of bets," she grinned. "I hope you aren't going to make me work too hard."
"Well fair is fair," he smiled back. "And you did make me pretty hard...I mean work pretty hard."
They both blushed at his slip.
"Listen Dan, I will be your slave for the day, but I know you have an out of town girlfriend, and I have an out of town boyfriend, so there can't be....you know...too much...." she couldn't get the words out.
"Right, I know, I agree, I'll be good, I promise," he said, both relieved and disappointed at the same time.
"It'll still be fun," she said softly, words that stuck in his mind and made him wonder the rest of that day and into the night.
At 8 am the next day, Ezmerelda knocked on Dan's apartment door and he opened it up with great anticipation. He was a bit disappointed though. She had her long black hair tied back in a ponytail and was wearing an old pair of faded, cut up jeans and a tank top covered by a blouse. Even dressed like a cleaner though, she looked naturally sexy—and he couldn't have expected her to show up naked.
"Hi, how's it going?" Dan said cheerfully.
"Great, I'm ready to pay off my debt," she answered.
Dan couldn't help but rub her nose in it. "Don't you mean, I'm ready to pay off my debt my lord and master," he grinned.
Ezmerelda blushed and did a sarcastic curtesy. "As you wish, my lord. What will you have me work on first."
Dan had developed a script in his head about how the day we go, but imagining a script and saying it are two different things.
"Uh, I guess you could, ah, go into the bedroom, and straighten up in there," he said. What he really wanted to tell her to do was to go into the bedroom and change into the outfit that he had picked out and had left on the bed, but he not only lost his nerve he started to panic that maybe he had made a mistake. As he watched her walk into the bedroom he realized it was too late to change it, and he started cursing himself for being too bold.
After several moments of dead silence, Ezmerelda came stomping out of the bedroom holding up the sexy French maid outfit that Dan had picked out. She was not smiling.
"Surely you do not expect me to wear this," she said.
Dan panicked. "No, I didn't know that was in there, I mean, I did, but that's more like, sort of, an option, if you want to, but just if you want to," he stammered.
Ezmerelda's face softened and she chuckled. "Boy Dan, you would make a lousy king," she said. "I made you walk around my place buck naked, if you want me to go French maid, I think that's reasonable."
Dan sighed with relief, both at her not being mad and the possibility of seeing her in that outfit.
"But you have to order me, my King," she grinned.
Dan took a deep breath. "I order you to don the clothes your King has provided," he said.
"As you command," Ezmerelda said and turned to walk back into the bedroom. Secretly she was incredibly excited that he had picked out the outfit.
After she disappeared into the room, Dan closed his eyes and did a little celebration dance, jumping around the living room and fist pumping the sky. He did not hear Ezmerelda come back into the room until she cleared her throat.
He opened his eyes in mid-fist pump and saw her grinning at him. She was still holding the outfit.
"My King, I noted that there are no shoes to go with this outfit, I don't think my tennis shoes are a good match," she said. "Would it be ok if I went to my car and got some appropriate footwear?"
"Why yes, of course," said Dan, somewhat sheepishly.
Ezmerelda bowed to him and went outside, when she came back in, she was holding a pair of black high heels. Dan's heart skipped several beats.
His heart skipped several more beats when Ezmerelda appeared a few minutes later, wearing the French maid outfit. She looked stunning, especially with the high heels making her shapely legs look even longer than they were. Dan had carefully picked out the outfit to be tastefully sexy, but he made sure to get a skirt with a high cut, because Ezmerelda had fabulous legs.
"Wow," was all he could say as he collapsed backward onto the couch.
Ezmerelda did him the courtesy of turning around and showing the outfit off. In truth, she had become quite aroused putting the outfit on, she had to admit she looked very sexy.
After three more "wows," Dan finally got his head together enough to assign his slave some tasks around the apartment. All of his "assignments" mostly involved her moving around in front of him, and his eyes never left her body and his jaw never stopped dropping. He would've been perfectly happy to have her stand in front of him for 10 hours.
His apartment did need cleaning though, so eventually he began to give her some serious cleaning tasks in the kitchen and bathroom. Ezmerelda did it without complaint. After all, she had made him work like a dog at her house.
No matter what room she was working in, Dan would find some reason to walk by. He could hardly believe that he had this beautiful woman in lingerie cleaning his house. She was also pretty fast at getting the job done, and he was running out of things to do. Lucky for him, Ezmerelda was enjoying herself and had ideas for what to do next.
"My King, I have noticed that there are some minor faults in your castle, would it please you if I made some repairs?" she asked with an exaggerated curtsey.
"Repairs?" Dan said. "You can make repairs?"
"As it were, my father is a handyman who has taught me everything he knows," Ezmerelda replied. "So yes, I can make repairs."
"Oh, ok then," grinned Dan, who was becoming quickly infatuated with his slave girl.
"I'll need to go the hardware store, do you have anything I might be able to wear over this outfit?" she asked. "I'm not sure this is hardware store appropriate."
Actually Dan thought the French maid outfit would be considered entirely appropriate by the guys at the hardware store, but he found a knee length coat for her anyway.
Ezmerelda was gone for the longest half hour of Dan's life, and when she returned she had a tool kit and everything from electrical fixtures to plumbing. She spent the next few hours blowing Dan's mind with her ability to fix anything and everything. The highlight of the repairs was when she was fixing a leak under the kitchen sink. She was laying on her back with her head up under the cabinet, so Dan could just stand there and admire her long, shapely legs as long as he wished. He even got her a pillow to make her comfortable. Dan was also quite helpful holding the ladder when she changed out some broken light fixtures.
Eventually she ran out of repairs, and while Dan was scrambling to come up with something else for her to do she volunteered to make him lunch. So Dan sat on the couch watching a soccer match while Ezmerelda made him lunch. She whipped up a grilled ham and cheese and brought it to him on a plate with chips, a banana and a cold beer.
"Your lunch, my master," she said.
"Did you fix yourself anything?" Dan asked.
"I had a bite while making yours," she said.
"Well a bite isn't enough, the least I can do is give you my banana," he said.
She took the banana and looked at him with a wry smile. "You want me to eat your banana?" she said slowly.
Dan suddenly realized the implications of asking a girl to eat a banana. "Oh, um, no, or yes, if you want..."
Ezmerelda was starting to really enjoy making Dan feel uncomfortable. She could tell he was a sweet guy who was not likely to be pushy or aggressive. "How would you like me to eat your banana?" she said, as her hands slowly fondled the banana and peeled back the skin.
Dan's eyes got big watching Ezmerelda's long fingers caressing the banana in a deliberate effort to torture him. "Um, like that, I guess," he managed to mumble.
Ezmerelda eased down onto her knees in front of him on the couch and got close enough for him to have a good view of her lifting the banana slowly up to her mouth. She let it touch her closed lips, ran it across her mouth a few times, and then slipped it slowly, seductively, into her mouth. Just as Dan thought he was going to faint, she gave out an exaggerated growl and chomped down, cutting the poor banana in half and abruptly ending Dan's banana fantasy. She laughed so hard she almost choked on the banana.
After Dan got over the initial shock he was laughing too. "Your King did not authorize a banana castration."
Ezmerelda had not yet stopped laughing. "I couldn't stop myself, you should have seen your face," she said. She lifted up off her knees and sat down with him on the couch. "So what are you watching...wait is that Real Madrid v. Barcelona? I forgot they were playing today."
Dan looked at her in disbelief. "You're a soccer fan?"
"Absolutely," she grinned.
Ezmerelda's approval rating was going through the roof. "Well, in that case, I order you to sit there and watch the second half with me."
"As you wish, my King," she said.
Ezmerelda wasn't kidding about being a fan, Dan quickly figured out she knew the game. He managed to work into the conversation that he had played a little soccer back in high school, which led Ezmerelda to point out that she had been all state both her junior and senior years. Dan was struck with a vision of Ezmerelda in a silky jersey with her long legs and long dark hair flowing behind her.
"I guess playing soccer all those years is why your legs look so fabulous," Dan said. Actually he was thinking it, and before he realized what had happened he had spoken it.
"Thanks, my King," she smiled. "Walking around on these high heels is pretty good exercise too."
"I can imagine," said Dan. "As your King, I command you to kick off your shoes and let me give you a foot massage."
"The King, giving his slave a foot massage?" said Ezmerelda as she set her feet in Dan's lap. "What would the tabloids say about that?"
"That I am a kind and noble King," he said.
For the rest of the soccer game, Dan rubbed and massaged and scratched Ezmerelda's feet, much to her delight. As much as she cooed and aahed at his attention, he swore he enjoyed it more than she did.
When the game ended, she got quickly back into slave character, slipping her heels back on and standing up in front of Dan. "What is your next wish of me, kind and noble King?"
Dan had a flood of ideas hit him all at once and was unable to articulate anything beyond ums. Ezmerelda quickly rescued him from his indecision.
"Perhaps the King would have his subject return the favor of a massage," she said.
"Yes," he said decisively. "That is indeed what the King would wish."
Ezmerelda pulled some of the cushions off the couch and made a makeshift bed for him to lie down on. As he started to lie face down, she stopped him. "You know King, I have already seen you naked, so I don't know what the harm would be in you being undressed."
Dan was more than happy to oblige, awkwardly removing his t shirt and shorts and positioning himself face down on the cushions.
Ezmerelda started at his feet and worked her way up over his calves and thighs and then to his ass, which, on closer inspection, she decided was perfect. She probably spent a little too much time on the ass massage, but based on his grinding onto the pillows she didn't think he minded.
By the time Ezmerelda reached his shoulders Dan had turned to jelly, but at some point he also began to think about what was coming next, most notably, was she going to massage his front side. He didn't have to wonder to long.
"Would you like to turn over, my King," she whispered.
"Yes, very much," he answered softly. He turned over slowly, making no effort to conceal the fact that his cock was rock hard and fully at attention.
"It would seem that the King approves of the massage so far," teased Ezmerelda, looking with admiration at his erection.
"Very much so," groaned Dan.
Ezmerelda got right back to work, starting once again at his feet and working her way up. By the time her hands were rubbing his upper thighs, Dan had reached a state of arousal so advanced he felt like his body was on fire. He knew they had both agreed to not have sex because of their significant others, but he couldn't help but wonder if she had changed her mind, or forgotten, or maybe she didn't think a hand job counted as sex. All these thoughts whirled by in his brain as her hands moved up higher on his thighs, to the point where she was running them lightly up and down on either side of his cock, coming tantalizingly close to touching him.
Ezmerelda was suffering from a similar torture. From the second Dan had rolled over she had become mesmerized looking at his cock, which she had quickly decided was the most perfect she had ever seen. The size, the color, the shape, even the urgent but gentle arc as it strained to feel her touch, had intoxicated and overwhelmed her. She badly wanted to wrap her fingers around him, give him a tongue bath and then fuck him into next week.
"I'm sorry for doing this to you, I...I need to stop," she stammered. "Before I can't stop."
Dan quickly eased her mind. "No, don't be sorry, it was a wonderful massage," he said. "And we did say we were not going to have sex...for some reason I can't even remember now."
"Significant others," she replied, sounding disappointed they existed.
"Right," Dan said. He was still sitting on the floor but had his back on the couch so he was in a partial sitting position.
Ezmerelda was on her knees beside him, looking gorgeously hot and bothered in the French maid outfit. "I am sorry to leave you in such a state," she said, looking at his engorged cock. "And I am sorry to leave myself in such a state, I am so horny."
Dan laughed. "I wonder, if we, like, 'took care of ourselves,' here, like in front of each other, would that count, as like, not having sex with each other?"
Ezmerelda got a look in her eye that told him she was definitely thinking about that. "So, sort of mutual masturbation but not with any full interaction."
Dan nodded, appreciating her improved description.
Without saying a word, Ezmerelda moved the proposal forward. From her kneeling position, she spread her legs just slightly and brought both of her hands to her upper thighs. She slid them down close to her knees and then back up again, her fingers slipping beneath her skirt. She had been aching to touch herself for some time now, and the contact made her close her eyes and purr.
Dan took the cue and slipped his hand over his raging hard on. He was so aroused he had to be careful to touch himself lightly and move slowly, because he wanted this to last.
Watching Dan fondle his gorgeous cock made Ezmerelda even more aroused, and she spread her legs even further apart and moved as close as she could to him without touching him. The room fell silent as they watched each other slowly masturbate. Gradually they both picked up the pace, and occasionally one would let a quiet moan escape. Finally Ezmerelda couldn't stand the lack of contact any longer, and with a flourish she swung her leg over Dan and straddled him. Her legs were tight against his, but she leaned back away from, so his cock was mere inches from coming in contact with her. With her hand once again under her skirt, she began slowly rocking back and forth and up and down. It looked like they were having sex, but the important parts were still separate.
This position and the physical contact sped things up for both of them, and with a nod of understanding they began moving toward the finish. He was pumping firmly with one hand and the other hand found its way onto her waist as she rode him up and down. He could tell she was on her way as she laid her head back and moaned loudly, and just as she did he felt himself release.
Several minutes later, when they once again became conscious, they found themselves wrapped together, her laying atop his torso. She eased slowly back up and sat back down on his thighs and they both surveyed the damage. Both his torso and her French maid outfit was coated in what must have been a huge orgasm.
"Well, that has to be the closest I've ever come to not having sex," Ezmerelda said dreamily.
Dan nodded. "Best sex I never had."
Ezmerelda laughed and went to the bathroom for a towel. She handed Dan the towel and then went into the bathroom to at least attempt to tidy up her outfit. When she came out Dan was standing in the room with the towel around his waist.
"I have another task for you, my slave," Dan said.
Ezmerelda had long since forgotten about the King-slave relationship, she had thought they had maybe moved past that. But she jolted herself back into character. "As you wish," she said.
"I have a very special guest coming over later tonight for dinner," he said. "I command you to go take a shower and put out the clothes I have for you."
Ezmerelda shook her head in agreement but had a hard time saying anything. She suddenly realized that Dan was having his girlfriend over that night for dinner. She suddenly realized that he was going to have her dress up as a waitress and serve dinner. She suddenly realized that she had been used by a guy she had totally fallen for. He had gotten his rocks off and cast her aside.
Tail between her legs, she moved sullenly into the bedroom. Set out on the bed was a very elegant, short black dress. She frowned, not really sure how that was going to work as a waitress outfit. But at this point she just wanted to get the slave duty over with, so she jumped in the shower and prepared herself mentally to be humiliated. She decided to make the best of it, maybe if she looked good enough Dan's girlfriend would wonder what was going on and he would get in trouble. She was not one to wear much makeup, but she did take her ponytail out and let her long black hair cascade down her back. She looked at herself in the mirror and had to shake her head. She looked mighty hot in that black dress, Dan's girlfriend was not going to like this. She took a deep breath and walked into the living room.



She didn't see Dan's girlfriend. What she did see was a candlelit dinner, with Dan, now dressed in pants and a crisp white shirt, holding a chair out. She looked around and didn't see anyone else and looked back at him curiously.
"Who is your guest for dinner?" she asked.
Dan smiled and pointed her toward the chair. "I'm having a Queen for dinner," he said.
Slowly she came to the realization that Dan's guest was her, and she couldn't hide the surprise on her face. She sat down in the chair.
"You look beautiful," Dan said. "And also a little confused?"
"Well, I just...I thought you were going to have a...guest...I mean, I thought your girlfriend was coming and I was going to be your waitress."
Dan slowly grinned. "I thought you looked a little mad," he said. "Sorry about that. I should also probably tell you the truth about the whole girlfriend thing. I don't really have a girlfriend, I just made that up because I thought it would be easier on you to not cheat on your boyfriend."
As the words sunk in, Ezmerelda looked back into Dan's eyes and gradually developed a wry smile.
"Believe it or not, that makes sense," she said. "I know, because I broke up with my boyfriend last week, the day after you were at my place. I didn't say anything for the same reason."
The two of them sat still at the table, looking at each other and letting the words and the consequences sink in.
For a long time, not a word was spoken, but very gradually, they both began to smile. Both of them were imagining the many things they were about to do to one another. And both of them realized what the other was thinking.
After a solid five minutes had ticked off, finally Ezmerelda spoke.
"So what'll it be, my King?"
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When my computer software company started a coed softball team I decided to sign up, figuring it would be a good way to socialize with other employees. As it turns out, not many people signed up, so one of the younger people filled out the team with a bunch of her friends. When I turned up at the first game, there were a bunch of 20 somethings, a few 30 somethings, and me, a mid 40s something. Since I am a fairly fit mid 40s, I didn't stand out too much.
Age also has its benefits. The younger guys were stronger and faster than me, but they didn't have a lot of control or knowledge of the game. They could hit the ball a mile, but it was usually a mile straight into the air where it was caught for an easy out. They could run down a grounder, but they didn't know what to do with it once they got it. I did, so I became known as the old guy who always got an easy base hit and knew how to play infield. They put me at first base and had me as the leadoff hitter.
Our team wasn't very good, but we did have a good time. We didn't care much about winning, we were just there for a good time. We had a lot of cute girls on the team, and that made it even more fun.
One of the cute girls, Lori, played second base. She was short, trim and very athletic, a runner. She had a great sense of humor, a great smile and a fantastic pair of legs. Since we played on the same side of the infield and she batted right after me, we got to be pretty good friends. I could sense that she liked my laid back nature and sense of humor. I also had a vibe that she might be flirting with me, but I attributed that to my active fantasy life. I think she enjoyed talking to me because I was able to carry on a normal, casual conversation, as opposed to all the younger guys on the team, who mostly just tried to hit on her.
It was the fourth game when I started getting more than a vibe. We were playing the late game on a drizzly, rainy, humid, summer night. I made a diving play to snag a line drive and turn a double play and she was the first one there to give me a high five.
"Wow, that was really an awesome play," she grinned. "For an old guy."
I laughed back, not at all offended. "Thanks young lady, hopefully I didn't injure anything," I answered.
As we walked back together toward the dugout, she looked me up and down. "Well your butt did get dirty," she said. I was looking back to see what she was talking about when she reached over and patted the dirt off my ass and then chuckled. "You don't seem like you're very old back there."
I think I almost blushed but made sure to laugh it off. I replayed the comment in my mind several times and decided that there was no other way to take it, she had just complimented my ass.
Which was fair game I guess, I had also given her several friendly compliments. Once I had told her that she should never, ever slide, because it would be a shame to mess up those legs. It was not like either of us was hitting on each other, it was just friendly banter. Or so I thought.
Later in the game we were standing together getting ready to hit and she gave me the exaggerated once over look and said "Just how old are you Mike?"
I chuckled. "Too old," I replied, and started walking toward the batter's box.
"I don't know about that," she said with a sly grin.
I was so wrapped up in the comment that I missed the first pitch by two feet. I was still amped up for the second pitch and uncharacteristically hit it all the way to the wall. The outfielder was no Mickey Mantle and I managed to make it all the way around to score on an inside the park home run.
"Look at you with the blazing speed," grinned Lori. "Not too bad ... for an old guy!"
I chuckled and mumbled something about favorable winds.
Lori lined up to hit and I stood at the edge of the dugout to watch those fantastic legs in the batter's box. Watching her bend over it was easy to get distracted. She hit the first pitch hard to the third baseman and sped down the first base line, just beating the throw. Unfortunately, the dork on first base had his foot on the other side of the bag, causing her to trip over it and take a nasty head over heels fall into the dirt past first.
Since I was closest to her I was the first on the scene. She was covered in wet dirt, had a skinned up knee and was nursing what appeared to be a sprained right ankle.
"I thought I told you to not to mess up those great legs, young lady" I said, helping her to a sitting position.
"You told me not to slide, you didn't say anything about doing front flips," she answered.
I had her put an arm around my shoulder and helped her up. The ankle was not taking any weight though, and it was clear she would have trouble walking off. Without thinking too much about it, I dropped an arm down to her legs and lifted her up in my arms. I'm no superman, but it was pretty easy to do, I don't think Lori weighed maybe a hundred pounds.
"Wow," she exclaimed with her eyes popping open. "Aren't you just the heroic strongman ... for an old guy."
"Just don't move too much, or you might throw out my back and then you'd have to carry me off."
It felt great having her in my arms, her arm draped around my shoulder. I carried her over to the bench and reluctantly and carefully set her down. We had to go back onto the field, so I got her some water and a towel and trotted back out. I ended up covering second base for her and another girl covered first.
Midway into the inning I made a diving stop of a hard ground ball, tagged the runner out going to second, and tossed it to first for another double play that ended the inning. When I came to the bench Lori was waiting for me with a high five.
"Great play old guy, if you keep that up you might get to third base," she grinned slyly.
Of all the clever things I could've responded to her suggestive comment, all I could come up with was a chuckle. I was enjoying the flirting but was still pretty sure she was just having fun.
"So how is the ankle?" I asked.
"It seems like it is swelling up," she said. Do you think I should take my shoe off?"
"I don't know, it seems like I remember reading that it is better to leave it on to keep it from swelling up."
"Ok, but if it gets stuck on there you've got to cut it off for me."
"No problem," I replied, drawing a line with my index finger across her lower thigh. "I'll cut it off right here."
She laughed and playfully punched my arm. I made a mental note that for a girl who was covered in sweat and wet dirt, with a sprained ankle, she had a really good attitude. And fantastic legs.
It had gotten to be about 10 pm by then, and the rain had started to come down harder. We were already losing by over 10 runs, so the umpire decided to call the game.
"Oh well, I guess we'll get 'em next time," I said to Lori.
"Maybe you will, I may still be out of commission. Would it be too much to ask for you to help me get to my car?"
My heart fluttered at the chance. "Consider me your carriage young lady," I said. I swept her back up into my arms and the team gave a sarcastic cheer as I carried her out of the dugout.
We walked through the steady rain, me taking my sweet time, over to the parking lot, laughing and joking the whole time. She pointed out her car, a great looking black convertible mustang. When we got to the car I had to set her down somewhere to get the keys out and open the door, so I set her down on the hood which got us laughing again. She looked fabulous on the hood of that car!
I got her keys and started to open the door and casually mentioned that she might have a hard time driving with that ankle. With the door open I walked back over to take another look at the ankle, it was showing some color and a lot of swelling.
"You know, its possible you might have broken a bone," I said.
"Do you think so?" she said, looking at her ankle.
"You should probably have it checked out," I said. "If you want, I could drive you to the urgent care place."
She looked at me carefully and I realized I was asking someone I didn't know very well to get in a car and drive off somewhere. Luckily for me I have a trustworthy face.
She gave her keys to one of her friends from the team who had driven to the game with someone else and had her take her car home. The plan was that I would take her to the urgent care clinic and then drive her home.
So I carried her over to my car and set her down on my hood, got the passenger door open and carefully set her inside. The urgent care clinic was a short drive away so we were there in no time.
Unfortunately a lot of people had decided to get injured or sick that night, so we were there for an hour before we got to see the doctor. Which was ok by me, I was really enjoying Lori's company and we were having a good time.
The doctor checked her out and determined she didn't have a broken ankle. He wrapped it up in an ace bandage and sent us on our way.
Which meant that I once again had the thrill and privilege to sweep her off her feet and carry her through the waiting room. When we got outside the rain had picked up considerably, so I told her I would go get the car and come pick her up.
"Hell no," she said laughing. "I don't ever want to pass up an opportunity to be carried through an urgent care clinic parking lot in a warm summer rain in the middle of the night by a heroic old guy I hardly know."
"Fair enough," I answered, and we laughed and enjoyed getting wet once again going back to the car.
After we got settled into the car I asked her where she lived and she got a funny look on her face and then started shaking her head and laughing. "I just realized that my apartment key is with my car keys and it's midnight. I can't get into my house and it is way too late to call her."
We sat for a moment, letting that sink in.
"Listen, you are welcome to come and stay the night at my place," I said. "I live alone, but I do have a spare bedroom you are welcome to."
She thought about that a moment and finally nodded her assent, which, of course, thrilled me.
My house wasn't too far away, so we were there in no time, driving through what had no become a driving rainstorm. I had some projects going on in my garage, so there was no way to pull the car in, so we once again had to brave the elements. By the time I had carried her across the yard to the covered porch we were soaking wet, but still laughing at the whole situation. In fact, we were so wet we decided to just take another victory lap around the yard, getting even more soaked. I carried her into the house and set her down on the couch, and then ran to the closet to get some towels. I had to admit some reluctance to giving her the towels, because she looked incredible laying on my couch soaking wet.
"I feel terrible that I'm getting your couch all wet and dirty," she said. "I'm not entirely sure I could stand up for a shower though."
"Well, I do have a jacuzzi tub, and I'd be happy to draw you a bath, carry you back there, and throw you in," I said. I didn't expect her to go for it, but to my surprise she did.
I went back and filled up the tub, which was big enough for several people. I came back to the couch and picked her up and carried her back to the bath, which was next to the master bedroom, setting her gently down on the edge of the tub.
"Can I get you something to drink, or eat or anything?" I asked.
"A glass of wine would be nice," she said, looking admiringly at the tub. "I can't imagine not having a glass of wine when taking a bath in this fabulous tub."
"Coming right up," I said, and went down to the kitchen and poured two large glasses of wine. By the time I had come back to the bathroom, Lori had taken off her wet, dirty jersey but left her sports bra and shorts on and had climbed into the tub. I set the glass of wine down on the edge of the tub and she took a long, full sip.
"Perfect," she said. "Thanks so much."
I took that as a cue to give her some space, so I turned to leave.
"You don't have to go," she said softly. "It looks like there's room in here for two."
My heart jumped up in my throat as I stopped by the door. I was certainly not going to pass up the opportunity, I stripped out of the wet dirty clothes down to my boxers and was in the tub in no time. It was one of those moments where you suddenly take stock of how fortune and circumstance has smiled upon you. Here I was, sitting in a hot tub with a beautiful, young, half naked girl at midnight, sipping wine and having a great time. We sat there in the tub until the water started getting cold and then ran more hot water, talking and laughing and joking while the time flew by.
When we did finally get out of the tub I got out first and then she got on the edge where I could get an arm under her and pick her up. As I lifted her up into my arms, we stood there for a moment above the tub, warm water dripping off us. It was a wonderful moment, standing there looking into each other's eyes, enjoying the wet skin contact. I turned slowly, smiling and looking into her eyes, and walked back toward the bedroom.
"I am starting to think maybe I should test this ankle again," she said when we stepped from the bathroom to the bedroom. "Set me down here and let me see how it is."
I set her down carefully, letting her rest her weight on me, and she gingerly put some weigh on the ankle. It didn't hold well, and she tipped forward and fell into my arms. I held her close to me, with just the right amount of balance that said I am just holding you just tight enough so you don't fall down, and just loose enough so that if you want, you can pull away.
She didn't pull away, and instead looked up into my eyes. I got the message and slowly, tenderly pulled her closer and leaned down to kiss her softly. She immediately melted into me, kissing me back and pulling me even closer. Our warm wet bodies became closely entangled in a passionate embrace, though I could tell she was still having trouble putting weight on her right leg. For maybe the tenth wonderful time that night, I swept her up into my arms and carried her, this time to the bed, where I laid down beside her and began kissing her mouth, and face, and neck, while my hands drifted carefully up and down her body, avoiding the areas still covered by her sports bra and shorts. I did not want to be overly aggressive, I was ok taking it slow.
Outside, the rain and occasional thunder had reached the level of a deafening roar, but that was nothing compared to the roar going on in my head. I was rolling around in the bed with a gorgeous young girl who looked and smelled and felt delicious in every way. Best of all, she seemed really excited to be there.
In fact, she made the first move to take it to the next level, slipping her elegant fingers down to the front of my boxers and lightly touching my rock hard cock. The door was open, and my hands began to caress her breasts through her sports bra, and I could feel her nipples harden. I began kissing lower down her neck, moving down her chest, until my mouth came to find one breast and then the other, softly kissing and licking her through the bra. I could feel her body respond, and so I kept going, kissing my way down her beautiful firm stomach and then, finally, down to her shorts. I teasingly kissed her through the shorts, slowly moving closer and closer to her warm wet crotch. I could tell by her movements that I was practically torturing her, so I moved my mouth down between her legs and kissed, and then licked her through the shorts. I could taste her, and I couldn't wait any longer, I pulled her shorts down and quickly got down to the business of oral pleasure. It wasn't long before she began to respond strongly., and I really started getting the impression that she had never had anyone do that to her, or at least no one had ever done it well. I really enjoy going down on a girl, and will keep doing it as long as they want it. Judging by her moans she was going to want it for a while.
Eventually she pulled me up by the hair and kissed me hard, then pushed me over onto my back and straddled me.
"Oh my, that was incredible," she whispered, close to exasperated. "I've never had a guy go down on me like that before."
"Happy to please," I grinned.
She smiled back and started lowering herself slowly onto my hard cock. Slowly, carefully, she eased down until I entered her warm wetness, and then gradually, ever so steadily, she let me in deeper and deeper until I was inside her as far as I could go. Then, curiously, she stopped moving.
In fact, she seemed to completely freeze over. She seemed to be enjoying herself, but I was fully expecting her to be gyrating up and down, she wasn't moving at all.
"How is it going?" I asked her.
"Fantastic," she whispered dreamily. "You feel incredible inside me. I don't want to move, I just ... I don't want it to end."
"End?" I asked.
"You know, I don't want to move around too much...I don't want you to ... I don't want you to come too soon," she blushed.
I smiled up at her, suddenly realizing her fear. I remembered that when I was 20 years younger, like the boys she had probably slept with, sex didn't last long. One of the benefits of getting older is that no matter how great the sex is, I can pretty much last as long as I want.
"I'm not going anywhere," I grinned. "Feel free to move as much as you want."
Her eyes got big and her mouth fell open, and she began to move up and down on my cock, slowly at first but then, when she realized that older guys don't lose it immediately, she began to move faster and more passionately. Her face had a combination of thrill and amazement as she gradually realized that sex was going to last...for a while.
My hands moved from her waist to her breasts, and then I had one hand on her shoulder and one on her waist as I helped her rocking motion as she lifted herself up so that just the tip of my cock was inside her, and then she plunged herself down, taking me in to the hilt.
By the time she had completed this cycle a dozen times, her breath had become heavy and she was trembling all over, and I suddenly realized that she was having an extended orgasm.
"Oh my," she moaned. "Oh, my, my."
Lucky for her, things were just getting started. We moved together like long time lovers, going from one position to the next. I'm pretty sure some of the positions were completely new to her. Periodically she would flash me a look that said I can't believe you're still hard, and I would give her a reassuring look that I was still in no hurry. I lost count of how many times she seemed to orgasm, and at some point I came to the conclusion that if I didn't come to a conclusion her heart might.
I pulled her into my lap and leaned her back against me as I leaned back against the pillows at the head of the bed. I wrapped my arms around her and caressed her breasts as I buried my cock deep inside her. She leaned back towards me and we kissed, softly at first, then with reckless abandon as I quickened the pace of my hardening cock. I could feel the beginnings of the peak, but I still took it slow and even, trying to make my orgasm last as long as possible. Again I felt her whole body tremble, and she moaned and jerked hard to one side as my cock exploded inside her.
It was a long time before we started breathing evenly, as we lay on the bed spooning.
"Wow," she said finally. "That was pretty amazing .... for an old guy."
I laughed and playfully hit her with a pillow. "I got the sense that you were having a pretty good time."
She purred her positive response, rolled over and curled around my body, putting her head on my chest. We sat there quietly for a while, listening to the rain slowly taper off and the thunder move further and further away. It was past 2 am in the morning and I wasn't one bit tired.



"How's your ankle?" I asked.
"I have no idea, I stopped thinking about it a while back," she said. "I have to be honest though, it never really hurt that bad. I just liked you carrying me around."
"Ah. Well, with this old body, it won't be long before I'll need you to carry me around."
"There doesn't seem to be anything wrong with this old body," she said, stroking my chest.
She lifted her head up and looked me right in the eyes. "I'll be honest with you Mike, I've never been fucked like that in my whole life. And I cannot wait to do it again."
She started kissing me on the chest, working her way down my body.
I was all set to explain to her that while older guys can last a lot longer, it also takes them a lot longer to recover. Sometimes a few hours. And sometimes once a night is all they can do. But then, as I felt her warm mouth moving further down my body, I felt my cock leaping back to attention. And then I felt her mouth on my cock, kissing and licking it as it grew harder still.
i looked down at her sexy body, passionately taking me into her mouth and sucking my cock with wanton desire.
Not bad for an older guy, I thought. Not bad at all.
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It's always amazing how little things can make all the difference. Mike was thinking just that as he was getting off the commuter flight in Charlotte. The only reason he was here was that Jim Long had to cancel his trip to Vegas for the National Business Realtors Convention. Jim's 16 year old son had been kind enough to get caught by the cops with a small bag of marijuana, so the day before Jim was headed out he had to give his ticket to Mike so he could deal with bail, lawyers, and an ass chewing his son wouldn't forget. So now, instead of watching a Law and Order marathon, he was on the way to the connecting flight to sunny Vegas for a long weekend.
Ironically, another passenger waiting just ahead of him had a similar story. Kathy was smiling to herself thinking about how her friend Laura had met a new man and made the decision that she had many things better to do than to go to the National Regional Banker's Convention. As a recent hire to the bank where she worked, she was way down the line for being sent, but no one else could change their plans on such short notice.
As fate would have it, a new ticket rep came up about the time the pair got to the front of the line, so they ended up together at the front of the line. Mike couldn't help but notice Kathy's long dark hair and her fit figure. Kathy didn't want to be caught looking, but she also noticed the nice smile and friendly eyes of her fellow customer. Mike thought briefly about starting up a conversation, but he was a bit of a social dork. Kathy was too shy to even give him a signal, so they left the desk and boarded the plane without speaking. As fate would have it, they were within a few rows of each other on the plane, so there were a few times when they shared a look and a smile. Mike planned out some scenarios for starting a conversation as they got off the plane if Vegas, but the situation was never quite right.
The situation was also never quite right when Mike saw her at the hotel desk, and then later in the hotel bar. She could sense that he was looking at her, and she remembered him from the airport, but she was too reserved to give him a look that said come talk to me. He was getting ready to talk to her in the bar, but he went up to change out of some boxer briefs he was trying out because they were uncomfortable When he got back, in fresh blue boxer shorts, she was gone. So it was actually the next day before Mike and Kathy ever spoke, once again due to a random convergence.
It was morning meeting time, and Kathy was looking for the NBRC convention room. Mike was looking for the NRBC convention room. As they were looking, they noticed each other and shared a moment, a nod and a smile, and that distraction was enough so that both of them didn't look closely at the sign, which was not for the NBRC or the NRBC, but was instead for the NBBC convention, which is where they both ended up. Since they were the only ones in the room, they sat down together at a table and struck up a conversation.
Unfortunately for both of them, they were not at a Realtor or a Banker meeting, they were at a NBBC meeting, which didn't stand for anything. NBBC was a front name for an East Asian Pharmaceutical Investor group, and they were planning to meet a pair of chemists who allegedly had a fix for a miracle drug they had a lot of money invested in. Actually they had kidnapped the children of the two chemists, and the meeting was set up so they would fill the ransom demand - the fix for the formula they were trying to steal from an American drug company.
So the East Asian Investor Group, which was actually something between a government entity and the mob, naturally expected that the couple sitting at the table chatting about the hotel pool and the weather were actually the chemists they were looking for. So when the three sinister looking East Asians sat down across from them, they figured they were talking to people who knew what was going on. They were, of course wrong.
"Do you have it?" said the leading sinister east asian in a thick, sinister east asian accent.
"Have what?" asked Mike, who was wondering if the three men were Realtors, investors or convention speakers.
The leader looked at him coldly for a moment, then nodded to an associate, who walked over behind Kathy and put a knife to her throat. "Do you have it?" he repeated.
Mike looked a little confused at first, then seemed to grasp what was going on. "Oh, this is one of those role playing things, where we try to deal with a pressure client in a negotiation," he smiled. "Very creative. Let's see now. Yes, I have it, but before I do I need you to do something for me."
The leader looked a bit perplexed at the response, given they were holding his children. He stepped away from the table and consulted with his two comrades. Mike took the opportunity to lean over to whisper to Kathy.
"Don't worry, they do this kind of thing all the time at these Realtor conventions," he said.
Kathy looked at him perplexed. "You mean a banker convention don't you?" she asked.
They were still staring at each other when the three men came back.
"Very well, if you wish to be difficult, we will take you somewhere where we can make you give us the formula," he said.
Before Mike had a chance to say what formula, one of the thugs had stuck a needle into his neck, and as he slowly lost consciousness his last image was of a sleeping Kathy. Man she was really cute, he thought.
He woke up first, about 12 hours later. Kathy was still passed out, her head on his chest, and her hair smelled delicious. His first thought was that somehow they had hooked up and he had spent the night together, but tragically he couldn't remember a thing. The room they were in was much nicer than his, she must've had to pay a lot extra. It had a huge king size bed and a jacuzzi tub. There were no windows, which he thought was weird. As he stirred to get up he could feel Kathy waking up too.
"Where are we?" she said.
"What do you mean, this is not your room?" asked Mike.
As they both tried to clear the fog in their heads, the leader of the sinister east asians walked in the door.
"I trust your accommodations are acceptable," he said in his thick, sinister East Asian way.
"What are you talking about?" Kathy said. "Where are we?"
"You are in an East Asian prison," he said. "Where you will stay until you give us the formula. We have released your children, but we will be holding you until you give us what we want."
Mike was still slow to the message. "We have children?" he asked Kathy.
The sinister East Asian was looking impatient. "If you are going to be difficult, we have arranged a way to make you talk, using your own invention," he said. "As you know, we have the basic compound, and we are one chemical away from creating the truth serum that your company has been working on. We will be pumping your air supply full of variations on the compound until we get it right. Unless, of course, you cooperate now."
"I think you have the wrong people," Mike said. He was beginning to think this was more than a convention exercise in team building.
"Very well," said the sinister East Asian. "As you know, the effect of the drug last for a full month. There are 60 different combinations. So it may take five years to find the formula. Let the experiments begin."
He turned and walked out, and shortly after Mike and Kathy noticed a mist coming out of the air vents. They had become lab rats in a sinister plot to steal a high tech truth serum.
"I think you have the wrong people," Mike yelled at the top of his lungs.
Which was correct, the East Asians did have the wrong people. They were also wrong about the drug. Back in the U.S., Jeff Smith, chemist extraordinaire, was talking to his wife Sue. Their kidnapped children had been suddenly returned to them, hours after they were supposed to meet in a hotel room with the kidnappers.
"Maybe they figured out that it wasn't really a truth serum we discovered at all," he said. "It showed promise for a while, but when we got the chemical balance just right, it turned into something different all together. Something I doubt they would be interested in."
Sue looked at him perplexed. "What does the drug do?" she asked.
Jeff turned to her and smiled. "Turns out that the basic formula we had, when combined with any other chemical, turns into the most intense sexual aphrodisiac known to man. Whoever takes that medicine will be fucking like rabbits, no matter what they add to the formula."
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This is a rewrite of an earlier version. Some comments suggested that part of the story sounded "rapish" because one of the characters was asleep, and I believe they were correct. It's never ok to have sex with someone who is asleep, my apologies. I think this version is better!
*****
For as long as he could remember, Mike's twin sister Ava had been an intense competitor. From ping pong to rock-paper-scissors, she never met a challenge she wouldn't bet on and go 110% to win it. Usually, she won. But that was before she decided to bet her brother on a friendly spanking contest.
The twins had spent a long day at the beach, hanging out with friends on one of their last days before heading off to college. An afternoon thunderstorm had rolled in and ended the day prematurely, and Mike and Ava had scrambled up to their family beach cottage to wait out the storm. Their parents were gone for the next several days, leaving the two of them to fend for themselves. After an hour of watching the storm, they gave up on the idea of more beach time, took showers and settled in for a battle over the backgammon table. As they played, they talked about their plans for the upcoming school year, and Mike surprised Ava by saying he might pledge a fraternity.
"A frat boy?" she laughed. "I sure didn't see that coming. I hope you have a tough ass."
"A tough ass, what are you talking about?" he replied.
"You know, for when they hit the pledges with paddles as part of the time-honored tradition of idiocy," she said.
Mike rolled his eyes. "They don't do that shit anymore, that's history."
"Oh yes they do," Ava replied. "I heard about a guy who couldn't sit for a week after pledging, he didn't take the time to toughen up his ass."
Mike looked at his sister carefully. Sometimes it was hard to tell when she was lying. "Well, my ass is already pretty tough," he said.
"Ha, that's a joke," she laughed. "I'll bet MY ass is tougher than yours," she said.
Without thinking, Mike jumped at the remark. "Care to make that an official bet?" he asked.
Ava blushed at the prospect. Over the years, the two siblings had developed an unwritten rule about any kind of challenge. When a challenge of any kind—from frisbee throwing to trivial pursuit—was accepted by the challenged party, it became an "official bet." The loser of any official bet had to pay the winner the lump sum of $1, though the real winnings were about bragging rights. Ava was always so competitive she never turned down a bet, and she wasn't going to start now.
"You're on," she said. Then she caught herself. "How are we going to determine who has the toughest ass?" she giggled.
Mike stroked his chin and thought about it for a moment. "We'll have a spanking contest, one slap per round, first to say 'uncle' loses," he said.
"Bring it on, little brother, your ass is going down in flames!" she yelled. She liked to refer to him as her "little brother," even though he was really only minutes younger.
"Just because your ass is older doesn't make it tougher," Mike countered. "Prepare to be ass-assinated."
"Okay then," she replied.
"Okay..." he said back.
There was an awkward pause as the idea of a spanking contest went from an idea to a reality.
"Ladies first," said Mike.
Ava briefly thought about laughing the whole thing off as a joke, but the challenge had been laid and she had accepted. "By ladies first, does that mean ladies spank first or get spanked first?"
Mike pondered the question and then grinned. "Ladies choice," he said.
"In that case, I choose to be the hitter in the first round, you'll probably quit after one hit anyway," she grinned.
Mike wasn't about to back down either. "Okay, where do you want me?" he asked.
Ava didn't waste any time. "Bend over and grab your ankles, bitch," she snarled.
Mike's eyebrows raised in a mixture of shock and horror.
"I'm getting you ready for pledge week," she explained.
Looking at her cautiously, Mike did as he was told, bending over to grab his ankles in the middle of the den. Ava walked over beside him, nervous at first but then deciding to go all in. "Prepare for the pain," she said.
She wound up and smacked him on the ass, but in her rush she neglected to notice that he had a wallet in his jeans pocket and her hand hit wallet instead of ass, which hurt her hand more than his ass. "Hey wait, that doesn't count," she hollered, ringing her hand.
"The hell it doesn't, the bet was one hit per round, if you're too dumb to hit ass that's your fault!" Mike was laughing so hard he nearly fell over. "Now its your turn to assume the position."
Ava knew she was about to lose the first round. She looked at her brother and suddenly realized that his muscular 6'2 build was likely to pack a significantly stiffer punch. Her eyes had a glimmer of fear in them as she leaned over and grabbed her ankles.
Mike strode up beside her, rubbing his hands together gleefully. When she bent over like this it really showed off her long, toned, athletic body, but all he was looking at was her ass, as he planned his assault. Just before he wound up for the hit, he saw the fear in his sister's eyes looking back up at him, and he backed off some, but it was still a solid full-on whack on the ass.
As Ava stood up, she quickly made an assessment that she hadn't made before. She was wearing a pair of cotton shorts, he had on jeans. She was going to have significantly less protection.
"This is totally unfair, we need to put on similar pants," she whined. "My shorts are way thinner than your jeans."
"Already begging for mercy," Mike smirked. "I didn't even hit you that hard. Okay, what do you propose that we put on—and by the way, I'm NOT going to wear a thong."
"We can definitely agree on that," she laughed. "How 'bout running shorts."
"Deal," he said, and the two of them went off to change clothes. Mike was back in a jiffy with a pair of loose fitting black shorts and a gray t-shirt. Ava took longer, and her outfit took Mike by surprise. She was wearing a pair of short pink shorts, form-fitting but still loose, and a sleeveless t shirt that was cut high so that it showed a good bit of her fit abdomen. It didn't take him long to see through the plan.
"I see what you're doing, you're trying to look all cute and sexy so I won't hit you so hard," he grinned. "It won't work."
She pouted and struck a sexy pose toward him. "Can't blame a girl for trying," she said. "Now bend over that couch, I want another piece of ass," she snarled.
Mike grinned and moved into place. He couldn't believe his sister was going a second round.
She moved into place beside him and rubbed her hands together. "I call this the fastball," she said, winding up her arm in a softball pitch motion. As her hand moved forward toward him, Mike remembered that as a softball pitcher, Ava had once thrown a no-hitter. She hit him so hard that he heard it before he felt it.
"Yowza," he yelled. "Damn girl, that hurt," he said.
She hooted and laughed. "I guess you give up then," she smiled.
Mike grinned and shook his head no. "I'm just getting started," he said.
Ava went from sassy to fearful in a heartbeat. "Oh shit," she said. "I need to get some courage."
She disappeared into the kitchen and came back out with a bottle of tequila and a shot glass. She downed a shot and found her defiant face again. "Where do you want me?" she asked.
"Hands on your knees," Mike said. "I call this the thunder."
Mike had noticed that the storm outside had picked back up, and the lightning and thunder was picking back up. Ava got into position and he stood beside her, standing where he could look at her but also see the lightning outside. He was waiting for a bolt of lightning to time his next hit.
As he waited for the lightning, he couldn't help but admire the shapely body in front of him. With her hands on her knees, her back arched, and her firm and shapely ass sticking out, he had to admit that his sister was looking quite sexy. He also realized that she was doing that on purpose, to get an edge.
Just then, a flash of lightning lit the sky, and he counted off a few seconds before slapping her ass just as the thunder boomed. At the same time his hand hit her ass, the electricity went out, and they were suddenly in the dark.
"Holy shit," she giggled. "Am I dead?"
"Not yet," he laughed. "That happens in round four."
They scrounged around and found some candles and soon had enough dim light to move around. Mike was thinking that the contest might be over, but he was wrong.
"Hands on the table, stud," Ava said. "I call this next shot my two handed backhand."
Mike, recalling that Ava was a two time county tennis champion, opted to have a shot of tequila himself before bending over the table. He watched Ava put her hands together and sway back and forth a few times, before deciding it might be best to close his eyes. Ava caught him strong and solid with the back of her left hand, pushed into place with her stronger right hand. Mike's eyes watered from the hit, he had to admit she could hit hard..for a girl. Funny thing was, almost the whole time his eyes were closed, he was visualizing his sister bending over and letting him slap her ass. Suddenly, he didn't want to stop playing this game.
"Okay, you're turn, hands on the table," he said.
Ava took the time to take another shot before moving into position. Mike walked around the table, taking his time, building the tension...and enjoying the view. He came up directly behind her, admiring her long, tan legs, and smiled demonically at her as she looked at him in the wall mirror.
"I call this the little drummer boy," he said. Before she could protest, he gave her a quick three slaps with each hand, three on the right cheek and three on the left. The slaps weren't very hard, so Ava was so relieved she didn't protest the fact that he had hit her more than once.
"Very nice," she smiled. "I always knew you had musical talent."
Mike took another shot of tequila and bent over the arm of the couch. "Okay sister, what do you have for me this time," he said.
"I call this cat scratch fever," she grinned. Mike was trying to imagine what that might end up being when he felt Ava's hand pop down firmly on his ass. Her hand stayed on his ass for a split second, and then he felt her hand lift up and her fingernails dig lightly in and then briefly give a playful scratch on his ass. It was not, in any way, painful, and Mike realized that Ava was returning the favor he had given her by not hitting her that hard.
"Whoohoo, we should make some kinda rule about drawing blood," Mike said.
"Aaah, did the kitty hurt ya?" Ava said. "Maybe you've had enough?"
"No way, I'm ready for another special delivery," he smiled. "Now take a shot and bend over."
Ava did as she was told knocking back yet another shot and laying down over the arm of the couch. Her head was below her ass now, and it was sticking up in the air begging to be...dealt with.
"I call this the broken egg," Mike said. He gave her a medium size pop on the ass cheek, and then, using his fingertips, he lightly tickled from her ass all the way down to her knees, evoking a squeal of giddy glee from Ava.
They both giggled and quickly switched places. It had suddenly become more about finding creative ass slaps than delivering pain.
"Okay, this is called two over easy," she laughed. She lined up behind him, popped him with both hands, leaving them on his ass for a few seconds, and then she flipped her hands over and lightly dragged the backs of her fingers down over his ass and thighs. He couldn't help but notice how close her fingers came to tickling his balls. He attributed it more to the booze than anything sexual.
The booze was definitely having an impact. By now they were both laughing hysterically after every round. They both took a tequila shot.
"Okay, okay, I gotta another one," Mike said. He threw some pillows off the couch onto the floor. "Assume the position."
Ava giggled and snuggled down onto the pillows, sticking her ass up into the air.
"I call this one the Genie," he said, getting on his knees behind her. He put both hands on her ass and rubbed both ass cheeks in long circles for a few times, then gave both ass cheeks a firm slap.
She squealed and giggled. "What did you wish for?" she asked.
"I forgot," he said.
"You forgot what the wish was?" she asked.
"No, I forgot to make a wish," he said, bursting out laughing. "I just wanted to rub that ass!"
She knew she should take offense, but Ava fell over laughing instead. "I am kicking your ass in an ass kicking contest," she giggled.
"There is no way you're going to top this ass," Mike countered.
"How bout we raise the stakes then," Ava slurred out. "The loser has to take a slap on the bare ass."
"Count me in, and prepare to feel my hand on your bare ass," he said.
They took another shot.
"Okay, get down on all fours," she ordered. "It's time for the cowgirl rodeo slap."
Mike got down on all fours on the floor and Ava threw her leg over him and sat down on his back. She grabbed the collar of his shirt with one hand, and she used the other hand to reach behind her and pop his ass like he was a bunking bronco. He was only too happy to oblige her, lifting her up and down, letting her get the full bull riding effect. She wrapped her legs around him, whooped and hooted, before losing her balance and tumbling off. They both collapsed together on the floor, a giggly heap of intertwined limbs. They laid there on the floor for a while, catching their breath.
"Okay, I've got one for you, get on all fours," Mike said.
Ava had gotten too tipsy to move quickly, but she got into position. Her half shirt had ridden up so high that he could see most of her back and the lacy pink of her bra underneath. "Okay, slap that ass little brother," she said almost dreamily. "You aren't going to ride me are you?"
"No, I call this one the stealth slap," he said, getting on his knees beside her. He put his hand on her left ass cheek, the one nearest to him, feigning like he was lining up for a slap. He took a few practice lineups, each time bringing his hand down onto the targeted left cheek. He was taking his time, really enjoying the opportunity to feel her ass and checking out her beautiful body. He was glad she was drunk, or she might have noticed that he had a huge erection tenting the front of his shorts. "Okay, here it comes," he said, and he could feel her tense up.
But instead of hitting the left cheek, he reached over and popped the right cheek. She had braced herself so hard for the opposite side contact that when he hit hurt she immediately tumbled over towards him, her ass falling into his lap and his hands around her waist. As she wriggled around on top of him he knew there was no way he could hide his arousal. Eventually she worked her way onto her knees beside him. "Well that one, was...uh...interesting," she giggled. "But this next one is going to put your white ass away."
"Where do you want me, my ass-slappin' sister?" he asked.
"Standing up," she said. "I call this one the Fulsom County Prison."
"Uh-oh, this will require another shot," he said, knocking another one back. He struggled to his feet, realizing that at this point there was no way to hide his erection.
She stood up and walked around him, looking him up and down like a prison guard. "Bend over and pick up that soap," she said.
He looked down on the floor. "What soap?"
"You gotta pretend, ya moron," she hissed.
"Oh," he laughed. He bent over and pretended to pick up some invisible soap, and right when his hand hit the floor, he felt her hand hit his ass, not on the left cheek, or on the right cheek, but right smack dab in the middle, and to make matters worse, her middle finger was crooked halfway so it goosed him solidly right in the asshole.
"Yeow," he yelled. "Girl, you are going to pay dearly for that. I think they have women prisoners at the Fulsom County Prison too."
Ava suddenly sobered up at the notion of getting a finger up her ass. "I tell you what," she said dreamily. "I surrender, you win, my ass can't take a prison slap, I'm not even sure I can stand up" she said. She reached into her shorts and pulled out a dollar bill and handed it to him.
"Okay," Mike smiled, "but you're forgetting something."
Ava looked mystified for a moment, then remembered. "Oh. Uh-oh. I've got a bare ass slap coming don't I?" she said.
"Yes, yes you do," Mike said. He was really looking forward to seeing her bare ass, even if she was his sister.
"Where do you want it?" she asked cautiously.
"Right here," he said, patting the pillows. "Show me some ass."
Ava crawled into position on the pillows, her ass sticking up in the air. She reached back and pulled her shorts down to the bottom of her ass as Mike rose up on his knees beside her. Her ass was the perfect shape, though it did have red hand prints all over it.
"This is going to hurt isn't it," she winced.
"This is going to hurt bad," he said with a sinister grin. He ran into the bathroom and came back out with a gel all over his hand. "I call this one the splash down. Have you ever had Ben Gay rubbed on your ass?"
"What, are you crazy?" she said.
"Quiet sister, you lost, now you have to pay the price," he said.
She closed her eyes and prepared herself for the pain. He was kind enough to give her a countdown.
"Three...Two...One."
Ava prepared for a hard hot one, but what she got was something completely different. Mike didn't have hot rub on his hand, he had a cooling aloe gel, and he didn't slap down hard, his hand came down like a feather and he rubbed the gel softly over the reddened parts of her ass. She was so relieved to not feel pain that she overlooked the fact that her brother was rubbing her naked ass.
"MMMM, thanks little brother, I appreciate you not whacking my ass," she cooed.
"I didn't realize how hard I had hit you until I saw the red welts," he said. "It's the least I could do."
He continued to rub the gel over her ass and lower back, he had brought a whole tube of it out. He knew that the cooling gel was probably heaven for Ava's ass, but he was enjoying it at least as much. She had such a soft, but firm body, with just the right curves. Just when he had decided he could easily do this all night, she stopped him.
"That gel is awesome, but I'm the one who lost, so I think I should be returning the favor," she said, rising up to her knees while pulling her shorts up. "Time for you to assume the position."
Mike had not thought about that, but he quickly warmed to the idea. He got down on the pillows and pulled his shorts down, first just to expose his ass, but then he decided to be bold and pushed them all the way down to his knees.
Ava got a hand full of cooling salve and began to rub it in, making long looping circles over his reddened ass cheeks.
"That's a mighty fine looking ass there, my brother," she said teasingly.
"Runs in the family," he replied.
Following his lead, she massaged it all over his ass, lower back, and even down the backs of his thighs, which brought back his erection in hurry.
"Say, whatever ever happened with Kris?" Ava asked suddenly.
"What...oh, ah, I guess she wasn't having enough fun or something," Mike answered. Kris was his most recent ex-girlfriend, they had broke up a few weeks ago.
"Oh, I don't think that was it," she smiled.
"What do you mean, how would you know?" he asked.
"Girlfriends and sisters talk," she laughed.
"Really, what did she say?"
Ava hesitated and blushed a little. "Well, she said you were a great kisser. And, ah, she said you were really good in bed... and, ah..." her voice trailed off.
"What else did she say?" he asked.



"She said that you, ah.. she said you were the biggest, you had the biggest...she said you had the biggest cock she had ever seen," she gushed out.
Mike let that one hang in the air for a moment, he wasn't really sure what to say.
"Wow," he said finally. "You girls really do talk."
"Yeah, that's what she said," Ava replied, still idly rubbing the gel in.
Another few awkward moments passed before she spoke again.
"So what about it?" she said suddenly.
"What about what?" he said.
"Is it really that big?" she asked.
"I really don't know, I haven't seen too many other guys, and the ones I have seen I didn't measure," he said.
"Right, right, of course," she blushed.
More awkward silence.
"So can I see it?" she asked.
In Mike's tequila addled state, with his sister's hands rubbing all over his ass, he couldn't think of a single reason why not. He rolled over and his hard cock popped straight up into the air. Ava's hand immediately came up to her mouth, hiding both a blush and a smile. For the next several minutes, Ava just sat there and looked at her brother's cock, which was steadily growing stiffer from all the attention from his hot, half naked sister.
Finally she spoke. "That's quite impressive, little brother," she said softly. Her eyelids were drooping, she was clearly wasted. "You know what though?"
"What?" Mike asked, almost dreading what she would say.
"My ass still hurts," she said giggling.
"Get back down here," Mike said. "Let's get some more cooling gel on you."
Mike got up on his knees as Ava moved back onto the pillows. She sat up suddenly on her knees and pulled her shorts all the way off. "It's only fair I guess," she said as she looked again at Mike's cock.
She laid back down on the pillows, her beautiful naked ass pointing high in the air. She looked back at Mike almost dreamily. "Go ahead little brother," she smiled. "Tap that ass."
Mike grinned and gave her ass a thump with his finger, then he went back to rubbing the gel on his sister's still-red ass. It was a different feeling now though, in the warm candlelight with both of them naked from the waist down. His semi-erect cock was bobbing just inches from her thigh as he rubbed his hands all over her back, ass and legs, and he was finding it difficult to keep it from becoming fully erect. He got the sense that she was enjoying it too — her eyes were closed and she was sighing and cooing and wriggling under his hands. Mike could tell she was drunk, and he was drunk too, and he was thinking that he'd better stop while he still could.
And that's what he kept telling himself. One more minute. One more time around. His hands caressed gently over her ass, coming so close to her pussy that he could feel the heat coming off. She didn't seem to mind at all how close he was coming, and she didn't even protest when he got a little too close and brushed the outer lips of her pussy. In fact, he thought he heard her moan just a bit.
"Say bro, would you mind if I looked at that big cock while you are doing that," she whispered.
Mike gasped out loud at how forward his sister was. Must be the Tequila, he thought. "Uh, yeah, I think that would be ok," he said. He stayed on his knees but moved further up on her torso, where she could see his cock, and he continued massaging her back, ass and legs. He looked down at her and saw that her eyes were locked on his cock, and watching her watch him made him harder than ever. She lay there on her stomach, totally mesmerized, and he was enjoying being the subject of her attention.
He continued his long looping circles, with his hands moving down her back and ass. His hands were oily with the gel and slid effortlessly across her body, the only problem was his arms weren't long enough. In his current position, his fingers could only reach down to the bottom of her ass. He took a deep breath and moved from his knees to laying on his side facing her. Now his cock was right at eye level to Ava, less than a foot from her face, and his left arm could reach all the way down to her thighs. His hand moved over her ass and along her thighs, coming ever closer to the increasingly warm, wet place between her legs. His mouth was watering and his mind was reeling, he was so hot he had lost all train of thought, including that this was his sister. He could tell by her moans that she had forgotten that fact as well.
Unable to contain himself, he slid his fingers down over her ass and into the soft, warm wetness of her pussy. She let out a long, low string of MMMMMMs that were so pronounced Mike could feel the vibration on his cock. Or maybe she had just moved closer. He moved his oily finger around inside her and quickly located her swollen clit, and he felt her tremble at the contact. As he gently caressed her with his finger, he could feel her warm breath against his cock.
"Hey Mike," she whispered hoarsely. "How 'bout passing me that gel."
Mike didn't have to wonder what she had planned, and he wasted no time. Ava rolled on her side, rubbed a load of the gel into her hands, and ever so slowly, she reached out and touched her brother's hard cock, first with one finger, then another, and finally, with an urgency that made his heart flutter, she slipped her oily hand all the way around his cock. She stroked him softly but firmly, first with one hand and then with two, caressing him from the tip of his cock to his balls. Mike was so overwhelmed he had to roll onto his back, but Ava never let go, so that she ended up partially on top of him, both hands still wrapped around his cock. Ava pushed his cock up to the full 90 degrees and she realized that his ex-girlfriend wasn't kidding. Her brother had one impressive cock.
Meanwhile, Mike had collected his wits enough to realize that he now had two hands free and just inches in front of his face, his sister's glistening pussy was begging for attention. He slipped a finger in from the front side this time, while his other hand moved around and gently caressed her ass. Somewhere in the back of his mind he was justifying all this with the idea that it was just a playful pain-relieving massage. The front of his mind was watching his sister wriggling around on his finger uncontrollably, while her hands gave him the best hand job he had ever imagined.
Ava watched her own hands stroking her brother's cock with amazement and fascination, and her mouth began to water with the thought of taking him into her mouth. Mike was facing the same battle, he was aching to bury his tongue between her legs. He shifted slightly to move his face closer, and he felt Ava do the same. As his mouth moved down close enough to feel the wispy hairs of her pussy, he felt her lips come down and softly kiss the tip of his cock.
And then, his head exploded into stars. The very thought of getting into the 69 position with his hot sister had pushed him over the edge, and he completely lost control in a mind blowing orgasm. He buried his face into her crotch and held on as he bucked and jerked like a man in the electric chair. It felt like he came for five minutes and didn't breath for even longer, and by the time he finally gathered some sense of reality he realized he had crammed his entire face into her pussy. He may have screamed at some point, he wasn't sure.
He eased his face off of her and looked down at Ava, who was still facing away from him. She slowly turned her heads towards him, and when they caught sight of each other, both of their eyes got big. She had caught the lion's share of his load on her face, and his face was glistening wet from her as well. They looked at each other in shock for a few moments, and then, almost at exactly the same time, they started to giggle, and then began to laugh hysterically.
After five minutes of rolling on the floor laughing, broken up by futile efforts to wipe their faces off, the two lay on their backs looking at the ceiling and waiting for the other to speak. Finally Ava broke the silence.
"Damn bro," she said.
"Damn sis," he answered.
"That was really...uh...crazy," she said.
"Really, really crazy," he answered. "Beyond crazy."
"We should probably never, ever do that again," she said.
"I would think that would be advisable," he said.
"I guess the important thing is, that I clearly won the ass slapping contest," she grinned. She pulled her shorts up and walked toward her bedroom.
"Wait, how do you figure that?" Mike asked.
She looked over her shoulder as she walked away. "Because, my ass never felt better."
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I was in the midst of a very good dream featuring one of my favorite celebrities kneeling before me and taking my hard cock in her mouth when I was suddenly woke up from my nap. My first vision was my wife Ann, her head on my stomach and a grin on her face. My erection was poking her in the chest.
"You must've been having a really good dream," she said, looking up at me with her beautiful brown eyes.
"This is better," I answered, and I meant ever word.
She smiled and started lightly kissing my stomach, moving downward and deftly removing my shorts. "Let's see if we can improve it even more."
She took her time gently teasing my hard cock, kissing it and lightly licking it, before she slipped it into her warm mouth. After a few long, deep strokes into her mouth, she settled at the top and began her ritual of blowing my mind. She loved giving head, and she had developed a unique style. Rather than pump her mouth up and down on my cock, she would stay in one place and actually suck my cock with her tongue and mouth. I wasn't sure how she did it, but her incredible oral skill was one of the many fabulous qualities that kept me madly in love with her, even after 25 years of marriage.
She looked up at me, her eyes shining through a mane of brown hair, and she watched my pleasure grow as her mouth caressed my cock and she lightly tickled my balls. I didn't last long under this treatment, and as she always did, she swallowed every drop with relish, then slowly kissed and licked my cock as she eased me down from a fantastic orgasm.
"I just didn't want you to forget about me while I was gone," she smiled.
I shook my head. "No way that's gonna happen," I replied. "I'm the luckiest guy in the world."
She patted me on the stomach. "Well time to get up, Mr. Lucky, or I'm gonna miss my six o'clock flight."
I groaned my dissatisfaction but we both got up, pulled on some clothes and headed out the door with her luggage. Her recently divorced sister had asked her to come for Christmas, so she was flying out Dec. 20 and coming back Christmas Eve. Our daughter was coming in later that day, so I was staying behind.
At the airport, I was helping Ann with her luggage when we ran into an old friend of mine, Robert Davis, who was flying out for a few days on business. Robert lived five doors down from us on the beach. After a few moments of chit chat we determined that Ann and Robert would be on the same flight. As we talked, a tall, thin girl with long brown hair walked up.
"You remember my daughter, Sara," Robert said.
I remembered that Robert had a daughter, but I was remembering the 15 year old that had spent some time with my daughter five years ago. She had grown up to become a beautiful woman. I remembered that her mother had died a few years ago.
"Nice to see you Sara," I said. "You've grown up quite well since the last time I saw you. Are you traveling as well?"
Sara blushed a bit at the compliment. "I don't get to go, I'm just the chauffeur," she said.
"Me too," I smiled, holding up my car keys.
We had reached the front of the ticket line, so the conversation came to a close. Ann got her ticket and I gave her a warm hug. She smiled her beautiful smile. "I have a surprise for you," she said. "On the computer, when you get home."
Anne loved giving surprises, especially sexy surprises, so naturally I imagined something naughty she had left me. I hugged her again and told her I loved her like crazy.
Then she was gone.
As I was walking across the airport parking lot I saw Sara again and gave her a wave. She smiled and waved back. She cut quite the figure in her light sweater and tight jeans. As I watched her walking to her car, I was surprised to see a few trickles of snow begin to fall. It almost never snowed in our little beach town. I saw that Sara had noticed it as well, and had stopped to hold her hands up in the air to catch some flakes.
"Maybe we'll have a white Christmas," I yelled over to her.
"Miracles do happen," she laughed.
When I got home I went straight to the computer and found a folder on the desktop marked "Surprise." I opened up the picture inside and it was Anne, dressed in sexy lingerie, holding one of her favorite life-like dildos up to her mouth and giving it a delicious tongue caress. I was immediately hard as a rock at the sexy picture. The caption read: Surprise ... just a little something to think of me while I'm gone...
Wow. Who needs porn, I thought. I jerked off to the sexy picture, made myself some dinner, and passed out on the couch.
It was about six hours later when I got the call, waking me from a dead sleep. As I slowly gathered my wits about me, the words began to come together to form meaning. "Engine failure...emergency landing ... deeply sorry ... no survivors." The plane had crashed, and my wife was lost forever.
The next 24 hours went by in a blur. Notifying family members, starting with my daughter. Hundreds of calls from devastated friends, offering what comfort they could. Calls from the media, attorneys, insurance companies. All the while, trying to deal with the devastating loss of my wife of 25 years and my best friend in the world.
On the second day, the airline had all the survivors come in for a group meeting. As I walked into the room, the first person my eyes focused on was Robert's daughter Sara, and I suddenly realized I had all but forgotten about my friend being on the flight. I made my way over to her and gave her a warm hug. She seemed to melt into my arms, and I felt her gently sobbing into my chest. As shocking as it was to lose my wife, Sara had lost her father and final parent.
We sat beside each other at the meeting, and I had to keep an arm around her to keep her from falling out of the chair. As the presentation was made by the airline, from technical advisors to grief counselors, I tried my best to console Sara as her body shook from stifled sobs. When the dog and pony show mercifully ended, we stayed on until we were the last two in the room. Sara didn't seem to want to move and I didn't want to leave her alone.
We sat, side by side, not saying a word, but sharing in our mutual pain. After a long silence, she finally spoke.
"This all just seems like a terrible, awful dream," she said distantly. "Like my dad is suddenly going to appear and say this was all just a joke."
"I know what you mean," I replied. "I can't believe it either."
We sat in silence for a while longer before I spoke again.
"I want you to know, if there is anything I can do for you, anything at all, I want you to call me," I said. I put my hand over hers and squeezed gently and we exchanged phone numbers.
I didn't really mean that, it was just a standard thing to say to close the conversation and move on. All I wanted to do was to curl up in a ball, with a bottle, and turn the world off. Which is what I did, for the next two months. I did the minimum work to get by at the law firm, turned down all invitations from friends, and mostly sat alone in the dark, thinking about my lost wife, wishing I were dead.
Then one night, when I was passed out on the couch from drinking, I heard a knock on the door. It was late, and I was not expecting anyone. But when I answered the door, it wasn't just someone I wasn't expecting. It was someone who didn't exist. It was Robert. The Robert who had gone down in the plane crash.
I stared at him in disbelief. "Robert, how are you..."
Robert cut me off. "Tom, I don't have a lot of time", he said. "I have something very important to ask you."
A rush of thoughts went through my head, but all I could stammer out was "But you're dead."
"Right. Listen carefully," Robert said. "Sara needs help. She is not handling this ... situation ... well, and she needs someone to help her get her through this."
My mouth was still hanging open. "But you're ..."
Robert interrupted again. "I need you to promise me, Tom, that you will help her. Promise me."
Despite all the questions that were flying through my head, I felt the overwhelming urge to nod my approval with the request.
Then I jerked awake, in a cold sweat. It had been a dream. My heart was beating rapidly and my mind was in a swirl. I spent the rest of that night staring up at the ceiling, recalling details from the very odd, very realistic dream.
I had all but forgotten the dream the next day, but I was looking for socks in my drawer late in the afternoon and came across a balled up piece of paper. When I opened it up, I saw the name Sara on it and a phone number, and the dream came flooding back. Remembering my dream promise to a dead man, I picked up the phone and dialed her number.
It was a dozen rings in before she answered. It sounded like she may have been asleep.
"Sara, it's Tom Simpson here, I just wanted to call to see how you are doing, see if there is anything...any way I can help," I said. I felt foolish as the receiver went silent. I was about to hang up when I realized she was sobbing.
My paternal instinct kicked in, and I became fearful that something wasn't right. "Sara, where are you," I said sternly.
She paused before answering unsteadily. "At my dad's house," she said.
I threw on some clothes and took the short walk over to Robert's house, which was almost completely dark. I knocked on the door but it was open, so I went in and called out Sara's name as I walked up the stairs to the living room. She was sitting on a couch, looking out over a large window over the ocean. I noted that it seemed eerily similar to my own nightly ritual, sitting on a couch overlooking the ocean. Except that she had an open bottle of pills on the table in front of her.
"It's ok, I didn't take them," she said listlessly. "I was going to, but when the phone rang earlier, it startled me and I spilled them all over the floor."
I sat down beside her on the couch and put my face in my hands. I half wanted to suggest that we could just both split the bottle and die together. But I had a dream nagging at me in the back of my mind, and my friend had asked me for help. Even if he was dead.
So we sat there in the near dark, for a long time we were both silent. Eventually, we began to talk, sharing our thoughts and feelings. Even though I had lost a wife and she had lost a father, our experiences were very similar. And we both seemed to have hit a road block to recovery and were wallowing in misery.
So we talked and talked, cried and laughed, and at some point late that night or early the next morning, she had settled down enough that I felt safe leaving. I insisted on taking the pills with me. We made a pact to meet for coffee in a few days and then I left.
Walking home on the cool clear night, I felt better than I had in a while. Somehow I felt like I had a purpose again, a reason beyond my misery. It felt good that I had helped Sara.
It also gave me something to look forward to, another chance to be helpful, and I very much looked forward to getting together for coffee. It was awkward at first, she was embarrassed, but we had a common connection that really pulled us together. We both seemed to realize that we were helping each other. The conversation flowed and an hour was gone in no time. We shared a hug and made a promise to meet again the next week.
Meeting for coffee became a weekly ritual, something I looked forward to very much. Helping Sara had become very therapeutic for me, I had stopped drinking myself to sleep and hadn't had any more weird dreams. I got the sense that she was doing much better as well, and I did my best to act like a father figure for her. As winter turned into spring we started getting our coffee outside, then going for walks, and eventually we ended up turning it into long afternoon walks on the beach.
While I was very aware that Sara was a strikingly beautiful girl, I never thought of her as anything more than a friend. In addition to the fact that she was half my age, I wasn't really ready to move on. But I would also be lying if I didn't admit that it was great taking sunset walks on the beach with a beautiful young girl.
Spring turned into summer and we still kept our weekly ritual, every Wednesday afternoon, we'd meet on the beach in front of my house and take our long walk. We talked less and less about our lost loved ones and more about our lives in general. I could tell she was doing much better.
So much better, in fact, that I started getting the impression that she was getting bored with me, that she didn't need me any more and maybe she was hanging out with the sad old widowed guy out of pity.
One late fall day as darkness was descending on us as we ended our walk, I decided that I needed to be the strong one and allow her to move on on her own. I felt like it was what she wanted.
"Sara, I can't tell you how much our time together has meant for me, I feel like we have helped each other through a very tough time," I said. "Maybe we've reached a point where we need to move on with our lives, and maybe the loss we share together is keeping us from moving on."
It felt like someone else was talking, and they weren't making any sense. Sara was not saying anything, and I couldn't tell what she was thinking. We had reached the end of our walk, in front of my house.
We stopped and faced each other, though she didn't really look directly at me, her eyes were downcast. She moved forward and embraced me in a hug, pulled me close and held me. "Thank you, so much," she said. "Thank you for everything."
Then she was gone. I guess I had hoped she would disagree with me, that she would insist we keep seeing each other, continue to take walks and have coffee. But her reaction led me to believe that maybe she really did need to move on. I sat on the beach for a long time, watching the waves roll in as a gnawing feeling of emptiness began creeping in.
The next few months were hell. Every Wednesday I would find myself looking for Sara to walk up on the beach in front of my house, and every week I'd be disappointed. Once again, I felt like a part of me had been taken away. I missed her beautiful smile, her wavy brown hair, her brown eyes that had gone from being sad to being happy.
One night I was sitting on the couch overlooking the cold ocean when I heard a noise behind me. I turned around and saw a figure dressed in a long white gown walking towards me through the darkness. As she came into view I realized it was Anne. She was wearing a full length white bathrobe made of the sheerest silk I had ever seen. She melted into my arms like she had never left, and as she pushed me back onto the couch and straddled me I came to the realization I was dreaming, and I focused my entire concentration on not waking up.
Suddenly my pants were off and Anne was sliding my cock inside her, and then she was moving up and down on top of me, kissing me all over and holding me like she would never let me go.
"I've missed you so much, " she said softly.
"I've missed you too," I answered.
I moved back onto the couch and she sat up on me so I could look at her face, feel her body with my hands, caress her breasts. It felt incredible to be inside her again, though there was something hollow about it. As I looked up at her in the darkness, her face began to fade, and I desperately tried to refocus to see her again. As she came back into focus, her face had changed.
It was Sara. Suddenly I was dreaming that I was making love to Sara.
The jolt snapped me awake, and I found myself alone in the dark on the couch. I put my head in my hands and closed my eyes. When I opened them back up, Anne was back, standing in front of me.
"I have a surprise for you," she said.
Once again, I jerked awake, this time from the dream within the dream. This time, I was alone. I had an overpowering feeling that I would be alone forever.
Things didn't improve over the next 30 days. It was getting close to Christmas, the one year anniversary of Anne's death. My daughter had decided to spend Christmas with her boyfriend's family, I expect she didn't want to suffer the memories of being home. So I would be spending the holidays alone.
By the time the afternoon of Dec. 20 rolled around, I had reached the lowest point in my life. I had gone beyond not caring if I lived or died, I had moved on to just wanting to end it. Ironically, I came across the pills that I had taken from Sara. I threw on some pajama bottoms and a t-shirt, got a bottle of bourbon and the pills and sat down in front of the window facing the ocean. I got so engrossed thinking about Anne, and Sara, and the aching sadness inside me, that at first I didn't notice the snowflakes that began drifting down. I watched it for about an hour, picking up gradually in intensity. Perfect, I thought. Just like a year ago, it's snowing. That should make for a good obit.
Just as I was reaching for the pills, I heard a timid knock on the door. At first I was just going to ignore it, but then it came again, a little louder. I walked down and opened the door.
It was Sara, standing in front of the door, dramatically underdressed in jeans and a white silk shirt. Her eyes were misty with tears. She raised her arms and smiled weakly up at the snow falling.
"I didn't know where else to go," she said.
There were no words. I held out my arms to her and she practically collapsed into them, shivering and crying and holding onto me like her life depended on it. She was freezing. I leaned down and slipped an arm behind her knees and lifted her up into my arms, and carried her over to the couch. We sat down together, her not letting me go and me not wanting her to. We sat there for what felt like hours, quietly watching the snow fall, holding each other.
At some point I realized I had dozed off, because I found himself looking at Anne. I was sitting on the couch and she was right in front of me, smiling, looking peaceful. "I have a surprise for you," she said.
I woke up from the dream to find myself lying on the couch, Sara on top of me with her head resting on my chest. As I slowly regained consciousness, I became acutely aware of a situation. My cock was hard, as in rock hard, and was poking into Sara's midsection. She seemed to be asleep, but I was still in a predicament. If I moved, I would wake her up and she would wake up with a boner in her stomach. But if I didn't move, she would eventually wake up to the same surprise. I tried to kill my erection by thinking of anything else but having a beautiful young body lying on top of me, but not having sex for a year was making that pointless. The erection was staying.
Just then I felt her shifting and stirring, and decided my best bet might be to feign sleep. I closed my eyes and waited to see what would happen. There was no way she wouldn't feel the hardness poking through my thin cotton pajamas. I could feel her moving around, I could tell she was awake. I felt her lift her head up, to look at me sleeping. I imagined her being embarrassed for me, easing up off me, going home and telling her friends about the pervy old horny guy. But then something very different happened.
I felt her move her hands up onto my torso. I felt her move her chest down some, so that my straining cock was now coming in contact with her breasts. And I felt her, ever so delicately, moving her lips so that they were contacting my stomach. And then very softly, I felt her lips kissing my stomach.
She wanted me. Suddenly, knowing that, I realized that I wanted her. And almost simultaneously, I understood what Anne was saying. It's time.
Emboldened, I lifted my hand up to the side of her head, touched her hair lightly, and stroked her head gently. She tensed at first, realizing that I was awake, but then she recognized the feel of a hand caressing her. She slowly tilted her head up so that she was looking up at me, and our eyes came together with a moment that overwhelmed us both.



"I have missed you," she whispered.
"I have missed you too," I said, stroking her face. "More than you know."
She smiled and kissed me softly on the stomach again. "You must've been having a very good dream," she said smiling, her eyes looking down toward the tent in my pants.
"This is better," I said, and I meant every word.
She smiled again and began kissing my chest and stomach again, working her way down over my torso. When she reached the pajama bottoms, she kissed my cock softly a few times through the material, making me moan in ecstasy, and then she carefully pulled my pants down. She took me into her mouth quickly, where I was aching to be, and took me all the way in with a few deep, wet strokes. Then, as I watched her breathlessly, she began sucking me, with her tongue and mouth, just like Anne had always done. Not just like. Exactly like.
I found myself incredibly aroused and completely amazed that she knew the same amazing technique that my wife had perfected over many years. Watching her beautiful mouth caressing my cock made me temporarily forget the mystery, and I just sat back on the couch to enjoy the epic blow job that I had missed so much over the past year. In the darkening room, Sara looked a lot like Anne.
She knew the style, and she was really, really good at it, and it wasn't long before I felt myself reaching orgasm. I ran my hands over her face and through her long hair as she took me deep in her mouth and I exploded so completely that I lost track of where I was for several moments. When I gathered some sense of consciousness, I opened my eyes to see her smiling up at me.
"How did you know ..." I started, but then stopped, not knowing how to phrase the awkward message. But she knew what I meant, I could tell by her smiling eyes.
"She told me," she said.
"She?"
"Anne told me," she said. "I'm sorry, this sounds weird, but I've been having dreams. Dreams where your wife comes and talks to me. I wasn't sure it was really her until now, seeing the expression on your face."
The expression on my face was mostly confusion.
"She told me how much you liked oral sex, and she told me how you liked it," she said matter of factly. "She's been worried about you, and she said you might need some help."
"She, you mean Anne, told you to give me a blow job?" I asked.
"Sort of," Sara answered, blushing slightly. "She told me how you liked it, and, well, I kinda asked her if it was ok if I tried it out on you."
I spent the next few moments in stunned silence, trying to make sense of several layers. One, that Anne had been talking to Sara from beyond the grave. Two, that they had been talking about blow job techniques. And three, that Sara had actually wanted to be with me.
"So what did she say when you suggested ... umm... trying it out?"
Sara slid her body up to where our faces came together. "She said that would be wonderful."
Then she kissed me, and her warm, soft mouth sent my reeling mind further into utter chaos. I let myself go and kissed her back, passionately, and we held each other closely on the couch and kissed each other for what seemed like hours. At some point she leaned down and whispered into my ear.
"She also told me all of your favorite sex positions, and she told me that she thought it would be really good for you, and really good for me, if I tried them all out on you. She said you were a fantastic lover."
My cock was so hard I didn't think it could get any harder, but somehow it did. For the next hour, Sara fucked my brains out, and then after a slight break to watch the snow falling, she fucked my brains out some more. She knew everything I liked, almost like she was inside my head. It felt like I was making love with a younger version of my wife, but it was also very special because it was with Sara, who I had become close to in a different way.
The best part was that Sara was so passionate and loving. I could sense that she had been thinking about this for a long time, and that maybe she was fulfilling a fantasy. The idea of me being the fantasy of a much younger, beautiful woman was amazing. Plus she seemed to know just what I wanted, before I even knew it.
She was perched on top of me, arching her back and sliding up and down on my cock, as I felt myself moving towards my third (or fourth) orgasm. I had lost count. She eased off me and walked around to the back of the couch, looking down at me with wanton lust.
"I have it on good authority that your favorite position is doggie style," she said dreamily. She bent down over the couch, showcasing her long, thin legs, and arching her back so her ass was sticking up and begging for it. "Woof."
I stood on shaky legs and walked over behind her. I put my hands on her ass, moved them up over her back and rubbed her beautiful body, as my hard cock brushed up against her warm wet opening. After teasing her for a few long moments, I finally plunged my cock inside her. I fucked her over the back of the couch until she was screaming in ecstasy, and when I finally came we collapsed into a crazy pile of arms and legs onto the couch.
We stayed there for a long time, holding each other and watching the snow fall in the darkness outside. I felt like I needed to tell her about my dreams.
"I had a dream where your dad came and talked to me too," I said.
"Really?" What did he say?"
"He said he was worried about you," I said. "He said he wanted me to take care of you."
She looked serious for a moment, then giggled. "Well you took care of me all right, but I'm not sure this is what he had in mind."
Eventually Sara broke the silence. "Something else that your wife told me," she said softly. "No matter how many times you orgasm, you always wake up the next day with a hard on. She said your cock was amazing in the morning."
"Well maybe you should stay and find out," I said.
"Maybe I will," she smiled back. "She also said you make a fantastic breakfast."
I laughed and it felt great. I realized I could be happy again.
"One other thing your wife told me to tell you," she said.
"Surprise."
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Dan the Handyman showed up at the door promptly at 5 pm and knocked. When the door opened he nearly lost his voice, the woman opening it was smoking hot. Slim and tan, with long curly brown hair. She had on a white silk shirt buttoned down to show a hint of cleavage, cut off jean shorts and a pair of those furry boots. The shorts showed off her greatest assets, a pair of legs that were just stunning. Long and lean, tan and toned.
"Hi, I'm, ahh, Dan, the Handyman, you had called about some home repairs," he stammered out.
She smiled and looked him up and down. She noted that he looked quite fit in his faded jeans and gray t-shirt. "I'm Natalie. Come on in, I'll show you where the problems are."
He followed her into the spacious home. He knew quality homes and this was definitely a nice house. He added 10% to the bill in his head. He followed the attractive woman to the staircase and then up the stairs, trying his best not to stare at her awesome legs and ass. Trying his best not to stare, but trying his best to look.
"I've got some problems in the master bathroom," she said, turning slightly and catching him looking at her legs.
"Ok, well, I'm pretty good with master bathrooms problems," he said, then immediately felt like an idiot.
She gave him another wry smile. "I may have some master bedroom problems too," she said.
He didn't respond to that, he wasn't sure if that was a joke or something else. They reached the top of the stairs and she led him into the bathroom, an impressive modern spa with a large glass shower and a jacuzzi tub.
"Very nice," he said, realizing too late he had said it out loud.
"Thanks," she answered. "Here's the first problem, there's a piece of tile that has a lump of something on it, I guess it's mortar or grout or something." She pointed over to a place on the floor and then sat down on the edge of the tub to observe.
Dan reached into his tool box and got out a putty knife. He got down on his knees and poked the lump a few times with his putty knife and it popped up clean as a whistle.
"Well, that was quick," Natalie said, admiring his ass. "I don't know why my husband couldn't have done that. Except that he's never home, always working late, til 7, 8 o'clock sometimes..."
Dan was getting a weird vibe and could feel himself getting a bit nervous. He was starting to think that maybe something was going on. He sat back on his knees and looked over at her. "No problem, was there something else?"
She gazed at him for a moment, then nodded. "There seems to be a leak under the sink, I heard it earlier when I was taking a bubble bath," she said, looking over at the tub.
Dan went over and took a look. The only way to get in the right position would be to lay on his back with his head up in the cabinet. When he got into position, his t shirt rode up and exposed his abs, and when he saw Natalie looking at him with what appeared to be admiration, he said a silent thank you for his daily sit up regimen.
It didn't take him long to see the problem with the sink. "I think this valve here is loose," he said. "Could you hand me that blue wrench?"
Natalie got the wrench and then got down on her knees, straddling one of his legs, and handed him the wrench. She could've just handed it to him, but instead she chose to practically climb on top of him. But he wasn't minding, instead he was getting an erection. "Where is the loose valve?" she asked, leaning in so her head was into the cabinet as well. Their bodies were close enough to share heat, but weren't quite touching. Dan was really starting to think something was going on. He pointed out the loose valve and showed her as he used the wrench to tighten the connection. She continued to straddle him as he worked, watching him tighten the valve, which he did very slowly. As he tightened it he couldn't help but sense that maybe someone had just loosened the valve on purpose.
"Ok, all tight," he said.
"Great, tight is good" she smiled, but she still took a moment before she pulled herself out of the cabinet and got off of him. "I'm sure my husband could've done that, he's just really busy at work these days."
Dan was really, really starting to think something was going on. He desperately tried to come up with a clever line but could not. "Well, that's a shame, I'm sure you miss him."
"Yes, indeed I do," Natalie said, and as she did, her eyes moved down and landed on Dan's crotch, stopping just long enough to make him uncomfortable.
"So, uh, is there anything else?" he asked.
"Yes, yes there is," she answered, looking devious.
Dan started to feel a cold sweat coming on. Here it comes, he thought.
"I've got a space in the trim boards that needs to be filled," she said, pointing over to a wall.
Dan let out a sigh of either relief or disappointment, he wasn't sure. This woman was smoking hot, but she was married, and her husband could come home. It would be just his luck he'd be early tonight. "Ok, I can just put some caulk in that and that will take care of it," he said.
"I'm sorry, did you say you were going to put some cock into it?" she asked.
He blushed. "Caulk. You use a caulk gun to fill the gap with a load of white caulk."
"Oh my," she smiled devilishly. "Do you have a cock gun?"
He blushed again, harder this time. He pulled out the caulk gun from his tool box and showed it to her. "Cock gun," he said, realizing that her repeating the mispronunciation had caused him to mispronounce it as well. "Cauck gun," he tried again. "I mean caulk gun."
"So you're going to take that 'cock' gun and put it into the gap and fill it up with white stuff," she said.
Dan couldn't speak, so he nodded. He lost track of what he was doing for a moment and had squeezed the trigger on the caulk gun, allowing the white caulk to ease out of the end of the gun.
"Well I can't wait to see this," Natalie said, and she sat back down on the edge of the tub and stretched out those long, gorgeous legs out for him to see.
Dan could barely concentrate enough to lay down the bead of caulk on the trim. Natalie's position allowed him to admire her legs as he worked, and he took his sweet time. She seemed to have loosened or undone another button on her blouse, he could make out some very shapely breasts. He was really, really, really starting to think something was going on.
Eventually he reached a point where he couldn't delay any longer, he had to admit he was finished. "Ok, all done," he said.
"Well, that was an impressive display of cocking," Natalie purred. "I guess you can never really have too much cock."
Dan's head was swirling. "Yes ma'am, I guess so," he stuttered. "So is there anything else?"
She looked over at the shower. "I think there is something wrong with one of the shower heads, but you can't see it unless you're in the shower." She stood up and took her shoes off, went over and opened up the glass shower door. She stepped in and went to the far side of the shower and turned the water on. "Come on in, I'l show you."
Dan felt like he was watching someone else as he nodded and walked over to the shower. He hesitated at the shower door, then leaned down and took his boots off.
"You, ah, may want to take your pants off if you don't want them to get wet," Natalie said sweetly.
Dan looked down at his jeans. He had been featuring a pretty healthy bulge in his jeans since he fixed the sink, which had only increased during the caulk discussion. He reached for his button and then stopped.
"What time did you say your husband would be coming home?" he asked.
She grinned at him with a sultry look. "He always works late. He always calls right before he comes home, to let me know he's on the way and he's stopping at the grocery store for a copy of the Wall Street Journal. Then he asks me if he wants me to pick anything up. It takes him an hour to get home after he calls."
Dan studied her closely. "He always calls?"
"Always," she said.
"And it takes an hour?"
"At least."
Dan looked back down at his hands that were on the button of his jeans. He was really, really, really, REALLY starting to think something was going on. Fuck it, he thought. He unbuttoned his pants, zipped them down and pulled them off, not even making an effort to hide the huge tent in his boxers. He stepped into the shower in his t-shirt and boxers. He stood on one side of the spray from the shower and Natalie was on the other.
Natalie looked him up and down, paying special attention to the sizable bulge in his boxers, before returning her attention to the shower head. "Ok, if you look really close, you can see how one of the spray thingees is going in the wrong direction," she said, leaning in close to the head. She got a little too close, and the warm water from the shower head splashed on both of them. She giggled and he laughed.
"You mean that one," he said, as he reached up and pointed to a part of the shower head. His hand diverted the warm water towards Natalie, spraying her shirt, which quickly became see-through. She shrieked in glee.
"I think the problem is here," she said, deliberately deflecting the water toward Dan, who took the full spray on his chest. The water flowed down into his boxers and dribbled over his rock hard cock, flowing down around his balls.
"Maybe it just needs to be turned some," he said, turning the whole shower head onto Natalie, who screamed with delight. She reached over and got the spray hose and turned it on, and in an instant they were both soaking wet, laughing hysterically. Then, in an instant, they were both under the shower head, warm water flowing over both of them, and then they were kissing, hesitantly at first, and then passionately. Their mouths came open and their tongues intertwined, the water from the shower lubricating the kiss.
By now the few clothes they had on were soaking wet, and Natalie pulled his shirt off over his head as he pulled her jean shorts off. His shirt had not even hit the floor when she began to kiss his neck and chest and run her hands all over his body. Then she suddenly stepped back and slowly unbuttoned her soaking wet blouse until it fell open, exposing the most perfect tits Dan had ever seen. She reached over and took some soap off the shelf, and poured some out over her breasts, rubbing it in in as he stood mesmerized. Then she got down on her knees and rubbed her soapy breasts across the front of his boxers, which helplessly fell away. She smiled approvingly at his rock hard erection, and then slid it in the groove between her breasts and gave him an epic soapy titty massage, causing him to groan with pleasure. Then she moved down amidst the cascading water and gave his cock a warm kiss, then a wet lick, and then she took him in ravenously and began sucking his cock with abandon. He leaned back against the tile wall, took her head in his hands and relished the wonderful feeling of her mouth caresses as the water trickling down over his cock and balls.
It felt so good that Dan began to fear he might lose control, and he wanted to return the favor before that happened. He pulled Natalie to her feet, pushed her against the wall and got down on his knees, wrapping her legs around his head and lifting her off her feet. His tongue immediately found its destination and he began to alternatively tongue massage her clit and then thrust it deep inside her. The warm water trickled down into his mouth and helped to lubricate, though based on her moans and thrashing around, no additional lubrication was necessary.
After a long and delicious tongue thrashing, Dan got up off his knees and worked his way back up her body, taking some special care to lick and caress her beautiful breasts. When he reached the standing position, she turned away from him, put her hands up on the wall and looked back at him.
"I think I need some more cocking," she said. "I want you to fill me up with your cock gun."
Dan didn't need to be told twice. He put his hands on her hips and slid his cock into her warm, wet hole. He immediately fell into a slow and steady rhythm, easing his cock almost all the way out and then sliding all the way back in. She didn't have to say she was enjoying it, he could tell by her shudders.
He took the soap bottle off the shelf and poured it over her back, letting it trickle down to her ass. He rubbed the slick soap into her shoulders, back and ass as he continued to move in and out of her.
Just when he thought it couldn't get any better, she reached over and got the shower massager, turned on the jets and then directed the water flow to where their crotches met, so they both got a warm water massage as they continued their passionate fucking.
The splashing water pushed Dan past the breaking point, and he began to feel the orgasm building up. His rhythmic motions remained the same, but doubled in speed and intensity, and then doubled again, until he was throwing his hips into her with everything he had. He had one arm around her waist and another arm wrapped around her shoulders, and he was slamming into her with such passion that her feet came up off the floor and she wrapped her legs around the back of his. They came simultaneously and explosively, both groaning and moaning uncontrollably.
Slowly they came down from the incredible high, and somehow he collected himself enough to lower her feet back down to the floor. She turned around to face him, a huge and contented smile on her face. She put some of the bottled soap in her hand and dutifully washed him off, taking special care to give a soapy cleaning to his still hard cock.
"You know, I could probably find some things to fix in my bedroom," she said. "Are you pretty good with bedroom problems too?"
About a half hour later, after Dan had dealt with a variety of "problems" in the bedroom, which included but were not limited to a lengthy 69 session, a standing session in front of the large mirror, and just about every position imaginable in the king sized bed, they lay together on the bed, her head on his shoulder and body draped over him.
"Wow," said Natalie. "That was really something."
"Yes it was," he responded. "Something amazing and then some."
She kissed his chest and gave out a long, slow sigh.
"You know what would make this even better?" she asked.
"What's that?" he said.
"Some butter pecan ice cream," she said.
"Hmmm, I think you're right, that would be better," he grinned.
"So, maybe you could go to the grocery store and get some," she said.
"Indeed, I will do that right now," he said, standing up and pulling on some pants and a shirt. As he was walking toward the bedroom door, she called out to him.
"Oh, one more thing, darling," she said.
"What's that, hun?"
"Don't forget to pick up your Wall Street Journal."
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At 50 years and widowed, I had settled on the idea of keeping my life simple. I bought a small town home and lived comfortably off a healthy income from a business I had sold. No stress, no complications. No women. Which was fine. Then came the next door neighbor.
The next door neighbor was a much younger girl who moved into the adjacent townhouse. She was a renter who struck me as timid and anti-social. She wore dumpy clothes and her hair was tinted blue. While she would wave, she never stopped to talk. Which was fine. The only thing I didn't like about her was her boyfriend, Vick. Or as I knew him, Vick the Dick.
I knew his name because it was emblazoned on the side of his very loud motorcycle, which he frequently used to announce his comings and goings. He wore black, had long hair and a beard, and communicated with irritated grunts. Which was fine. What I didn't like was he and the girl had fights. Or, from my vantage point, was more like him yelling at her all the time. Sometimes they would be on the back deck and I would have to listen to him berate her. Since our back decks were separated only by a privacy wall, I could pretty much hear the whole show.
Of course, that was all none of my business until one afternoon it got violent. I heard him hit her and she cried out, and then there were more crashing noises. I walked around the privacy wall to find him standing over her, looking like he was about to kick her.
"Hey, back off," I said as emphatically as possible for a man who was talking to another man who outweighed him by a good 50 pounds and looked like he probably carried a knife. Or knives.
He looked me up and down, as if to measure which bone he would break first. "This doesn't concern you, get lost," he grunted.
I probably should have, but I couldn't leave her there. Her eyes were wide with fear and pleading. "I'll make you a deal, let's let her decide," I said. "One of us stays and one goes, she chooses."
Vick walked over and got close enough for me to smell his breath. Which was not good. "How 'bout I break every bone in your body," he said.
I reached into my back pocket and pulled out my phone and held it up where he could see it. "Actually, I've just recorded you threatening me with bodily harm, which is a class A habeas corpus felony de facto, which, as an attorney, I can tell you will mean you're looking at 5 - 10 years in prison, and that's if you don't have a record already," I said. I imagined Vick had a record. Probably murder.
He looked at me blankly for a few seconds, and I could tell he was weighing out the costs and benefits of breaking an attorney in half, and I appreciated that he was at least thinking it through. He was still thinking when the girl spoke up.
"Vick, I think you should leave," she said.
Vick looked at her, then back at me, then he sneered and grunted something that sounded like "whatever," and he shoved a porch chair aside and stormed out. Neither of us moved until he had fired up his motorcycle and loudly drove off.
I came over and helped her up, she was shaking and embarrassed.
"Thank you," she mumbled. "I'm so sorry you had to deal with that."
"I'm just glad I was here to help," I said. "I'm not sure Vick is the right kind of guy, if you don't mind me saying so."
"You're right, I've got bad taste in men," she said.
"We all make mistakes," I said, helping her to a chair.
"Well thanks again for your help," she said. "I didn't know you were a lawyer."
"Actually I'm not a lawyer," I said. "But I did watch a Law and Order marathon yesterday. I think I did a reasonably good job of faking it. I don't even know how to record anything on my phone either."
She gave a weary half smile, and I suddenly realized I had never really seen her smile. There was a pause in the conversation and suddenly everything felt awkward. I made up an excuse that I had to go do something and I left her there alone on the back deck. I felt kinda bad to leave her there in the state she was in, but there wasn't much I could do, and I wasn't looking for complications anyway.
I went home and forgot all about the incident, and then a few days later I heard a knock on the door and there was the girl next door. She was wearing a low cut t shirt that displayed some ample cleavage I had not seen before, and tight cut off jeans that showed some beautiful legs I had not seen before.
"Got any sugar?" she asked.
I took longer than I should have formulating a response, mostly because I was distracted by the view and various thoughts of alternate definitions of sugar, but I eventually came up with a poignant, well thought out "huh?"
"Sugar," she said, holding out an empty cup. "Do you have an extra cup of sugar?"
"Oh, right," I said, regaining some focus. "I think I can spare a cup."
I took her cup and ran back into the kitchen, found out that I did indeed have a cup of sugar, and brought it back to her.
"Thanks," she said, blushing a little as she turned away. She stopped after a few steps and turned around. "And thanks again for helping me the other day. Vick won't be coming back again."
I watched her walking away. She had always worn dumpy clothes that covered everything up, but now she had gone to the other extreme, wearing clothes that were almost too revealing. In her defense, she had a body that would let her get away with it.
The next day I got another knock on the door, and there she was again, dressed pretty much the same way.
"Would you like some sugar back?" she asked sweetly.
As my 50 year old mind went through various thoughts about 20-something old sugar, my eyes moved down to what she had in her hands, which was a plate full of cookies. I pulled my mind out of the fantasy gutter and graciously accepted the plate.
"These are homemade, a family recipe," she said. "Just a way to say thanks again."
I made some joke about how any time she wanted sugar in exchange for cookies she had a deal, and she gave me that sad half smile and turned to go back next door.
I took the plate into the kitchen and tried one of the cookies. The cookie had an array of ingredients I could not immediately identify, and it was so chewy it took me several minutes to work though the one bite. Despite the fact that my jaw was exhausted, I immediately finished that cookie and a half dozen more. It was undoubtedly the best fucking cookie I had ever eaten.
I ran into her on the back deck later and gave her my review. "That was the best fucking cookie I've ever had," I said.
She nodded. "I learned how to make that cookie from one of my Aunts, we called her Aunt Granny for some reason," she said. "It has apples, caramel, nuts, all kinds of things in it."
"Whatever is in it works," I said. "You should sell those in stores."
"Thanks, I could use the money," she said. "By the way, I'm Ella."
"Ella. Nice to meet you, I'm Guy," I said.
"Guy, your name is Guy?" she said. "A guy named Guy."
"Yeah, my parents were lazy," I joked. "I have a sister named Gal."
She grinned a bit, getting ever closer to a real smile, but her eyes remained downcast. "After your rescue the other day, maybe I should call you Prince Guy," she said.
"If you call me Prince Guy I'll have to call you Cinder-Ella," I said.
She giggled, just slightly, but enough for me to realize she had a nice laugh. She invited me to sit down for a while and we sat on her back deck and chatted about everything from cookies to the weather. In between she told me that Vick had cleaned out her bank account after he left, and she might have to move because she was in between jobs. She was more intelligent than she looked, and as we talked she started to loosen up some. Then the conversation took a turn.
"So, you're a guy," she said slowly. "A guy with a little experience, I'm guessing. I need to ask a favor."
My mind went on a tangent, some ridiculous fantasy about her wanting to have sex with an older guy.
"I need some advice," she continued, deflating my hopes. "I need to figure out how to attract the right guy, I keep getting the wrong ones. What is it that guys like?"
"Well, let me see," I said, giving my ego a chance to deflate. "Guys, the right guys, like girls who are sexy but have a little mystery to them."
"Like the way they dress?" she asked.
"Yes, that's part of it," I said. "I think most guys like a girl who shows off her body, but not too much."
She nodded and looked at her own clothes. "I'm too much now, right?"
I nodded. "You have a fantastic bo- figure," I said. I had started to say body but it sounded old man creepy. "Sometimes you cover it up too much, and sometimes you maybe reveal too much. Guys get the wrong idea if you reveal too much."
She nodded again, studying my words. "Vick made me cover myself up in sweats all the time, he didn't want other men looking at me."
"I think as a general rule, whatever Vick liked I would do the opposite," I said. "Just don't go too far, you have to find a balance."
"Right, good point," she said. "What else?"
"Well, I think you have really, uh, pretty hair, but I'm not sure that blue dyed look is appealing to most guys," I said.
"Another Vick pick," she moaned.
We talked some more, with her asking more questions and me trying to give fatherly advice. She listened intently to everything I said, and seemed to be making mental notes. An hour flew by and I had was starting to feel like the world's leading authority on what guys like. I had also developed a new found respect for my neighbor, she was sharper than I had thought.
Later, I was thinking about her money situation and how she might have to move, and I saw her cookies on the counter. I picked one up and as I set into chewing on it, I had an idea. I called up a friend of mine who had a chain of gourmet food stores and told him I wanted him to try something. He happened to be in town so I met him at the local store and let him try one of the cookies. He didn't say anything for a long time after he finished chewing.
Finally he spoke up. "That's the best fucking cookie I've ever eaten," he said.
The next day I knocked on Ella's door and a brown haired girl wearing tastefully short shorts and an attractive blouse opened up the door. I thought Ella had gotten a roommate for a second, then realized it was her.
"Wow, you look fantastic," I said, and meant every word.
For the first time ever, I saw Ella give in to a full smile, and it was epic. She looked a whole lot better when she smiled.
"Listen, I have a business proposition for you," I said. "I have a friend who is interested in selling your cookies in his stores. He wants fifty batches by the end of the week, and he is thinking of making that a weekly order. What do you think, can you do it?"
Ella's eyes got big, she seemed to almost tear up with the positive news, but then she seemed to deflate a bit. "I think I could do it, but I don't even have the money to pay rent, much less buy cooking supplies," she said.
"That's where the business proposition comes in," I said. I held out a check for $3,000. "This is a loan, just to get you started, and I fully expect you to pay me back. I would not give this to you if I didn't think those cookies, and you, had potential for success."
She was speechless for a few moments, and I could tell she was not used to getting a break and didn't know what to say. I spared her the trouble.
"Deal?" I said, holding out my hand
She nodded. "Deal," she answered, and we shook on it.
Thus was the inauspicious beginning of the Aunt Granny's Old Timey Apple Cookie company. My friend put out free samples in all his stores and everyone that ate one said it was the best fucking cookie they'd ever had and bought a box. Ella spent the next month doing nothing but keeping up back orders. She would cook all day and then come by and visit with me on the back deck in the afternoons, where we would chat about cookies, the weather, and as always, what guys like in girls.
One morning I heard a knock on the door and there was Ella, covered in flour covered apron with a big grin on her face. "I need an opinion," she said. I'm trying out new perfumes, what do you think?"
She had me smell her neck on the left side, and then on the right side. I picked the right side, it had a classy, more reserved scent, plus it made my heart skip a beat.
She smiled and said that was her pick too. She turned to go and then remembered something and came back. She handed me a check, for $3,200.
"I'm paying back the loan, with interest," she beamed. "Thanks Guy, you're the best."
I watched her walk back next door and felt like I had solved third world hunger. Ella had gone from a train wreck to a strong, successful and confident woman. I was proud of Ella's turnaround and very aware that I had made a difference in her life.
Weeks flew by and Ella became ever busier, she eventually had to hire a few assistants and getting a commercial location to keep up with demand. She would still find time to drop by and visit me a few times a week on the back deck. She always wanted my opinion on what she was wearing, and now that she had money to spend her look had improved exponentially. She always wore the perfume I had helped her pick out, and I couldn't wait to smell her when she came around. Despite all this, she still seemed to be having trouble finding a guy.
"I go out, and talk to guys, but I think they might be interested, but nothing ever happens," she said.
"Well, sometimes I think guys like girls who make the first move," I said. "Most guys are not that confident around attractive, smart women."
She grinned. "Are you saying I'm smart and attractive?" she said.
"No, I was speaking metaphorically," I grinned.
She punched me in the arm and laughed. She laughed so often now, and every time I didn't want to hear her stop.
We were quiet for awhile, enjoying the cool afternoon air.
"What about you Guy?" she said. "Are you not interested in finding someone?"
I mulled my answer. What I really wanted to say was that if I could find a beautiful, intelligent, interesting person like you, who was willing to hang out with a guy twice her age, that would be ideal. I decided not to try that route.
"I guess at this point in my life I just want simple," I said. I felt pathetic as I said it.
"Simple," she said, almost savoring the word. "I understand."
That night I didn't sleep well, staring at the ceiling and thinking about the word SIMPLE. It didn't sound as good when I was by myself, alone at night. I thought about Ella, imagined her being there beside me, and made the decision that I didn't want simple. I wanted Ella, and I would tell her the next day. Even if she laughed in my face at the idea, it was still worth it to try.
Late the next afternoon Ella dropped by the back deck and I was practically shaking at the idea that I was going to put it all on the line. The minuscule hope that she might consider someone twice her age was worth the overwhelming odds that she would laugh in my face. Unfortunately, or fortunately, she spoke up first.
"I think I've found a guy," she said.
I felt the five stages of loss - denial, anger, bargaining, depression and acceptance - rip quickly through my gut, while my face maintained a sort of happy for you look. On the plus side, at least I was spared making an ass out of myself. I hid my disappointment pretty well, expressing my congratulations and changing my gears back to the pathetic old guy who gives sage relationship advice.
"That's fantastic, Ella, I'm so...so...happy for you," I managed to stutter out. "He's a very lucky guy."
"Thanks Guy," she said. "You know that I owe it all to you."
I silently cursed myself, wondering if I had not talked her out of tacky clothes, blue hair and cheap perfume, I might still have a chance.
"I need another favor from you though," she said. I have a very special evening planned soon, and I want it to be perfect. This is a little embarrassing for me, but I was wondering, I, uh, really want to make a good impression, and I was thinking, maybe, if..you...could..um..help me decide on some lingerie?"
Fucking hell. I had gone from thinking I had a chance with the girl to becoming so asexual that she felt comfortable trying on lingerie in front of me. I was like the gay friend. Not only was I not a guy who had potential, I was a guy who wasn't even considered potential.
"Sure, happy to help," I said, with as much enthusiasm as I could muster.
"Great," she beamed, and all I could think was that even if it wasn't me, at least I could see her smiling and happy. She grabbed me by the hand and pulled me over to her side of the deck and then inside the house. She set me down on a chair and breathlessly told me to give her five minutes to change.
The first outfit was a lacy, ivory colored baby doll and panty set that took the air out of me and didn't allow me to bring any more in for several seconds. It was sheer but not completely see through, so she wasn't really that much more exposed than she would be on the beach in a bikini. But wow. My mouth was hanging open and I was nodding with enough gusto that Ella could tell I approved. Which was good, because I couldn't really formulate any words.
"You seem to like this?" she asked.
"Fantastic, just fantastic," I said. Just for good measure, I managed to say "fantastic" one more time.
She smiled in appreciation and turned to leave, which is when I realized that the panty was a thong, and also when I realized that Ella had an ass that was just...fantastic.
I had barely been able to recompose myself in the five minutes that Ella was changing into outfit two, so when she came out I was still a wreck. This time she was wearing a silky black robe that came down about mid thigh, lacy stockings and black high heels. She was a vision of sexy, but she was only getting started. She walked over to within about five feet of me and slipped her fingers under the robe tie and let the robe come open. Underneath was a lacy, black corset, complete with thigh high stockings and garters.
A long time may have passed by, I really don't know, because I'm pretty sure I lost consciousness for a pretty good while. When my mind worked its way back into my head I realized that Ella was grinning down at me, her hands on her hips. I could only guess that for the five minutes or three hours I had been just staring up and down at the incredible vision before me.
"I think you like this too?" she asked.
"Better. Even better," I stammered. "Absolutely amazing."
"Thanks," she smiled, pausing for a few more minutes to let me enjoy it. It was getting dark in the room, and she took a moment to walk around and light a few candles. I could tell she was very confident and secure, and I had to think she knew that she was hot. Liquid hot.
"Okay, so I have one more outfit, but I need to ask one more really, really big favor," she said.
"Anything," I answered, as I imagined anything.
"I got my guy some lingerie to wear to, and I want to surprise him," she said. "I'm not sure how sizes work with guys, but you are about his size, so if it fits you it should fit him ok too."
"Um, ok, this men's lingerie is not weird or anything is it?" I asked. A grown man has limitations, I wasn't going to put on some elephant trunk panties.
"Oh, not at all, just a simple robe and boxers," she said.
"Ok, I'm in," I said. There was something weird about doing this but what the heck. I'm just the batty old neighbor guy who is happy to help.
"Great," she beamed, handing me a bag. "You put these on while I go and try on the last outfit."
"Ok," I said. "I'll be honest with you though, there is no way the next outfit is going to be better than that one."
Ella smiled and slipped into the next room. She looked absolutely amazing walking away in those stockings and high heels, and the robe slid over just enough for me to enjoy another view of a thong, though the thong was not what grabbed my attention.



I took a deep breath, the first in a while, and pulled the boxers and robe out of the bag. They were pretty basic, black silk, nothing bizarre. I slipped out of my clothes quickly and put on the boxers and robe. The silk felt fantastic on my bare skin, and I immediately became aware that it was going to be very difficult to hide the massive erection that I had been sporting ever since outfit #1.
I looked down at my 50 year old body and honestly didn't feel like I was too shabby. In fact, the black boxers did a good job of outlining my still fit waistline, and I had a good tan that made it all work. I wasn't really even embarrassed about having a huge erection, a man would have to be dead to not be aroused at this fashion show.
Of course, most of my mind was on what Ella was going to be wearing this time. All I could think was that if outfit #3 was better than outfit #2, I was probably going to have a heart attack. What a way to go.
When Ella came out for the third time, into the candlelit room, she had on the same black robe as before, no high heels or stockings. She was grinning broadly when she saw me in the mangerie, and gave me a round of applause. Then she had me get up and turn around, which was tricky with a cock sticking straight out. I was able to use the swishing of the robe to at least sort of hide my arousal.
"It's perfect," she said. "I certainly hope he will look as good as you do in it."
"Why thank you," I said, taking a bow and sitting back down. "I'm glad I was his size."
"Me too," she said softly. "Are you ready for outfit 3?" she asked.
I took a deep breath and prepared myself for the massive heart attack I was about to suffer.
Ella slowly reached down and pulled the sash on the robe so that it fell open, ever so slowly. But what she had on underneath had me completely befuddled.
She was wearing a pair of white panties, and a regular, very ordinary white shirt. I mean, Ella would look pretty sexy in a brown paper bag, but this just wasn't what I was expecting, after the other two outfits. But the oddest thing about the shirt was that in small letters, written across the chest, was the word SIMPLE.
And she stood there, five feet away from me, smiling down at me, as the comprehension slowly came into focus, until it suddenly changed gears and came charging into my brain like a runaway train. It hit me like comments written in all caps.
WHAT DO GUYS LIKE?
KEEP IT SIMPLE
I THINK I'VE FOUND THE RIGHT GUY
HE'S ABOUT YOUR SIZE
She was wearing the clothes I had picked. The perfume I had picked. She was making the first move like I had suggested. And now she was watching me, slowly getting it. She took two steps forward and eased down onto her knees in front of me.
"You're the guy," she said.
I felt the blood rush out of one half of my body into the other, or maybe it spilled out through my fingernails onto the floor, I really have no idea. I sat there in stunned silence as I slowly came to the realization that all of this was for me. ME.
I held out my hand and she took it, and I leaned down and kissed her softly on the cheek, and then on the mouth, and then I put my hands on her face and held her close where I could look into her eyes and tell her, without words, that she was everything I'd ever dreamed of and more.
"So tell me, what else do Guys like?" she whispered, stressing the word Guys.
I realized that she was giving me total control, to tell her what I wanted. A rush of thoughts came to mind, and then a voice was speaking that I barely realized was mine.
"Most guys like it when a girl rubs her hands up and down their thighs," I heard myself say.
Ella immediately did as requested, rubbing her hands slowly and sensuously from my knees up to the tops of my thighs, her long fingers coming tantalizingly close to brushing my cock, which had long since stopped trying to hide.
"Most guys like it when a girl rubs her face back and forth across the front of their boxers," I heard my voice say.
Ella smiled warmly. "I'll bet they do," she said.
I watched mesmerized as she rubbed one cheek from one side to the other, and then rubbed the other cheek back again. As she did, her lips dragged across the outline of my cock, and I realized that she was humming softly as she did it. I wanted to say that most guys really like that too, but I think she could tell guys liked that by my reactions.
"Most guys like it when a girl will lick and kiss their cock through their boxers," said the voice in my head that somehow came out of my mouth.
Ella looked up at me and smiled obediently. "Most girls like that too," she said softly. She moved her face down close to my shorts and slowly moved her tongue over her top and bottom lips, torturing me with anticipation. Then she moved her mouth close so she was almost in contact, and moved down the length of my raging erection. Then, she blew softly on my cock from one end to the other. Finally, when she had tortured me sufficiently, she began licking and kissing my cock through the silk of the boxers, which quickly became warm and wet. The feeling of her mouth and the wet silk caressing my cock was unbelievable, and I had to groan and close my eyes. When I opened them again, she was looking up at me with a playful smile.
"I bet most guys would want me to do this without their boxers on," she grinned.
I could not find the focus to speak, so I just nodded. I could tell by the urgency in her actions that she wanted to suck my cock as much as I wanted her to, and I was more than happy to play my part. I pushed the boxers down and she went through her same agonizing routine as before, teasing me by licking her lips and blowing softly on my cock, and then finally taking me fully into her soft warm mouth and blowing my mind.
After a while I leaned down and lifted her up and kissed her, my hands holding her face.
"At this point, most guys would want to pick you up and take you to the bedroom," I said slowly and carefully. She nodded her approval, and I swept her up into my arms and carried her back to her bed.
In her bedroom, I proceeded to explain to her in some detail a variety of other things that guys like, which started with ripping her clothes off and then moved onto a spirited episode of nearly ever sexual position known to modern man. She had an amazingly beautiful body and was surprisingly passionate in bed, a far cry from the girl who once dressed in sweats and was afraid to speak. I held out as long as I could, but when I got to the part about how guys like it when the girl straddles him and fucks his brains out, she really took it to heart. She had her hands on my chest and moved me in and out of her with a rhythmic but urgent pace, and about the time she went into overdrive and her face contorted into a peak of pleasure I lost control, exploding with an epic orgasm that left both of us in a spent tangle at the foot of the bed.
Where we stayed, just holding each other, for a good twenty minutes, before I told her that most guys liked to take a shower after sex, which led to another series of adventures in the bathroom, followed by a return to the bedroom for round three. Somewhere in the middle of round three I decided that one way or another, I was going to marry Ella. Fuck Simple.
She was on top of me, a warm arm and a leg draped over me, and we lay like that quietly for a very long time before she finally broke the silence.
"Do you have any idea how long I've wanted to do this with you," she said. "Ever since you gave me that check to get me started. When you shook my hand and didn't ask for anything in return except for my success, I knew you were special."
"Wow, I had no idea," I said.
"You mean you haven't noticed that I've had the hots for you all this time?" she asked.
"No, I guess I didn't think a beautiful young girl would be interested in an old guy like me," I said.
She looked at me and slowly grinned. "Geez, for a guy who knows a lot about what guys like about women, you sure don't know diddly about what girls like about guys."
"Hmm, that's an interesting point," I said. "I've got some time tomorrow night. Maybe you could show me?"
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Matt was engrossed in a very exciting science show on TV when his 18 year old, younger sister Gina asked him something about borrowing his computer for something. He waved her off with a sure, whatever, and went back to watching the show.
It was a good twenty minutes later, a few minutes after the show ended, that Matt's distracted brain actually began to register the information that Gina needed had asked to borrow his computer. Gina was using HIS computer. HIS computer, which had HIS stuff on it. HIS stuff, which included a folder, labeled "pics", sitting on the desktop. A folder that had a set of semi nude erotic pictures he had taken of himself, pictures he was going to send to his girlfriend Wendy.
Matt jumped up in a panic and ran to his room and threw open the door, to find nothing. Gina was not there. He looked over at her room and the door was closed.
Maybe he had imagined that she was going to borrow the computer? He took a deep breath and walked over to the desk with the computer on it. She had left a copy of a printout on the desk, so she had been there. The desktop looked like it did when he left it, and he noticed the folder titled "pics" was still in the same place.
Maybe she had used the computer but not noticed the folder? His heart was pounding as he checked the computer for recent documents opened, and then, his heart stopped. All ten of the pictures were listed as being opened within the past 15 minutes.
Matt felt his stomach collapse in a fit of anger and embarrassment. He resisted the urge to go bang on his sister's door and holler at her, because he wasn't sure what he would holler. He was more mad at himself than his sister, he shouldn't have left the photos out in the open. Normally he would've been more careful, but his parents were out of town for a few weeks and he hadn't expected his sister to use his computer.
He open up the pictures and scrolled through them, one by one. He had taken a series of semi nude shots, intended to be erotic and for his girlfriend's eyes only. These were the top ten that he was planning to send to Wendy. In most of them he was wearing a shirt with the buttons open and boxers, but then in some of the racier ones he had changed into black bikini briefs. He cringed when he got to the last one, he had his thumbs at the top of the briefs and had pulled them down and held them tight against himself, clearly showing the outline of his very hard cock.
He buried his face in his hands and thought about his options. After a while he decided the best way to avoid further embarrassment would be to pretend like he didn't know she had seen them.
Gina had indeed seen the pictures. She had sat down in front of the computer to print something out really quickly, a file she had on a thumb drive, because the house printer was in Matt's room. She had seen the folder on the desktop, labeled pics, and she thought it may have been pictures from a recent family vacation. The first few pictures she opened, she could not really see the person's face, and she did not realize it was her brother Matt at all. The guy in the pictures was a fit, sexy looking guy wearing an old plaid shirt and boxers. For a brief moment she wondered if Matt was gay and collecting pictures from other gay guys.
Then she saw the third picture and realized it was Matt. Matt, her nerdy, dorky, unattractive brother. Her mouth fell open, as she suddenly became aware that her dorky brother looked pretty hot. Mesmerized, she opened picture after picture, each one better than the last. When she opened the final picture, her heart nearly stopped. She blushed and gasped and trembled, but could not bring herself to divert her eyes from the sizable bulge in the briefs. After a long while, she closed the file, and then in an afterthought, she quickly copied the folder to her thumb drive and went to her room. She never suspected that Matt would figure out that she had seen the pictures, so she decided to just act normal. As normal as possible, she thought, for a girl who spent several hours drooling over a picture of her brother.
So she acted like she didn't see them, and he acted like he didn't know she had seen them. Which worked pretty well for the next four hours, but that was mostly because they didn't see each other for the next four hours. They ran into each other in the kitchen, where Matt was eating a bowl of cereal for dinner, and Gina was getting something out of the refrigerator.
"Hey, what's up," mumbled Matt, trying to seem normal.
"Ah, um, just the usual," answered Gina, looking away and fighting a losing battle against a smirk.
Matt watched her walk across the kitchen and sit down at the table across from him. He suddenly realized that she was more embarrassed than him. When their eyes finally met they both blushed and looked away quickly, then both laughed nervously. Matt made the decision to abandon his original strategy.
"Um, about those pictures ..." he started.
Gina blushed even harder. "I'm so, so, sorry, I shouldn't have opened up that folder," she stammered.
"I shouldn't have left it out there," Matt said. "I took those to send to Wendy, just a way to keep things interesting before we get back to college in the fall."
"Sure, yes, I understand completely," Gina said.
Matt took a long slow breath, incredibly relieved that they had cleared the air. "Again, I'm sorry I left those out there," he said, and then he jokingly added, "At least I didn't leave the full nude pictures out."
Gina's eyes got wide and she seemed to have an odd reaction to the joke, before she realized that he was kidding and she laughed.
She got up and walked back towards her bedroom. "Well I expect Wendy will be happy to get the pictures," she teased. "They were very good."
The way Gina emphasized "very" took Matt by surprise. What was that supposed to mean? Was she making fun of me, or did she really like the pictures?
Matt was gone all the next morning, and Gina snuck back into his room to snoop around on his computer and look for more pictures. Maybe he wasn't kidding about nude pictures, she thought. What would a nude picture of Matt look like, she thought. Maybe I need mental help, she thought. She nervously looked through his computer, found nothing more, and then went back through the pictures on the desktop, just for review. The she copied all of them onto her thumb drive, just for further study.
When Matt got home, he went to his room to check for email, noting that Gina's door was closed. He was in the middle of checking his email when he had an odd thought. He pulled the recent documents file up again, and to his shock, he saw that the ten pictures had been pulled up again while he was gone. Gina had looked at his pictures again. It didn't make him angry, or embarrassed this time. Actually, the thought of her sitting there and looking at him half naked made him somewhat aroused. Aroused, but confused.
He also noted that it seemed that she had been looking at other files, maybe looking for something, and suddenly he realized what it was ... she was looking for the naked pictures he had joked about. The fact that she was taking time to look for pictures of him naked made him even more aroused. And more confused.
Maybe it was because the pictures didn't really look like him. Matt had never been a super stud, both he and Gina were on the nerdy side. They were both fit, but they dressed very conservatively and weren't showy. Standard outfits were sweat pants or long shorts and bulky, unflattering t shirts. They tended toward academics over sports, but he was a swimmer and she had been a gymnast for years. And both of them were painfully shy, neurotically self conscious, and socially introverted. The pictures that Matt had taken of himself were definitely unusual for him. He might not be a male model but he was a good photographer, and he had managed the light and created poses that made him look ten times better than usual.
Just then Matt's phone buzzed with an instant message from Gina. It was odd to text someone from the next room, but texting was sometimes easier than face to face.
Gina: Hey, whatcha doin?
Matt: Just some computer stuff
Gina: Taking more pictures for Wendy, lol?
Matt: No more today. You've seen them all, so you don't need to snoop around on my computer anymore
There was a delay while this sank in.
Gina: Ooops. How did you know?
Matt: It shows up in recent documents opened
Gina: Damn. I didn't know that...
Matt: No worries
Gina: Those pictures look really, um, well done. Nice photography
Matt: Ha, Thanks, I use camera angles and lighting to hide the subject
Gina: The subject looked good too. ; )
Matt: Tx
Gina: What did Wendy say about them?
Matt: I haven't sent them yet. Not sure I will.
Gina: Why not?
Matt: I was thinking about retaking some, trying to make them better.
The phone was silent for a while and Matt went back to working on the computer. Several minutes later the phone buzzed in another text.
Gina: Need some help?
Matt had to sit and think about that for a minute. What kind of help was she talking about? There was something very taboo and exciting about having your sister help with erotic photography. Finally he responded.
Matt: Ok, guess so.
He had no sooner pushed the send button than he heard Gina's door open and then she was barreling into his room. She had pulled up a chair, sat down next to him and taken over the computer mouse before he knew what was happening.
"Ok, these are all great, but I had a few ideas for how to make them better," Gina said, as she pulled up the pictures. "For starters, we need to work on your outfit. Your boxers are too long, the briefs are too short and that shirt looks like it was straight out of the 70s. I've got a black silk kimono robe that would look great, and you have some short black running shorts that would be perfect."
Gina had hardly taken a breath, and Matt was still getting used to the idea that he was sitting beside his sister in front of a computer looking at erotic pictures of himself.
"Kimono?" he managed.
Gina ran out and came back a few minutes later with the Kimono. They were both about the same height, and the robe would come to about mid thigh on Matt. "Ok, you get the shorts on and I'll show you how to make the poses better," she said, studying the pictures on the computer. "Go ahead and change, I won't look."
Matt got up awkwardly and rummaged through his dresser for the shorts. He walked around behind her and changed into the shorts and the robe, and he had to admit it did look and feel a lot sexier. He sat back down beside Gina, who was already going through the pictures and pointing out how Matt might move a leg or an arm, or stand up straighter. He had to admit she had an eye for it. Sitting close beside her, half naked, looking at the photos was also setting his stomach aflutter.
Gina had critiqued all the pictures and had gotten to the last one, the one where the outline of his cock was visible through the bikini briefs. She blushed and got a bit flustered, mumbling something that sounded something like the word "hot," and then closed the file. Matt was blushing too, it was a bit unsettling sitting right beside her looking at that.
"So how do you take the pictures?" Gina asked. "I mean, how do you push the button from across the room?"
"I put the camera on a tripod and I have a remote control that I push to set off the shutter," he said. "It's small enough so you can't really see it in the pictures. It's tricky though, it's hard to get the camera pointed the just the right way, it doesn't always work, and I have to be pretty close to the camera."
"Well maybe I could take the pictures," Gina said.
The thought of his sister handling the camera while he posed erotically hit him like a double wave - kinda weird on one hand, kinda fun and sexy on the other. Fun and sexy won.
"Ok, let's do it," he grinned.
He gave her a quick tutorial on the camera, then they played with the lighting to make it soft and warm, and then Matt went to work, setting up his poses as he had before, but with Gina's added suggestions. The silky robe and shear running shorts were definite improvements, and they made him feel sexier. Gina also insisted on changing his hairstyle from boxy bangs to slicked back with hair gel, which was a first for him. They were having fun with it as well, laughing and joking as they moved from one pose to another. Matt was also using the laughing and joking to distract himself from becoming aroused. He could sense that his cock was semi aroused the entire time, but he feared that if he became fully aroused the running shorts wouldn't hold him in.
They took a series of standing poses and then Matt moved over to the bed, mostly taking reclining pictures. At one point Gina got up on her knees on the bed to get the right picture angle, then she was standing on the bed above him. Matt decided he really liked having a photographer.
"Ok, one more pose," Gina said. "Do that one where you have your thumbs in your, um, waistband, that looked really good."
Just the thought of striking that pose in front of Gina had the blood rushing to his groin. Matt felt his cock growing hard, very hard, and very quickly. He was feeling so warm and sexy that he just decided to not even try to hide it. He rose up on his knees on the bed, let the robe hang open, and put his thumbs into the waistband of the shorts, pulling them downward, but keeping his cock covered. He turned his head away and closed his eyes, not wanting to look at Gina while his cock was making such a spectacle. Striking that pose also made him feel proud in a way. He could tell that Gina liked the pose, and by looking away she could look at his body with full abandon. All of which made him even harder. His cock was pointing out toward his left hip, straining the fabric. If it had reached the position it wanted to go, it would've been sticking out of the shorts at least three inches.
All of which Gina clearly noticed, as she moved around taking photos from different angles, occasionally murmuring encouragement at how good that pose looked. She took a lot of pictures, lots of different angles, and Matt didn't mind one bit.
When they were done, the two of them sat down in front of the computer to check out the photos and pick the best ones. Matt was still dressed in the robe and shorts, and sitting there right beside his sister looking at erotic poses of himself was not helping to calm his erection. He did the best he could to cover it up with the robe, but it wasn't very long. Gina was having a hard time not stealing glances over at his crotch.
Picking out the top ten was both sexy and hilarious, as they joked about different poses and some of the goofier pictures. When they got to the last set of pictures though, it got pretty quiet and serious. The last group of pictures showcased Matt pulling his waistband down low, and there was an undeniable firm shape pushing hard on the shorts for escape. Gina was pretty sure it was the sexiest thing she'd ever seen, it almost looked better on the screen than in person, maybe because on screen he was less her brother. For Matt, watching his sister silently move from one picture to the next, it was an intense, nerve-wracking, erotic experience. Finally, she picked the best one, and he nodded in agreement.
"I think these are much better than the old ones," Gina said. "Wendy should be pleased."
"Yes, you made me look better than I thought I could," replied Matt. "And that was, um, really very fun."
Gina grinned. "My pleasure bro, happy to help."
There was a brief, awkward silence, before Gina spoke up. "Well good luck with that," she said, giving him a wink and patting him on the leg. For some reason she looked down at his crotch when she said that, so it sounded like she was saying good luck with that giant erection. She meant good luck with sending the photos. She blushed and then he blushed, and then she got up and left the room.
For the next several hours, Matt relived the photo session, working in a few fantasies where he pulled the shorts off all the way and watched Gina's eyes get big. His cock was hard the whole time, except for the five minutes after he jerked off. His last fantasy before orgasm was Gina stroking his leg while they were sitting at the computer. He took a shower and spent the next hour lying in bed and continuing the fantasy.
Gina spent her time in much the same way, reliving the photo shoot and embellishing the event with erotic fantasies. Her top fantasy was watching those shorts sliding down his leg and seeing his long hard cock in full. Then she would shake her head to get that crazy thought out, before starting over and ending back there again. When she heard Matt go into the shower, she slipped into his room popped in the pocket hard drive and made copies of the photos. All the photos. She would sleep very little that night.
The next day when Matt got up at 10 am Gina was gone. He spent most of the day reading, piddling on his computer, and having more fantasies about photo shoots. He heard Gina come in around 3 pm, come in and close her bedroom door. About an hour later, his phone buzzed with a text.
Gina: How's it going Fabio?
Matt: Ha Ha. Don't think I'm ready to go male model yet.
Gina: I don't know, I think you have potential.
Matt: Maybe so. That was really fun though, thanks. That photo shoot really made me feel a lot better about myself. Like maybe I'm not such a total loser dork after all.
Gina: Don't get carried away, you're still a total loser dork. You just look good half naked.
Matt: Ha. Whatever.
Gina: Say, after seeing how much better we made you look, I was thinking ...
Matt felt his stomach drop. He was thinking she was going to suggest he pose naked. He collected himself and replied.
Matt: Yes?
Gina: Well, I was wondering, if you could, ah return the favor?
Matt: How do you mean?
Gina: Well, I was hoping you could take some kinda racy pictures of me? I'd like to send some racy pics to my boyfriend Sam.
Matt's head nearly fell off. Gina was by no means a hottie, and she was his sister, but the very idea of taking erotic pictures of her was blowing his mind to say the least. Sam, the boyfriend he had heard a little about but had never met, was going to be one lucky guy, but not as lucky as him. His fingers started shaking, he could hardly reply.
Gina: Matt?
Matt: Ah, sorry, just got distracted. : ) I would very much like that.
Gina: Great! Hey, I need to ask you a big favor though.
Matt: Sure what?
Gina: I need you to not laugh at me
Matt: No way, I wouldn't do that. You didn't laugh at me. (very much)
Gina: Well, you know I'm really self conscious.
Matt visualized his sister and her standard look, horned rimmed square glasses, hair back in a ponytail, loose fitting sweats. It was hard to fit that picture into the idea of erotic photos, but he would never laugh at his sister.
Matt: Don't worry about it, it will be fun. It's just you and me (and the internet)
Gina: Ha. Don't you dare. I could send yours too
Right after she sent that she realized that she had just given away the fact that she had the pictures, she was hoping he didn't notice. He did, but he let it go.
Matt: Good point. We are co-blackmailed.
Gina: Ok, I went to the mall earlier, and did a few things
Matt: Things?
Gina: Things. Like for one I bought some lingerie. Nothing crazy. And I went to a place that does makeovers.
Matt: Huh?
Gina: Makeovers, like hair and makeup.
Matt let that sink in for a moment. Lingerie, makeover. This was getting interesting.
Matt: Ok, well I'm ready when you are
Gina: Ok, give me five minutes.



For the next five minutes, Matt was a tornado, cleaning up his room, setting lights, and in one, brilliant last minute thought, changing into the black shorts he had worn during yesterday's session.They had suddenly become his favorite pair of shorts, he loved the way the silky material felt on his cock. He was even thinking about putting on the robe again. Just then his phone buzzed again.
Gina: Hey Matt, since I'm going to be half naked, I think it would make me more comfortable if you were too, maybe dressed in that same outfit from yesterday.
Matt: Way ahead of you, sis. ; ) Anything to make you more comfortable
Gina: Ok, thanks. You ready?
Matt: Absolutely
Gina: Ok. I can't believe I'm doing this. Be nice.
Matt heard Gina's door open, and there was a soft knock before she opened the door. Standing in the doorway was the remnants of what used to be Matt's nerdy sister. Matt felt ever ounce of air go out of his body and his blood stopped cold.
Gone were the glasses. The ponytail was unleashed, and wavy brown hair fell around a gorgeous face that he hardly recognized. She was wearing a silky white robe that came up pretty high on a long set of legs that were lengthened by a classy set of high heels.
Matt felt his legs going out from under him as he fell backward into a chair.
"You promised you wouldn't laugh," she said slowly.
"I'm not laughing," he gasped. "Gina you look absolutely ... unbelievable."
Gina smiled and looked down. She was very aware that she had undergone a transformation, but it was still nice to hear it. And it was nice to see Matt, his eyes wide and his mouth hanging open, looking at her from head to toe in stunned adoration. She decided to up the ante before he could catch his breath. She loosened the tie on the robe and let it slide slowly open. Underneath the robe she was wearing a frilly white bra and panty set that showed a lot of skin.
Matt had never seen his sister this undressed, and he was stunned at how perfect her curves were. Long, lean legs, a flat, toned stomach, and breasts that were surprisingly full and shapely. He drank in the vision before him in stunned silence for what felt like a few seconds, but was actually more like a few minutes.
"Well," said Gina, waking him out of his trance.
"Awesome," he stammered.
Gina grinned and put her hands on her hips sarcastically. "I know that, I mean well, are we going to take some pictures or what?"
Matt collected enough wits to respond. "Yes, in fact, that's going to be the first pose," he said, lifting the camera and aiming it toward Gina.
Faced with the reality of the camera, Gina initially became shy again, pulling the robe back over her. It didn't matter, she looked good standing there in just the robe, her toned legs perched atop the high heels. Matt immediately went to work, snapping pictures from low and high angles, but taking his time to enjoy the picturesque view. Each time he moved to a new angle he took the time to tell her how fabulous she looked, and every time she blushed and loosened up a bit more. Before long, the robe was coming back open, and Matt was filling up the camera with images.
"You look so fabulous Gina," he whispered. "I love that outfit."
She smiled warmly and let the robe slide down so her shoulders were exposed, and then let it slide down so it was pretty much just around her waist.
"When did you get such a tan?" exclaimed Matt.
Gina looked down at herself and grinned. "The girls who did the make over talked me into getting a spray tan, do you like it?"
"I love it," Matt said.
Gina reached down and slid her panties down just slightly, showcasing a clear tan line. "I had them do it with a bathing suit on so I would have tan lines," she said.
"Perfect, absolutely fucking perfect," Matt murmured.
Matt's compliments were starting to have an effect on GIna, her nipples had become aroused and were clearly showing. Matt noticed, and Gina noticed, and when Gina didn't say anything he kept right on taking pictures
Meanwhile, Matt's cock had gotten rock hard was once again, caught in the uncomfortable position of being held in sideways under the waistband by his shorts. Gina couldn't help but notice him moving around uncomfortably, trying to keep his cock from springing straight up and out of the shorts.
"Oh, I almost forgot, I got something new for you to wear at the lingerie store too," she grinned.
"Oh?" replied Matt.
Gina ran back to her room and came back with a small bag that she handed to Matt. "Try these, I think they will be more, um comfortable for photo sessions," she said.
Matt opened the bag and found a pair of silky, short white boxers. "Hm, ok, these look interesting," he said.
Gina turned her back to him and he slipped out of his black shorts and then stepped into the boxers. He couldn't help but take the opportunity to give his aching cock a quick stroke, which felt amazing. The boxers were perfect, they were loose and baggy, giving his cock the freedom to be fully erect, and the legs were so loose it was almost like he was wearing a loin cloth. As he looked up to let Gina know she could turn around he caught her eye in the mirror of the dresser. She blushed as she knew she had been caught checking out her naked brother, but quickly shook it off.
"I like it," she said, coming closer to check out his new look. Then she reached out to his hips and grabbed the top of the boxers and gave them a little adjustment down, winked at him and said "perfect."
The bagginess of the boxers gave him a little more room to hide his erection, but the bulge was still clearly there. "I like these too, thanks G," he said.
"Where do you want me now?" she said.
Matt was lost in thought for a moment about just where he wanted her before he collected himself enough to have Gina pose on the bed. He had her laying on her back, robe open, then sitting up by the headboard, then bent over and holding on to the headboard. He had her kneel on the bed, then lay on her side on the bed, then on her back with her legs up in the air. With every pose he took multiple angles - partly because he wanted to get the perfect shot, but mostly because he wanted the photo shoot to last forever. He was having quite the time watching his suddenly sexy sister posing in lingerie. Maybe his favorite position was her on all fours on the bed, without the robe. Her ass just looked amazing, and he even talked her into pulling the sides up to make it look more like a thong.
After the fastest hour in his life, Matt finally felt like he had taken every possible angle of every possible pose. He briefly thought about accidentally erasing the camera's digital card so he could start over. They went over to the desk and downloaded the pictures to the computer and sat down to check them out, both of them still wearing robes and undies.
Once again, it was incredibly sexy, and sometimes hilarious, to be sitting there beside each other looking at pictures of Gina posing half naked. They were sitting close enough together for their legs to rub up against each other, and both let their robes hang casually open. Both also took every opportunity to check the other out, Matt continuing to enjoy Gina's curves while Gina continued to admire Matt's bulge.
Eventually, after long and careful consideration, they narrowed the pictures down to Gina's top ten and she put them onto her thumb drive to take to her computer. Matt couldn't help but murmur that Sam was in for quite a treat when he saw those.
"Uh, hey Gina, would it be ok if I hang onto these pictures for a while, you know, just in case something happens and you lose those?" he asked hopefully.
Gina turned to look at him with a wry smile that said I know you plan to look at these and probably jack off to them. "As long as you promise not to put them out there on the internet somewhere," she said. "For your eyes only."
"On my honor," he said. "And if I did, I know you could do the same to me."
Gina smiled warmly. "Thank you Matt, you really made me feel beautiful today," she said, reaching over and patting him on the thigh, high enough up to make his cock twitch. "This was awesome."
"My pleasure," he said back, meaning every word.
Then she was up and gone, back to her room, off to send pictures to the luckiest boyfriend in the world. Matt spent the next several hours at the computer, gawking at pictures of his gorgeous sister and stroking his cock. Every time he looked at the pictures they seemed to get better, and his cock kept getting harder.
At some point, on a whim, he got up on the bed and leaned back on the pillows and took a few more pictures of himself, without the robe, just with the boxers. He liked the way the white silk looked, and felt, and the bulge in the front was just obvious enough and just subtle enough to be tastefully erotic...something he might send to his sister. He took some others with his hand stroking his cock through the boxers, and then he took the boxers off and took some complete nudes. Some had the silky boxers on his lap, partially covering his erection, others showed him in full glory, his turgid cock reaching for the ceiling.. He took one with a small pink pillow covering his crotch, thinking he might send that as a joke.
Then he went over to the computer and picked out the best one of the early versions, with him still in the boxers, and attached it in an email to Gina.
Matt: Hey, wanted you to know how much I loved the boxers, thanks!
He pressed send and held his breath.
About five minutes passed and he started thinking he'd gone too far. Then his email chimed in.
Gina: Nice. : ) I'm glad you seem to like them ...
Matt read quite a bit into her reply ... He assumed she was referring to his obvious erection.
He was about to email her back when she sent another message.
Gina: Can I borrow your camera?
Matt: Sure, anytime.
Gina came in, still dressed in the same outfit, robe hanging partially open, and grabbed Matt's camera and went back to her room. Matt sat there in front of his computer, for what seemed like forever, waiting impatiently. About five minutes later an email came in from Gina.
Gina: How bout this?
Trembling, Matt opened up the email attachment. It was a picture of Gina, kneeling on the bed in dim light. The robe was still on but the bra and panties were gone. She had the robe hanging so that it exposed quite a bit of her breasts and then the corner of the robe was covering her pussy. Barely.
Matt sat mesmerized, staring at his hot sister.
Matt: Wow. Just wow. ; )
Gina: Glad you like it.
Matt went back to soaking the picture up for a while, looking at the curve of her breasts, the subtle curves of her legs, even the confident smile on her face. It was a great picture. He flipped through the pictures he had just taken and sent Gina another email picture. This one was racier, his hand was on his crotch and you could clearly see he was gripping his cock. He got lightheaded pushing the send button.
Matt: How bout this?
The picture took Gina's breath away, she couldn't help but zoom in on the bulge Matt was holding.
Gina: Oh. My. Oh my.
Matt: I guess you can tell I enjoyed taking it too
Gina: Yes, I seem to see some strong signs that you are enjoying yourself there. : )
A few minutes went by and then Matt's email pinged again.
Gina: I enjoyed taking this one too ...
Matt opened the picture, it was Gina on her back, taken from the side. She was nude, but you couldn't see anything. Her right arm was artfully blocking her breasts, and her left leg was at the perfect angle to show just the side of her ass. Her left hand, meanwhile was down between her legs. You couldn't see where that hand disappeared to, but the look on her face - closed eyes, mouth slightly ajar - made it apparent what that hand was doing.
Matt felt his mouth water, and he could not peel his eyes away. Something deep down inside him was screaming at him that this was his sister, but he wasn't listening.
Matt: So. Fucking. HOT.
His heart beating wildly, Matt set up a reply to the email. He attached the file where he was on the bed holding the goofy pink pillow in front of his crotch, he felt like both of them might need some comic relief. In his rush, he accidentally sent the wrong picture, which he realized too late. He had accidentally sent the full nude, with his rock hard erection on full display. He panicked.
Matt: I did not mean to send that last pic.
Gina: Hm. Sounds interesting. I haven't gotten it yet.
A few minutes went by. Then five, then 10. Matt had reached the conclusion that his sister had decided he was a perv and was about to block his email address.
Then, finally, his email pinged.
Gina: I can't believe you sent that.
Matt: I'm sorry, I meant to send a different picture
Gina: Oh sure.
Matt was in the middle of shakingly making another apology reply when he got another email from Gina. He opened it up, it was Gina, fully nude from head to toe, leaning back against her bedpost. She looked like a Playboy model, her breasts were perfect in size and proportion, her pussy neatly trimmed. The lighting was perfect, the pose was perfect, the model was beyond perfect.
Matt: G, you have the most absolutely beautiful body that I have ever seen.
Gina: Ditto brother. Ditto. : )
Minutes passed slowly by as they admired each other's bodies. Matt finally collected enough brain cells to respond.
Matt: Your friend Sam is really going to like that one
Gina: Your friend Wendy is really, REALLY going to like yours too.
Matt: Hm. I wonder if we should take some more nudes to send?
Gina: Um. You mean, taking pictures of each other nude?
Matt was sweating bullets and shaking like a leaf.
Matt: Yes
Gina: Might have to think about that.
Gina: Ok.
Matt: lol. that didn't take much thought
Gina: How bout tomorrow afternoon?
Matt: Deal
For both Matt and Gina, this was beyond new territory. For their entire lives, they had been the nerdy kids, the kids that got ignored. They had never been told they looked good, or HOT. Now, suddenly, they felt attractive and sexy. The rest of that night and into the next day, Matt nor Gina rarely left their rooms. The rest of the time they were looking at the pictures of each other, especially the nudes, and thinking about the planned photo shoot. On the one hand they were both feeling pretty weird about doing this with their sibling, on the other hand they were masturbating. By the time mid afternoon rolled around, the tension was unbearable.
Matt was sitting at his desk, scrolling through the pictures of Gina for the umpteenth time, when there was a soft knock on the door and Gina walked in. He quickly closed all the open picture windows and stood up. They both had on robes, they both knew there was nothing on underneath.
"So," said Gina.
"So," answered Matt.
"Who's going first," she grinned.
"Ladies, of course," he said.
She got flush and nervous, the sudden realization hitting her that she was about to be buck naked in front of her brother, which was both taboo and super erotic. She felt beautiful in front of him, and was looking forward to taking photos and being photographed. She started to take her robe off and then stopped short.
"Actually, I don't want to be naked alone," she said. "Would you mind if we were both naked?"
"Not at all," answered Matt. He was actually looking forward to being naked in front of her almost as much as seeing her naked. He really enjoyed seeing the way she looked at him, appreciated his body.
They stood about three feet apart, facing each other. They both reached for the robe ties at the same time. Looking into each other's eyes, the slowly loosened the ties until the robe fell open, and then simultaneously shrugged the robes off their shoulders and let them hit the floor.
For the next several moments they just stood there, looking at each other's bodies. Finally, Gina spoke up.
"Is it always like that?" she giggled, pointing to Matt's hard cock.
"It has been the last few days," he answered.
"Ahhh, what could be the cause of that?" she asked sarcastically.
"The last few days," he grinned. "I've felt sexier and more attractive than I ever have in my whole life the past few days. I feel like I owe you a thank you."
She smiled warmly. "Same here brother," she said. "I love how beautiful you make me feel."
Neither one was in a hurry, so they continued to stand there admiring each other.
"Your boobs are fricking perfect," Matt said.
"Thanks. I'd let you touch them, but that would be perverted," she said. Her nipples stiffened at the the thought. "I think your cock is pretty perfect too."
"Thanks," said Matt, running his fingers down his cock. "I'd let you touch it, but that would be perverted."
They both laughed, and then Matt picked up the camera and they got down to business. Gina was much less reserved this time, and every pose was more sexually charged than the last. It certainly helped her sexual energy that the entire time she was looking at her naked brother and admiring his impressive cock. She half hoped that he wouldn't notice that her pussy had become soaking wet.
They did all the poses and angles they had done before, kneeling, standing, lying on the bed. She had a way or moving her hands that was driving Matt crazy. One minute she would have her hands up in her hair, and the next she would have them seductively placed between her legs. But maybe the hottest pose was on her knees, looking up at Matt, with two fingers in her mouth. She was staring, entranced, at his cock while she licked and sucked her fingers. They were going to make for great pictures, if Matt could hold the camera still.
Then it was Matt's turn. Gina slipped her robe back on but left it hanging open, so Matt had the pleasure of continuing to revel in her naked beauty. Gina was more vocally instructive, telling Matt how to pose and what to do with his hands, which she often suggested he have on his cock. At one point she went to the bathroom and got some baby oil, and ordered him to rub it onto his cock. The shiny look from the oil made her even more mesmerized with him, and the attention kept him rock hard.
Finally, the camera was full and they sat down together to download them to the computer. They sat close together, their naked thighs in full contact. Matt set up a split screen so they would look at one picture of her and then one picture of him. The pictures came out amazing, each one better than the last. Each time a new picture came up, each would take a deep breath and slowly let it out, occasionally letting out a "MMMM" or just a "WOW". About halfway through, Gina, in a half conscious trance, moved a hand over and placed it on the middle of Matt's thigh. By the time she realized what she had done it would've been awkward to move it. After a while, Matt moved a hand over and placed it on Gina's thigh. As they sat there looking at naked pictures of themselves, their hands on the other's legs, the level of arousal in the room reached a fever pitch. When they got to a picture of Gina with her fingers delicately positioned over her pussy, Matt's hand instinctively jumped just a bit on her thigh, moving just a bit higher. Gina looked over at her hand on Matt's thigh, and then looked over at his turgid, shiny cock and before she knew what was happening, her hand had slid higher up on his leg as well.
As they continued to scroll through the pictures, their hands moved slowly higher until Gina's hand was an inch away from Matt's aching cock and Matt's hand was feeling the wetness and heat from Gina's pussy. Finally, they reached the end of the pictures, and they both sat there in silence for a moment, breathing deeply. Then Gina copied the pictures onto her thumb drive - all the pictures, with no hesitation or excuse for why exactly she would need Matt's naked pictures. Then she nervously kissed Matt on the cheek, got up and went to her room.



After a long quiet hour that both spent furiously masturbating, Matt's phone buzzed in.
Gina: Wow. That was really intense
Matt: Beyond intense. I can't believe how incredibly hot that was. You are super hot for a nerd.
Gina: lol. You too bro. I guess it goes without saying that if you weren't my brother I'd be screwing your brains out right now.
Matt: Yes, I would agree that goes without saying. I hope you don't mind if I imagine a few things...
A few minutes passed before Gina responded
Gina: I don't mind if you don't. And I've imagined more than a few things ...
Matt: Me too. ; )
Gina: Night bro.
Matt: Night
The doors stayed closed for the rest of the night and all through the next morning, as Matt and Gina spent more time obsessively enjoying naked pictures of each other. They were both torn between feeling really awkward about being aroused looking at a naked sibling and really enjoying being aroused. Arousal was winning.
Around mid afternoon, Gina's phone buzzed in with a text from Matt.
Matt: Hey, did you send any pictures to Sam yet?
Gina: Not exactly ...
Matt: Why not?
Gina: Uh. well, to be honest, Sam decided to break up with me yesterday. He said I wasn't adventurous enough.
Matt: Wow. That's ironic, given the past few days.
Gina: Yeah really. If only he knew eh?
Matt: I don't know, if he knew you had been taking naked pictures with your brother he may have ditched you for being too adventurous.
Gina: True that. Did you send any to Wendy?
There was a few minutes delay before Matt responded.
Matt: Actually, Wendy broke up with me yesterday too. She said I was too boring.
Gina: OMG. Double ditched for being dorks. Ain't we a pair?
Matt: It's their loss, they have no idea how good we are at erotic photography.
Gina: Right. If only they knew!
Matt: I wish I had the guts to send Wendy a picture of me having wild sex with someone and ask her if it looks boring.
Gina: lol. You could send the picture via snap chat, she would only get to see it really quick and she wouldn't be able to save it. I could do the same to Sam.
Matt: Snap chat, great idea. Now all I have to do is fine someone willing to have wild sex with me and be willing to let me take pictures of it.
Gina: Right, if only you knew someone crazy enough to do that ...
A few minutes passed before Matt responded.
Matt: Maybe I could find someone who would be willing to pretend like we were having wild sex, but it was all simulated, no actual contact.
A few minutes passed before Gina responded.
Gina: So, it would be staged, like a simulation, there would be no actual sexual contact?
Matt: Right, it would look like sex, but it would not be real.
Gina: Hmmmm...
They both knew what the other was thinking, but no one wanted to come out and say it.
Matt: Hmmmm...
Gina: That would be a great way to get back at the exes. Sort of a twist on revenge porn.
Matt: Yeah. Might be kinda fun too ; )
Gina: So ...
Matt: So what do you think? Wanna get some revenge?
Gina: Yes. But no contact of critical anatomy, snap chat only, and we destroy the pictures when we're done.
Matt: Sounds like a deal. I guess the best part is that you've never met Wendy, and I've never met Sam, so its not like they would recognize us.
Gina: Good point. Wow. Simulated sex with my brother. That's pretty adventurous. Or disturbing; )
Matt: Certainly not boring.
Gina: Well, I've got an opening around 5 pm today. Should I pencil in simulated sibling sex session?
Matt: If you write it down you may want to go with SSSS.
Gina: Right. What should I wear?
Matt: Hmmm, why don't we start partially clothed, maybe back to the bra and panties and I'll wear those cute silk shorts you bought me.
Gina: Sounds intriguing. See you at 5. ; )
Five o'clock was only a few hours away, but it seemed like forever as Matt and Gina showered and got ready for the SSSS. Both of them thought about calling it off a few times, but then they kept reminding themselves it was just pretend, nothing was going to happen. Both of them spent a lot more time thinking about some of the various positions they were looking forward to being in. By the time Gina crossed the hall and came into Matt's room at 5 pm, they had developed a fairly extensive list of simulated erotic positions. After once again clarifying the ground rules — primarily, no direct contact with genitalia, including, as Gina carefully pointed out, boobs. They would take turns with the choreography, with the understanding that if one of them wasn't comfortable with a position they could veto it.
Gina had first pick, and she went with the standard man picking up woman in his arms like he was carrying her over to the bed. Matt set up the camera and used the remote to click off a few pictures. Gina had washed her hair with something that smelled amazing, and Matt was intoxicated having his nose buried in her hair, her hands around his neck.
Matt's first pick involved both of them standing, with Gina in front. He had one arm around her waist, and one arm around her at chest level. Gina stood about a head shorter than Matt, and he had her turning up to look at him. It was a simple, romantic and erotic pose, but it immediately launched the first discussion over the genitalia contact rule. With Matt holding Gina close, it was really difficult for his cock not to come in solid contact with Gina's ass. This lead to a discussion and a slight rule clarification — genitalia contact was allowable when there were still clothes on, because, after all, having clothes on prevented direct contact.
So after the rules clarification, Matt was able to pull Gina up close against him. He didn't go so far as to grind his cock into her ass, which is what he wanted to do, but he held her tightly enough so that she was all too aware of his erection. The rule clarification also allowed him to place his hands over her breasts for one of the pictures, though she didn't let him do that for long.
Gina's next pose involved Matt getting down on his knees in front of her, his head coming in between her chest and stomach. The camera was positioned behind Matt, so it looked like he was kissing her chest and stomach. He had his hands around her waist, while she had her hands in his hair, her head thrown back in ecstasy. The pose was sexy but also very stylish, almost artistic.
Next Matt turned the tables, having Gina get down on her knees in front of him, setting the camera up at a side angle. He had Gina's head at about his waist level. First, he had her simulate kissing the outline of his cock that was stretching his shorts, which they had determined was within the rules. Then he instructed Gina to put her hands on the waist band of his shorts and to pull them slowly down. It worked out just as he had planned, with her pulling his shorts down and having her face inches away from his cock. He pretended to miss the remote button a few times so he could relive her slowly pulling down the silk shorts, because it felt amazing. Meanwhile, Gina could feel her mouth watering having her lips so close to his cock.
Gina's turn involved her taking her bra off and having the two of them kneeling on the bed. Matt was instructed to PRETEND to be about to take her nipple into his mouth. It practically killed him to have his mouth so close to her perky little nipple and not engulf it, but he did as he was told. He did take some incentive and decided to blow lightly on each nipple, one at a time, which made Gina's heart skip a few beats.
With Matt's shorts off, he decided to stay with the oral theme for his next round. He lay back on the bed and with his right hand he pointed his cock so it was straight up toward the ceiling, then he had Gina come over and pretend like she was about to lick and suck his cock. She did it perfectly, giving Matt a variety of poses to snap photos, ranging from having her tongue reaching out for the tip of his cock to having her mouth wide open preparing to engulf him. At one point she went beyond his wildest fantasy, letting a long line of spit drift down and settle on the tip of his cock. He was able to freeze the moment with a perfectly timed photo.
With Gina down to just her panties she decided to take advantage of the rule clarification on genitalia contact by having Matt go down on her, but with the panties still on. She lay on her back and had Matt put her face into her crotch, and then she wrapped her long legs around his head. It was painful for Matt to resist the urge to plow his tongue right into the wet panties and force them inside her, but it was still incredible to have his face pressed up against her warm, wet pussy. Then Gina instructed Matt to pull her panties off with his teeth, which he was only too happy to do.
With both of them completely naked, Matt had a dozen ideas about what to do next, but he had enjoyed the experience of having his face in her crotch so much he opted to go back to that. Utilizing her skills as a gymnast, he had her mount his shoulders with his face in her crotch and her legs wrapped around his head, with him standing and holding her up against the wall. It was a dangerous, precarious position, and it ended up being a challenge to not have his mouth coming into direct contact with her pussy, but she didn't seem to mind the rules violation, and if he wasn't mistaken, she made a bit of an effort to initiate the contact. He almost forgot to take the picture, but it ended up being one of the best ones, mostly because of the look on Gina's face...mouth open, eyes closed, leaning back in uninhibited ecstasy, her hands pulling his face forward and her legs wrapped around him.
Gina's choice for the next round was a bit less precarious, she had Matt get on his back on the bed and she got on top. The camera angle was from the side, so it totally looked like Gina was impaled on Matt's cock. In the interest of capturing the best moment, she set a variety of poses, some with her laying close on top of him, her long hair spilling down into his face, and then others with her sitting up. At multiple times during the posing it was impossible to avoid some direct contact between Gina's wet pussy and Matt's hard cock, but both seemed to silently acknowledge that some rules were made to be fudged. Near the end of that pose Gina went a little beyond fudging the rules, as she slowly and deliberately positioned herself so that her pussy slid down the entire length of the front of Matt's cock, just firmly enough so that both of them felt it. And they both felt it, maybe Gina felt it more, she became flustered and dismounted him quickly and clumsily.
"Ok, maybe that's enough for today," she stammered, trying to catch her breath. "We don't want to make them TOO jealous."
"How about one more pose?" said Matt. "Just a quick and easy one."
Gina reluctantly agreed, obviously concerned that things were getting out of hand. "Ok, one more, where do you want me?"
Matt, still on his back in the bed, smiled and said simply, "69."
Gina half grinned, half swooned at the thought, but she went along. She got back on the bed and climbed on top, her face down by Matt's cock and her crotch straddling his face. From this position, Gina had her best opportunity to enjoy Matt's cock up close. He was a good size, but even more importantly, he had a great looking cock, in shape and color and proportion. She was mesmerized as she enjoyed it close up. Meanwhile, Matt was back in heaven, his face buried in her crotch. He had taken the liberty of moving his hands around to her ass, which he assumed was not exactly genitalia and therefore fair game. It felt incredible to have her warm body draped comfortably over him, having his mouth inches from her warm pussy, and knowing her mouth was inches from his cock.
Her mouth was indeed inches from his cock, and her arousal had switched into overdrive. All she could think about as she licked her lips was taking that delicious cock into her mouth. It was taking every bit of resistance she could muster to fight the overwhelming urge. And then she felt it, a cool breeze on her pussy that was like electricity up her spine. Matt was bending the rules - he wasn't violating the no contact rule, but he was blowing on her pussy. It felt amazing.
She smiled and did what came naturally. She leaned down and blew air softly on his cock. She started at the top, then blew all the way down one side and up the other, then back down the middle. She blew softly all over his balls and around them, then back up for another round up and down his cock.
Matt had virtually lost all mental faculties, his hand was twitching on the remote, clicking off picture after picture, but he didn't even realize he was doing it. Gina's breath on his cock was driving him over the edge, and he realized that after all the sexual tension over the past several days, he was about to have a raging orgasm without even any direct contact. He felt his cock lift up to a full peak, swelling up with urgency. Gina noticed it as well and knew what was coming, and began blowing harder and faster on him.
What followed was a virtual out of body experience for both of them. Time seemed to stand still for minutes, hours. When Matt started to orgasm he lost his head for the rules and plunged his head forward, driving his tongue into Gina's pussy and tongue fucking her clit with everything he had. This pushed Gina over the edge and she grabbed Matt's throbbing fountain and did her best to jam it into her mouth. The moment may have lasted seconds but it seemed like hours as the two pleasured each other with a mind blowing passion. Both of them were shaking all over with the intensity.
And then, the passion slowly eased, until each of them came to their senses. Gina suddenly became aware that she had her brothers cock in her mouth and her face was covered in his cum, while Matt suddenly realized he was tongue fucking his sister. They simultaneously eased back from each other, but remained on the bed in the 69 position as they regathered their senses.
After awhile, Gina rotated around and positioned herself half on top of Matt, her head on his chest and her legs straddling his. She looked up at him.
"Oops," she said.
"Oops," he replied. "Guess we broke some of the rules there."
"No doubt," she said. "I think we have some great pictures for our exes."
"I guess so," Matt said unsteadily.
"What do you mean, you guess so?" she asked.
"Well the pictures were great, I just don't know about, well, sending them," he said.
"Yeah, me neither," she said.
They were silent for a while.
"I feel like I need to tell you something," Matt said. "I'm not sending the pictures because there is no Wendy, I made her up. I don't even have a girlfriend, I never really have. I guess I'm just too much of a dork."
Gina's eyes got big, looking at her brother in total shock. He stared at the ceiling, totally embarrassed.
After a long pause, Gina cleared her throat.
"Sam is a dog that hangs out at the library," she said. He is not very particular, but I don't think he would be very interested in my naked pictures either."
Now it was Matt's turn to stare in disbelief, but it only lasted a second, as he couldn't help but break out laughing, and Gina joined in.
"We are both complete dorks," giggled Gina.
"I don't know," replied Matt. "I think we were dorks, but I feel different about myself. I've never felt very confident about myself physically, or sexually until the last few days. That's all changed.
Gina nodded in agreement. "I feel different too, I would've been afraid to be naked in front of someone before."
"Well you have nothing to fear," he said. "You are beyond gorgeous."
Gina patted his chest. "You too, brother. You too."
They continued to laugh and talk, totally unreserved about the fact they were both naked, arms and legs tangled, and in bed together. It had begun to get dark outside.
"I wonder," Matt said. "What kind of fake activity are we going to do next to make our pretend boyfriend and girlfriend jealous?"
Gina grinned and looked thoughtful for a few moments before her reply.
"Hmmm...," she said.
"How bout a video?"
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I suppose I should've seen it coming, being a trained psychologist. But I guess it's like the painter's house that always needs painting, or the roofer who has a roof caving in. In my case, it was the wife who didn't come home. After 25 years of marriage, one day she just disappeared. She was gone without word for two days before her sister called to tell me not to worry. She was ok, in a safe place, and she needed some time to sort some things out. Something about finding herself, or something.
Naturally, I spent some time trying to evaluate that information. I thought we were ok, she seemed pretty happy. We had never had kids, we were financially stable. On the negative side, our sex life had fallen off some, but it had never been a big part of our relationship. She had never really been into it, and at some point over the past 10 years, I had made the decision that the occasional missionary position romp wasn't much worth the effort. Which was ok, we just had a comfortable, passionless partnership.
I waited for about a month for her to come home, but being alone in the house we had shared for 25 years was getting to be a drag. So I closed up the house, leaving everything in place. I figured one day she'd come back, and we could just pick up where we left off. I had a hard time imagining the complications of starting over. My life was simple, I had never even been with another woman, so the idea of not being in that comfort zone was pretty intimidating. I figured she was the same and would eventually come back to our comfortable life.
In the meantime, I took up residence across town at an apartment complex. I got all new furniture, even got new clothes, figured a fresh start would do me good. The apartment was about a fourth of the size of my house, but I didn't need much space, and I was counting on it being temporary.
My life became simple, quiet and painfully lonely. Some days I couldn't decide what was worse - going to work and listen to people whine about their problems all day, or go home and sit in a dark room by myself. I could feel myself spiraling down into darkness and despair. If I'm being honest, I was on the fast track to offing myself.
Then one day, out of the blue, there was a knock on my door. It was early in the morning and I did not expect anyone, and no one ever visited. So when I opened the door and there was a beautiful young blonde standing there, my first thought was that I was dreaming.
"Hello, my name is Alana, I live a few doors down," she said. "My car won't start, I think it's the battery. I have some batteries, but I'm not sure what size I need."
She held out her hand, and showed me a handful of assorted batteries. Not car batteries, mind you, but the C and D size batteries that go into small appliances. My first thought was that maybe I was on a candid camera show, but I realized that this girl was just not that sharp.
"Uh, those batteries aren't going to work," I said. "How about if I jump you?"
She stepped back from the door with a look of horror and confusion on her face.
"I mean jump your car, with jumper cables," I added quickly.
Her expression changed and she nodded. I got the jumper cables out of my trunk, hooked up the batteries and got her car started in no time. I was closing her hood when she came over to thank me, giving me a quick hug.
"Thanks so much, I hate to jump and run but I'm late for class," she said. "Thanks so much though!"
I waved goodbye and went back to my lonely enclave, figuring I would never see Alana again. But later that afternoon, I heard another knock on the door, and there she was, smiling and holding what appeared to be a pie.
"Hi, I'm Alana again," she stammered nervously. "I just wanted to bring you something to thank you again for helping me out this morning. It's chocolate pie."
"I see, it looks delicious," I said. Actually, it looked like someone had put chocolate pudding into a pie crust and then sprayed some whipped cream on it and then dropped it on the floor and did a poor job of mashing it all back together, but I wanted to be nice. Also in an effort to be nice, I invited her inside, and unexpectedly, she accepted.
In fact, she stayed quite a while, and talked up a storm. Alana was a senior at the local college, lived just a few doors down, did modeling work on the side, loved puppies and had finished in the top ten of the latest Miss America pageant as a representative of the great state of Alabama, as she described it. She may have won the whole thing but the question and answer round didn't go well for her.
"I love Alabama, but its nice to be out of the south," she said.
I didn't really have the heart to tell her that North Carolina was not exactly out of the south, so I just let that go.
We talked about everything from the weather to politics, and eventually she asked some questions about me, so I had to tell her my sad story about being separated. As I told the story I realized that she actually teared up with empathy. She wasn't too smart, but she made up for it by being a real sweetheart.
"So what do you do for work?" she asked.
"I'm a psychologist, I help people with their problems," I replied.
"Ah, psychologist, so you can't subscribe drugs then," she said. She sounded sympathetic.
"Well, actually no I can't PRESCRIBE drugs," I said. "Only psychiatrists can do that. But I can prescribe sunshine, and that's even better."
She stared at me blankly for a minute before realizing I was joking, and she smiled warmly. "Well, I enjoyed the visit, and I hope I will see you again," she said.
"Me too," I replied, and I actually meant it. There aren't many men pushing 50 who wouldn't be more than delighted to spend time with a beauty queen.
I walked her to the door, and just as she was leaving she stopped and turned back. "Say, how would you like to come over for dinner tomorrow night," she said.
I was momentarily stunned, but I was able to collect myself enough to accept the invitation. She gave me her apartment number and told me to show up at 7 pm sharp.
After she was gone I spent the next hour or so pinching myself to make sure I was awake. Then I spent an hour having an idle fantasy about having sex with Miss Alabama on a dinner table filled with chocolate pie. Then I spent an hour scolding myself for imagining that she would ever be interested in a man twice her age. Then I spent another hour having more idle fantasies about just that. By that time it was time to go to bed, so I went to bed and spent the next 8 hours mostly staring at the ceiling.
By the time the next evening rolled around I was a train wreck. I wasn't sure what Alana was serving for dinner, so I ended up picking up a bottle of red and white. I walked down and was about to knock on her door, before I suddenly realized I was 15 minutes early and went back home to twiddle my thumbs some more. Finally, 7 pm rolled around, and I walked down to her apartment and knocked on the door. Which was opened by someone who was not Alana. The girl who answered the door was a short brunette with a hint of east asian in her brown eyes, which were covered by thick, black rimmed glasses. She was pretty in a bookish way, but she was a long way from Alana.
"Ah, excuse me, I was looking for Alana," I said, leaning back to double check the room number.
The girl looked at me like I was nuts. "Alana?" she said. "Is that the name of a person?"
I could feel myself getting a cold sweat. I was 100% certain of the room number, so the only explanation was that Alana had played a joke on me. Middle aged man, invited to dinner by beautiful blonde, who is now looking through the window of an apartment across the street, laughing like crazy with a half dozen coed friends.
"Ok, I must've gotten the room wrong," I said, slinking away in utter embarrassment.
But then suddenly, the girl broke out in a big grin and opened the door wide. "I'm just fuckin' with you, come on in," she laughed. "Alana is in the kitchen, she told us you were coming."
I breathed a sigh of relief, but also took a moment to clarify my confusion, which was obvious to the girl inviting me in.
"I'm Galena, Alana's roommate," she explained. "And this is Variel, our other roommate." She gestured towards the couch at a girl who was standing up walking towards us. She was a light skinned black girl, dressed in gym clothes, and as her saunter distinctly suggested that she was an athlete. She had short, dark hair, an amazing athletic figure, and the pretty, sexy look of a tom girl who never wears makeup and doesn't try to look good, but does anyway. She shook my hand with a grip that suggested she had spent a fair amount of time in the weight room.
I was still recovering from the handshake when Alana came in from the kitchen. "Hey, my battery hero," she said. "Welcome to the home of VAG."
Galena and Variel immediately rolled their eyes and giggled, sharing a private joke.
"VAG?" I said.
"VAG, as in Variel, Alana, Galena," Alana said, bewildered at her roommates amusement.
Variel giggled. "I'm sure that was the first thing that came to his mind."
Alana blushed, seemed to get the allusion and changed the subject. "Hey, you bought wine!"
"Yes, I wasn't sure what we were having, so I brought red and white," I said.
"Both are perfect, especially since we're all 20 and too young to buy booze," said Galena.
By this time my mind had reset from the idea of having a romantic dinner for two with a beautiful blonde to having a friendly dinner with a bunch of coeds treating me like a father figure.
As it turned out, Alana had cooked macaroni and cheese, the kind that comes four for a dollar out of the box, so red or white would've worked just fine. We drank both bottles over the course of the meal, and I even went home and got two more bottles. It was a lively, fun conversation, and I honestly couldn't remember a time when I had laughed more. All three girls had very different personalities, but they were all great kids. Alana was the ditzy blonde, but a lot smarter than she gave herself credit. Galena was the brilliant egghead, a double major in physics and biology. Variel was the easy going jock, super athletic and lover of sports. How the three of them came together I have no idea.
It was late into the night when I finally signaled that it was time for me to head home, and it felt fantastic that they legitimately acted like they weren't ready for me to leave. I had made my first friends since my separation, and as I gave them all a hug goodnight, I felt like a bright sun was coming through my dark clouds of misery.
The next day seemed to feel like I was a different person. I went for a run in the morning, made it into the office early, had some great break throughs with some of my patients. I felt like a new man. When I got back to the apartment I ran into my three new friends on their way to the swimming pool, and they invited me to join them. I managed to find something that resembled swimming trunks and met them at the pool. I had to remind myself that these girls were just new friends, but I couldn't help but notice that they all looked fabulous in swim suits. Alana with the two piece bikini that no doubt played a factor in winning a state pageant, Galena in a conservative one piece that showed off a surprisingly cute figure, and Variel, ever the jock, who had on a sports bra and basketball shorts.
We swam and talked late into the afternoon, and I realized at some point why they were so easily comfortable around me. I wasn't really a sexual threat of any kind, I was just the friendly older guy who was fun to hang out with. Which was fine with me, it was great just having new friends, and if my new friends just happened to be all smoking hot young girls, all the better.
And that's how the relationship developed, the VAG girls and me as the older guy friend. They called me Dr. D, which came out of nowhere since I don't even have a "D" in my name, and I wasn't a doctor. I gave them advice, helped them with things that came up, occasionally bought them booze. We even started a regular pizza and a movie night, where they would come over to my place, we'd order pizza and take turns picking out a movie to watch. Nothing makes movie watching better than to do it with three beautiful young women. All in all, my life had improved vastly. Then, just a few months in, things took a turn.
One afternoon there was a knock on the door, and there was Alana, looking a bit upset. I had her in and we sat down together on the couch.
"Dr. D, I need to talk to you, like as a sociologist," she said. "But I don't think I can afford it."
I smiled warmly. "You're in luck Alana, I actually offer my psychological services free to beautiful young blondes named Alana."
She stared at me blankly for a few minutes, until I felt compelled to clarify.
"I'm kidding," I said. "But I'm not going to charge you, I would be happy to help you."
I moved over to a chair opposite the couch and let Alana have the couch, to make it an official session. As usual, Alana was dressed to the nines, her blonde hair cascading over a tight gray silk blouse, finished off by a thigh high black leather skirt and high heels. Also as usual, I tried to sneak a peak down her blouse. She had a tendency to dress revealingly, and I didn't mind looking.
"Oh good," she said. "I think I have a problem."
"What kind of problem?"
She got very nervous and trembling. "Dr. D., I think I'm an exhibitist."
"An exhibitist?" I answered. "What does that mean?"
She looked at me like I was an idiot. "You know, like I enjoy exposing myself to other people."
I got lost in a train of thought for a moment at just how lucky other people were before I recovered and put my psychologist hat back on. "Alana, I think you mean exhibitionist. Why do you think you have this uh, problem?"
She blinked. "Exhibitionist, right that's what I meant. Well Dr. D., I get really aroused by showing my body off, and it gets me into trouble."
I tried to avoid gulping. "What kind of trouble?"
"Well, like I end up exposing myself to guys I barely know, and of course once I do that they want to take it a few steps further," she said. "Actually, several steps further. And I don't want to do that, and then they get mad."
"Yes, that could be a problem," I said. I was actually feeling more sorry for the poor guys who were getting blue balled. "Why do you think you are doing it?"
"I'm not sure, I think I'm just very proud of my body and I'm a very sharing person," she said. "But it's getting out of control. Last week I let a guy I don't know see my tits, just because he asked."
"Hmm," I said, lost in thought for several moments. Several thoughts, actually, bad ones mostly.
"I think what I need is some kind of outlet, a safe, controlled place where I can be an exhibitionist maybe once a week, sort of get it out of my system," she said.
"Well, that would be one option, but I think figuring out the cause and curing it would be another," I said. I looked up at her and noted that one of the buttons on her blouse had come open, revealing just a hint of her ample cleavage.
"Hmm," she said, seemingly lost in deep thought. She adjusted herself on the couch, recrossing her legs, and I couldn't help but note that her skirt inched higher on her thigh. "I agree, but I'm scaring myself right now, because I'm afraid I'm putting myself in danger exposing myself in front of people I don't know, and I can't seem to stop. If I don't get that thrill at least once a week, I'm going to go crazy. I just need a weekly fix. I haven't done it in a week and I feel like I'm going to explode."
My mind had become very distracted by this point, and I went off on one of my standard patient discussion lines. "Well, I always tell my patients that safety is the first priority, so you need to do what you have to do to keep safe."
Suddenly Alana's eyes brightened, and I could tell she had an idea.
"What if I got my fix here?" she said excitedly. "It would just be a clinical type thing, I would just expose myself to you to get my weekly fix."
My brain completely shut off for a few moments, and during the rebooting process that took several moments, Alana took it that her idea had some merit. Before I could react, she had deftly sprung another button loose on her blouse, which now hung loosely open.
"Alana wait," I stammered, desperately trying to collect myself. "This is not what I meant, I mean, you would be safe here, of course, but ..."
I had stopped short because Alana had freed another button, clearly revealing a black lacy bra underneath. My standard operating procedure for discussing patient-doctor relationships went into high gear.
"Alana, you need to understand, that as your psychologist, this is not an appropriate form of interaction," I said. I was pretty proud, and amazed, at how steady my voice was. "In order for me to help you, we need to maintain a healthy patient-doctor relationship. Additionally, my participation in this type of inappropriate behavior could potentially cause me to lose my license."
As I was rambling all this off, I was noticing a smoldering look in Alana's eyes, something I had never seen before. She was well beyond the point of no return. She needed her fix, and I was it. She rose from the couch in a sudden quick move, unbuttoning the rest of her blouse and letting it fall open to reveal a body that had once won over the entire state of Alabama. With a quick move, she zipped down the side of her skirt and let it slide down her legs, revealing lacy black underwear that matched the bra. She smiled broadly as I desperately tried to catch my breath enough to say something. Something like, no, or stop.
She turned sideways and strolled magnificently across the floor in front of me in her high heels, stopping and turning beauty pageant style, as I unsuccessfully continued to try to formulate the words no, or stop. She arched her shoulders back and slid the blouse off, and the silk shirt slipped off and glided to the floor like a feather. My hands suddenly cramped up, and I realized it was because I was squeezing the chair arms like I was on a roller coaster. Which I was.
She stopped in front of me and smiled again, watching me watch her, reveling in it. She turned slowly so that her back was to me, and my eyes instinctively moved from the tips of her feet up her toned legs, over her shapely ass and graceful back. It was over for me, stop or no was no longer in my vocabulary.
She turned back around to face me. "Do you like my body?" she asked softly.
I nodded, unable to speak.
"Would you like to see more?" she said.
I weighed out the proposition. On the one hand, I might lose my license, my job, my financial future, my reputation, any hope of reconciliation of my marriage. On the other hand, I could see Alana naked. My head was nodding before I realized I had made the decision.
She reached behind herself and unclasped the bra, slipping the straps off her shoulders but keeping the bra in place. Then she turned with her back to me again and let the bra fall away, allowing me to see her full naked back. Then she turned back around, and I discovered reasons 1 and 2 as to why she was a top ten Miss America finalist. Her breasts were beyond magnificent.
I heard myself stammering something, it may have been "Oh my God," or "Good Lord" or some combination of words that at least intended to show awe.
She walked over to stand right in front of me, close enough to touch, and hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties. "Do you want to see?" she asked.
I did, but all I could do was nod like a child wanting candy.



Slowly, Alana pushed her thumbs downward, and as she pushed the panties down over her legs she bent over towards me, her long hair reaching my thighs. She worked the panties over her high heels and then stood back up slowly, showing herself to me in all her glory. She glowed from head to toe, it was apparent that she was tremendously aroused by the show. As was I.
Again, she turned slowly around, showing off her ass, bending over, constantly changing the angles of her glorious curves. She was an expert at showcasing her body, and her body was an expert at being incredible.
"Like a beer?" she asked.
Again, I nodded, my mouth was to dry to talk.
As she walked across the living room floor to the kitchen, it seemed apparent that getting the beer was more about the show, as she glided across the floor in her high heels. She got to the refrigerator and opened the door, bending over again to reach into to grab two beers. The production continued as she slowly opened the beers up and then walked over to where I was sitting and handed me one. She took a sip of hers and then ran the cool bottle over her face.
Before I knew what I had done, I drank the whole bottle of beer in one long series of gulps. It struck me that it could've been whiskey and I would've done the same.
For the next hour, I was given the unimaginable pleasure of watching Alana walk around the apartment showing off her fantastic body. It actually took me around half that time to fully collect myself to the point of where I could communicate beyond nods and grunts. She seemed to enjoy the fact that she had me stupefied, as she sauntered around playfully, posing for me on the couch, on the floor, and on the kitchen table.
And then, after an hour, she seemed to suddenly change. She started putting her clothes on, becoming rather sheepish and embarrassed. Our conversation turned back to chit chat, and then she had to go. I walked her to the door, gave her a quick hug, and then she was out the door.
I stood there looking at the door, stunned and overwhelmed. My cock had been hard for an hour, and I shoved my hand down my pants to stroke the ache. Just then there was a knock on the door, and without thinking of what I was doing I opened the door again. It was a Alana again.
"Doc, we can never, ever tell the girls about this, ok?" she said.
I nodded vigorously, I couldn't have agreed with anything more.
"And one more thing," she said. "Can we do this again next week?"
"Uh-huh," I replied.
She looked down at my waist and grinned. "Thanks doc. Looks like you enjoyed it as much as I did."
Then she turned and walked away. That's when I looked down and realized that I had had my hand down my pants the whole time.
So began the strange and wonderful therapy of Alana. Every Thursday, she would come by in the afternoon, we would sit and talk for a few minutes, and then she would essentially do a therapeutic strip tease in my living room. She always wore something different, both clothes and lingerie, and she had an incredible lingerie collection. She said she got a pretty much endless supply of lingerie and sexy clothes from the Miss America Pageant, vendors who wanted to be worn by beautiful women. Lucky me.
Sometime in the middle of the second session, she told me that it was ok if I wanted to put my hands down my pants during the show. Early in the third session, she suggested that I join her in the nude, and during the session she invited me to masturbate while watching her. By the fourth session, she was sitting in my lap, and near the end of the fifth session, we fucked like rabbits. After that, our "sessions" consisted of a half an hour of strip tease temptation, followed by a half hour of rampant fucking. I gave up trying to pretend that this had anything to do with therapy, though it was the best therapy I'd ever been involved with.
So my life settled into a comfortable, happy schedule. Wednesday night was movie night with the VAG crew and Thursday night was exhibition night. I was working out more, eating better, loving my life more every day. Then, after a few months, things changed.
It was a Saturday night, it was raining, and I was parking the car in front of my apartment when I saw Galena, sitting in the driver's seat of her car, staring straight ahead. I walked over and knocked on the window, and when she rolled it down I realized she had been crying.
"Hey, what's the matter?" I asked. "Are you ok?"
She took a deep breath and let it out. "I don't know," she said. "I think I'm just having a rough day."
It was starting to rain harder. "Well hey, come inside and let's talk about it," I said.
She wiped her eyes and nodded, and we walked into my apartment and sat down.
"I feel silly, out there crying in the parking lot," she said.
"It's ok, everyone cries in the parking lot sometimes," I said smiling.
She smiled and seemed to cheer up a bit. "I think maybe I'm just depressed," she said. "You're a psychologist, you can't prescribe drugs can you?"
I gave my usual grimace and nodded no. "Sometimes talking is better than drugs," I said. "What's going on?"
She looked at me and then looked at the floor uncomfortably for a long time.
"You can talk to me, I am legally obligated to keep all information completely private," I said. "Unless you killed a bunch of people, I'd have to say something then."
She looked at me and grinned. "What about just one person?"
I knew she was kidding, Galena couldn't hurt a fly. She was singularly driven by academic pursuits, spent all her time studying. She was on track to advance to graduate school and get a doctorate in biology and physics.
"Sometimes I feel like I study too much, and I am missing out on life," she said. "I'm probably going to graduate at the top of my class, but I, uh ...."
She began to tear up again, and I handed her a tissue and she collected herself.
"I've never had a boyfriend," she blurted out. "Not just in college, but my whole life. I'm not just a virgin, I've never even kissed a guy."
She put her head in her hands in shame.
"Well that's nothing to be ashamed of," I said, thinking to myself that was a damn shame. Galena was such a cute, fun girl, she should be having fun with the guys.
"I don't think I'm ashamed, I think I'm more scared," she said. "Some day I'm going to have a boyfriend, and I'm going to be completely clueless about what to do.
"Every year it gets worse, because the older I get the stupider I'll be when I start dating," she continued. "I read some articles about it, I think I have Erotophobia."
Erotophobia was not a term I had heard very often. It translates as a "Fear of Sex."
"Well, I expect you could read books about sex, or talk to your friends," I said. "Or you could get out there and start dating guys. You are a beautiful, fun girl, I'll bet lots of guys would be very interested."
"I don't think reading books or talking is going to help, I think sex is something you have to practice to get good at," she said. "And most of the guys I come in contact with in the physics and biology department are not prime candidates. Plus, I don't have time for that."
"Well maybe you could join a social club or something," I offered.
"You aren't hearing me doc, I don't have time," she said. "What I need to do is to hire a guy, or find someone who is willing to teach me..." She hesitated in mid-sentence, looking up at me like an idea was forming in her head.
"Someone I could trust," she continued. "Someone who I could visit once a week, who has experience, who wouldn't tell anyone, who could show me the ropes. Someone who would understand it was purely physical."
By this time she was looking at me through her horned rimmed glasses like a hunter who had found her quarry. It was quiet for a moment while she looked at me intently and I felt her words sink in. Then the bombshell.
"Someone like you."
I felt my heart stop short. Galena was looking at me with hope and anticipation, and all I could think was that turning her down now might be devastating. Still, I had to object.
"Galena, you need to understand, that as your psychologist, this is not an appropriate form of interaction," I said. "In order for me to help you, we need to maintain a healthy patient-doctor relationship. Additionally, my participation in this type of inappropriate behavior could potentially cause me to lose my license."
Galena looked at me steadily, seeming to hear my words as an abstraction. Her eyes began to fill up again with tears, and she got down on her knees in front of me, pleading with me to be her teacher.
"All you have to do is show me how," she said. "It would just be a series of practical, physical lessons. Like a study hall for sex. Don't some of you people do sex therapy? Please, please please?"
There are times in a man's life when he knows he has a choice. He can do the easy, wrong thing and say yes, or he can make the difficult but prudent decision to say no, to the betterment of himself, his profession, humanity, and the young girl sitting in front of him with the pleading eyes.
Fucking hell, I thought. There may be a man out there who could say no, but it was not this man.
I felt myself nodding before I even realized I had decided. Galena leapt up into my arms, excitedly thanking me.
I tried to comprehend the massive irony. A beautiful, intelligent girl was thanking me because I had agreed to teach her how to have sex. And I wasn't even very educated on the subject myself, I had had one partner my whole life and our sex life was extremely basic. I not only had no business doing it, I had no resume for it.
I spent the next hour, however, talking more like a father, explaining the rules of dating, the ways of men, safety concerns, the whole father-daughter speech. I told her that sex was best and safest with someone that she had feelings for, and that she should never rush into intimacy with someone new. She listened with rapt attention, even pausing to take some notes, which I suggested might not be such a good idea. She agreed.
After the hour long spiel, Galena seemed excited and happy to be learning the process, but she did seem somewhat disappointed that we didn't get down to business. I felt compelled to give her a cooling off period.
"Galena, I want you to know that as a man, I couldn't be more excited at the idea of teaching you about sex," I said. "But I want to make sure about this, so I want to wait a week before we do any actual physical, um, stuff. If you are still sure about this next Saturday, then we will get together at 6 pm and start that, uh, process."
She looked very serious and nodded. "Thanks Dr. D, you're the best," she said. "I will be back next week to let you know what I decide. I really appreciate you taking it slow with me."
I rose from my chair and gave her a hug. "Either way, I want us to be good friends," I said. "Nothing changes that."
She nodded in agreement, and then she was gone.
A few minutes later she was back. "By the way Dr. D, I trust that we'll keep this between us, I don't want Alana and Variel to find out," she said.
"Of course," I smiled. "Of course."
For the next week, all I could think about was Galena's decision and her pending visit Saturday night. A part of me wanted her to say that she had decided to go in another direction. By a part, I mean, around 3%. Galena had a really sexy librarian air about her, and I couldn't stop thinking about her gorgeous little body. She was probably not more than five and a half feet tall and weighed less than 90 pounds soaking wet. She had once told me that she was 25% Asian, 25% American Indian, 25% Canadian and 25% German. How all those grandparents got together was a mystery, but the results were a winner.
Saturday night rolled around, and at 6 pm sharp, there was a decisive knock on the door, and there was Galena. She had fixed her hair, had actually put on some makeup, was wearing a clingy dress that showcased a lot of leg, and didn't have her glasses on. She looked stunning, and her smile told me her decision.
She stepped into the room and walked right up to me. "Can we start with kissing," she said. "I really have no idea how that works."
Twenty seconds later we were on the couch, and I was showing her how kissing worked. I figured that for the first session, we would focus on kissing and clothed intimacy, maybe some petting if she felt comfortable. Thirty minutes later, we were naked on the bed, arms and legs tangled together, panting, with the sheets on the floor and the mattress hanging off the frame. We had completed chapters pertaining to initial arousal, the excitement of removing each other's clothes, light petting, heavy petting, beginner's oral techniques, advanced oral techniques, and standard sexual positions 1-12, and simultaneous orgasm. We had started making out on the couch, and something released 20 years of sexual repression in a kind of erotic explosion of incredible passion. It turns out that Galena knew how to do it all along, she just needed someone to be the first.
In my entire life, I had never had such a passionate 30 minutes. I occasionally offered some advice and input on the process, but honestly nature took over.
We were five minutes into kissing when she tore off my shirt and threw off her clothes. Down to her underwear, she straddled me and was grinding her groin into my cock and moaning like she was on fire. When she pulled off my pants, she stopped for a moment to study my cock, lightly touching it with her hands. It was obvious it was the first time she had seen a real live cock, and she seemed quite impressed.
"It's beautiful," she said, mesmerized. Then she kissed it, over and over, and then she had it in her mouth and was moaning passionately as she licked and sucked it. I had to stop her before I came in her mouth, I figure that was a lesson for another day. I swept her up in my arms and carried her back to the bed, where we got back to kissing for a while. I worked my way down her neck, shoulders and chest, before slipping her bra off to showcase her perky breasts that were stiff with arousal. Kissing her breasts sent her into a frenzy, but that was nothing compared to her reaction when I kissed my way down her stomach and my mouth softly caressed her pussy through her panties. She arched her back and grabbed my head and quivered all over. When I pulled her panties off and slid my tongue inside her, her whole body tensed up, and I was afraid she was freaking out, but then she shrieked and trembled and went crazy, writhing around and moaning uncontrollably. She was soaking wet immediately, and after the second orgasm she virtually threw me over on my back, and climbed up on my cock, easing it down inside her. It was halfway in when she had another orgasm, and that's when things really got crazy. Every position we got into seemed to arouse her more, and she wriggled and writhed and openly discussed how incredibly good my cock was making her feel. She was making my cock feel pretty darn good too, and I did not want it to end. Unfortunately I lost control when we ended up standing up on the bed, with me holding her up against the wall and plowing into her as hard and fast as I could. I probably would've come anyway, but when she started to moan "fuck me harder daddy," I exploded like the fourth of July. After an orgasm that seemed to last an hour, I slowly eased off the ramrodding pace, and eventually we both collapsed into a heap on the bed.
I was still trying to catch my breath a few minutes later when Galena put her chin on my chest and smiled at me.
"That was pretty amazing," she said. "Worth waiting for."
"Indeed, glad I could teach you a few things," I replied.
She giggled, and slid her hand down to caress my cock. "So how long does it take before it gets hard again?"
"Give me about 10 minutes," I replied. "That was a pretty good workout the first time."
"MMM," she crooned. "Can't wait."
Ten minutes later we were at it again, and the second time may have been better than the first. We exceeded our one hour session time, but Galena decided it would be ok to put off her other studies a bit, given that it was Saturday night.
After that fairly comprehensive romp into sexuality, I had the disappointing realization that Galena had learned all she needed and wouldn't need to make it a weekly session. I cursed myself all week for doing too much in the first session, though in all fairness, there was way to much sexual energy going on to stop that train.
By the time Saturday rolled around, I had fully expected she wouldn't even show up. I didn't see her or talk to her all week, she missed the Wednesday movie night because she supposedly had a big test coming up.
But at 6 pm sharp, there was a knock on the door, and there was Galena, looking quite sharp. I was about to launch into my speech about how I understood if she was ready to end the sessions, and how pleased I was to have had the chance to help her. But she spoke before I had the chance.
"I've been doing some research on the internet," she said. "I want to try something called 69 for starters tonight."
So that night Galena learned about the joys of 69, and titty fucking, anal sex, and a whole lot of other things she had discovered in her research. As it did the first time, the session ran a bit late.
As did future sessions, as Galena seemed driven to come to a complete understanding of every sexual fetish known to man. Quite a bit of it was new to me, like bondage. role play and s and m. I was only to happy to go along, anything for education.
So now my week had evolved into Wednesday pizza-movie night, Thursday exhibitionist display night with Alana, and Saturday sex education with Galena. In addition to having great fun and great sex, I was rapidly getting into the best shape of my life. All in all, things were going great. Then, about a month later....well yeah, you guessed it, things changed again.
This time it was Variel, who showed up one Sunday afternoon holding a tennis racket. We had played tennis together quite a few times, though she was way better than I was. She had speed and power and finesse, whereas I didn't have any of those. We usually hit some and played a set, and I was lucky if I won a few games. In fact, we had a standing bet, $5 to the winner, and she had probably won $50 off me since we started playing.
This time was different, I broke out to an early lead and ended up winning the set 6-3. After we finished we were sitting together on a bench court side chatting.
"I can't believe I actually beat you for a change," I said. "I'll have to say you were not on your game today though."
"Yeah, I've got some things on my mind," Variel said, handing me a five dollar bill. "Say, you're a psychologist aren't you?"
"Yes, a psychologist, so I can't prescribe drugs," I said, in an effort to preempt the question.
"Oh, well, I was just going to ask you how much you would charge for a session," she said.
"Oh, ok I'm not going to charge you anything, I'd be more than happy to have some sessions to talk some things out," I said.
"Great, how about tomorrow night?" she asked. "We could talk for a little while and then watch Monday night football."
"Deal," I said. "I'll bring the beer."
Variel showed up the next night about an hour before Monday Night Football started, dressed in her customary athletic shorts and t shirt. She was tall and thin, almost as tall as I was, and super fit. She was very attractive, and there was something exotic about her I couldn't quite put my finger on. She made no effort at hair and makeup, she looked good without even trying. Like her clothing style, she was very direct when it came to conversation.
"Doc, I think I am suffering from an oral fixation," she said. "I don't know if it's because my mother breast fed me too long or whatever, but I have an insatiable urge to suck on something all the time. Unfortunately, that urge has lately been satisfied by performing oral sex on men, and it's getting me into trouble."



I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. For the first time, I noticed how soft and round Variel's lips were. She did have a lovely mouth. I'm sure it would be ...
I shook off the thoughts invading my mind and pulled myself back to reality. "What kind of problems are you having"
"Well, essentially, I have this incredible urge to suck a cock...do you mind if I speak frankly?" she said.
"No go right ahead," I stuttered.
"Well anyway, I get this urge and I'm afraid guys are going to tell all their friends that I'm some kind of cum bucket, and then I'll have guys lining up for me to give them blow jobs," she said. "I don't want that kind of reputation."
"Well, yes, I can kind of see where that would be problematic..." I said carefully.
"I actually tried to come up with an alternative," she said. "I bought a life like dildo, and sucked on that, even fantasized that it was a real cock, but it just wasn't the same."
"Hmmm, I guess there is nothing quite like the real thing," I said.
"Yeah it was ok, but not the same, not that satisfying for me," she said.
"Or him, I guess," I grinned.
"Right," she smiled back. "The thing is, doc, the only thing that made it somewhat satisfying was fantasizing that it was the real thing, and when I fantasized that it was the real thing, I, uh....I fantasized that it was you."
My mind began to immediately formulate the speech, the one where I tell her about the downfalls of doctor patient interaction, about losing my license, and blah blah blah. Instead of going into all that, I summed it all up into one word.
"Huh," I said.
Variel watched me closely, and I suddenly realized just how pretty her brown eyes were. "I think if I had someone I knew who would be my pretend cock, then maybe I could satiate my oral fixation and avoid getting into any trouble."
I nodded my ascent, thinking all along, FUCK IT. If I'm going to have my licensed suspended and be shamed into obscurity, I might as well go out with a bang.
"So you would be ok with that?" Variel asked softly.
"Sure, I'd be happy to help you out," I said.
"One other thing," she said.
"Don't worry," I interrupted. "I won't tell the girls."
So began the Monday night blow job night. Variel would come over, ostensibly to watch Monday night football. My blow job would begin early in the first quarter, and Variel liked to make it last, so she would take her time and back off when things got too heated. Which was often, because she had a luscious mouth and fantastic technique. She seemed to know instinctively just how to maximize my pleasure, it was like she could read my mind. The first blow job would usually last most of the first quarter and then the second would commence sometime in the third quarter. If the game was close, she would make things move along quick so we could get back to watching the game, but if it was a blow out, she would take her sweet time. You could tell she really enjoyed giving head, and lord knows I enjoyed getting it. Half the time she would swallow, and half the time she would have me cum on her face, because she had read in some magazine that it was good for her skin. On a side note, she really liked watching football, so we enjoyed that part of the evenings as well. It was pretty much the greatest way to watch a football game ever conceived.
Variel seemed really clear about drawing the line at just blow jobs. She never undressed at all, which was disappointing, and made me wonder if she had insecurity issues about her body. Her clothes were always basic and non-flattering, and it was hard to tell what her figure was actually like. I was also feeling somewhat guilty about always being the only one pleasured, it felt kinda unfair. After a month of fabulous blow jobs, I decided to bring that up, right after an explosive late first quarter orgasm during the Cowboys-Steelers game.
"Variel, I am so lucky you have an oral obsession, because you are exceptional at it," I said. "And I am completely ok with continuing this arrangement for as long as you want. But I feel kind of bad being the only one being pleasured."
Variel looked at me carefully, I got the sense that maybe she was thinking about it, trying to decide if I could be trusted. Finally she spoke.
"I've never been with a man," she said flatly. "I lied about all that before."
"Wow," I said. That was a stunning revelation, on many levels, the first being, how did she learn how to give blow jobs so well?
"There's more. I need to tell you something, and probably the best way will be to just show you," she said. She stood up from the couch and faced me. Then, without a word, she started to pull her shirt off.
I braced myself, expecting to see some odd, misshapen breasts that she was causing her insecurity issues. Maybe they were too small, maybe too big. Maybe she had three nipples. I could see she wasn't wearing a bra, so I was going to find out quick.
When her shirt fell away, I felt the air come out of me. Her breasts were absolutely perfect, not too big, not too small, not hanging high or low, they were perfect.
"Wow," I said.
She smiled. "Thanks."
Then she put her thumbs into her waistband and dropped her shorts. Underneath she had some kind of heavy underwear, I was guessing it was some kind of jock wear for women. Then she slipped the underwear off, and low and behold, the mystery of Variel was laid crystal clear.
Variel had a cock.
Friends, I'll just let that sink in for a moment, because it took me more than a few moments to sink in for me. I was the definition of thunderstruck. When I finally did get my head wrapped around what I was seeing, I had a flood of thoughts. Wow, she has a cock. Wait, she is not a she, she's a he. Wow, no wonder she knew how to give blow jobs so well. Wait, I've been having a dude give me blow jobs. Wow, am I gay? Wait, no wonder she was always crushing me at tennis.
After sifting through all those thoughts, I was finally able to verbalize a response.
"Wow," I said, though it was a somewhat less enthusiastic wow than the previous one in response to her breasts.
Variel seemed to be getting somewhat anxious at my lack of response. I hadn't reacted negatively, I just hadn't really responded at all. I noticed that she was getting a little upset, and I felt compelled to respond. I wanted to give her a compliment, so I threw out the first good thing I could think of.
"You, ah, you have a really nice cock," I stumbled out. Which was true, she did have a nice cock, especially for a girl. I guess. This was a definite first for me, I hadn't seen another naked guy in person since I was a kid. I'm ok with the transgender and gay people, have even had patients with those lifestyles, it was just that I had always been a one way street personally.
In all honesty, Variel had a really nice, if unconventional body. She was very fit, with broad shoulders moving down over perfect breasts into a strong V shaped torso, supported by two gorgeous toned legs. And then there was the cock thing. Her cock was a good size, shape. Her whole body was hairless, I don't know if that was natural or rigorous shaving. She was semi erect, which made me wonder how uncomfortable it would be to have to tuck your equipment away. At some point I realized that I had been staring at her cock for several moments, and I looked up to see her looking at me.
"I hope you aren't too furious about this," she said quietly.
I think I might've been furious if this had been a one night stand. Or a first date. But Variel was really my friend more than anything, and I felt a lot more empathy than anything. And I spent the next 20 minutes telling her just that, trying to be supportive and positive. We did this with her laying back on the couch, fully nude, and me wearing just an open shirt. I was actually surprised at just how comfortable I was being naked with another guy. Or half guy, or whatever.
Variel told me she had identified as a man since she was very young, and had made the decision to go transgender when she was 18. Her parents threw her out and she was working her way through college. She had been with girls, before she had made the transformation, but she had not been with a man, I was the first. She had made up the story about being with other men, but the oral fixation part was true. She had long fantasized about sucking cock, but mine was the first. She was very matter of fact about it, and seemed very comfortable with her current status. She was lucky in that she didn't look anything like a guy, except in that one place - everywhere else she was a gorgeous, feminine woman. She was quite proud of her breasts, with good reason. They were fabulous.
So fabulous, in fact, that they were having an effect on me, without me realizing it, until Variel pointed it out.
"You seem to be hard again," she said. "Would you like me to take care of that?"
I looked down and saw that I was rock hard, and looked at Variel. I realized that if I turned her down it might be devastating. I also realized that my cock was craving her mouth, and my cock didn't much care what she was carrying between her legs. I nodded my assent, and Variel moved off the couch onto her hands and knees and crawled over to my chair. She raised up onto her knees and got between my legs, giving me a close up view of her beautiful breasts. Just before she wrapped her luscious lips around my cock, I noticed that her semi erect cock was now fully erect and pointing at the ceiling. If I'm being honest, that only made the blow job better.
She seemed to be even more into it than usual, I presumed because she was no longer hiding her secret. As her head bobbed up and down on my cock, I noticed that she had one hand wrapped around her own cock and was masturbating while she licked and sucked my cock. It was taboo, it was different, it was wild, and my cock was not going to last. I put my hands into her hair and moaned my signal to her that I was coming, and she began sucking and moaning like there was no tomorrow, and I could sense that she was coming as well. As my cock erupted in an orgasm I looked down and saw her cock spewing cum into her hands. After an orgasm that seemed to last for the entire third quarter, she dropped her head into my lap and we sat there quietly.
Then she got up and got dressed, I pulled on my boxers, and we sat and watched the rest of the game, just like a couple of guys. When it came time to leave, she gave me a long warm hug and said "Thank you, doc."
I smiled back at her. "My pleasure," I said. "Oh, and one other thing. You owe me $50, those tennis bets were made under false pretenses."
Variel paused, grinned, and leaned in to whisper in my ear. "Next week, I'll let you come on my tits."
"That's a deal," I replied, and started to fantasize about next Monday as she walked away.
So there I was, a man who had never had much of a sex life, had only had one partner, and lived alone, yet somehow I had managed to fall into the ultimate male fantasy. Movie night Wednesdays with three beautiful women, Thursday night exhibitionist adventures, Saturday night sex class, Monday night blow jobs. I had more sex every week with the VAG group than I did in my last six months with my wife. The overall effect it was having on me was overwhelming. I was happier, more energetic, in better shape. I felt like I was 25 again, except that I never had that much sex when I was 25.
Alana and I had stepped up the exhibitionist adventures, making forays into public spaces where we had sex where people might see us. One day we discovered a patch of open grass beside a highway that was surrounded by trees, except for the place it was exposed to the road. We put down a blanket and did the wild thing right there overlooking the road. If someone was driving by and happened to look up, they would have definitely gotten an eyeful, but they would not be able to stop or turn around. I don't know if anyone was looking or not, but it was the possibility that seemed to excite the exhibitionist side of Alana. She liked to get into positions where she was fully exposed, so she was usually standing or on her knees with me behind her, with her facing the road. I'll have to admit that it was pretty exciting for me as well, to be slamming my cock into a beautiful woman in public. The danger element of being one photograph away from losing my license no doubt added to the thrill.
We were laying on the blanket in post coital bliss, still fully exposed to passing traffic, when I thought it might be time to reintroduce some psychological therapy to the physical therapy.
"Have you ever wondered what it is about exhibitionism that turns you on so much?" I asked her.
She smiled and stretched her arms into the air. "I'm not sure," she said. "I just love the idea of people admiring me naked I guess."
"Sometimes exhibitionists are looking for a way to compensate for what they might perceive as other shortcomings," I suggested.
Alana thought about that for a while. "I could see that," she said. "I think having people admire my body maybe makes up for me not being so smart."
"Aha," I said. "But remember that I said you might be compensating for something you PERCEIVE as a shortcoming. Frankly, I think that sometimes the ditzy blonde thing is just an act, I think you are a lot smarter than you let on, and a lot smarter than you think you are. I've gotten to know you, Alana, and I know you're smart. I know, by the way, that you are double majoring in Economics and Russian History, and getting ready to graduate from a major college. There's nothing dumb about that."
She nodded in agreement. "Doc, I spent years getting everything I wanted from boys by acting stupid. I think you're right. I think I need to start getting respect for my brain, and not just because I have a nice body."
"The truth is, you don't really have a nice body," I said.
She looked at me in shock. "I don't?" she asked.
"You don't," I said. "Nice is an understatement. You have a fabulous body."
She swatted me on the chest. "I'll show you some nice mister," she said, climbing on top of my re-stiffened cock.
Oh, the price we pay for therapy breakthroughs, I thought.
Speaking of breakthroughs, the Saturday night sex class had moved into advanced areas. If I had to pick a favorite night, I'd have to go with Galena. She wasn't the prettiest, or the sexiest, or the most exotic, but she was the most enthusiastic and innovative. She was also so smart and witty and fun to be around. We were probably halfway through the list of 1000 ways to have sex, most of which were also new to me. I had started researching sex fetishes on the internet so I would at least have an idea of what I was doing. We'd had sex in the kitchen, on the floor, on the table, in the shower, sex with whipped cream, sex with whipped cream on the floor of the shower. We had sex on video, anal, toys, talking dirty, spanking, watching porn together, even some light bondage and sado masochism. That involved me being tied to the bed, blindfolded, while Galena popped my naked body with a small crop whip. We both decided that probably wasn't for us, but hey, it was all part of the education process.
Maybe our favorite adventure was role play. One night Galena dressed up as a school girl, in a short plaid skirt and knee high socks, and came to my door selling wrapping paper for her school. She was so short and tiny she had no trouble looking the part. Meanwhile, I was Mr. Dimwilder, the mild mannered but treacherous neighbor. I was dressed in silk running shorts and a t-shirt. We sat down on the couch beside each other and she played the innocent school girl while I played the dorky old man. My shorts were pretty tight and as I became aroused talking to her about wrapping paper, she couldn't help but notice the growing bulge in my shorts, which she watched with growing fascination, to the point of staring.
"Would you like to feel it?" I asked her.
She looked up at me with her big wide eyes and nodded.
I took her little hand and placed it on my cock, and she instinctively began to stroke it up and down, her eyes still wide with fascination. Then I slid my shorts down so her hand was on the real thing, and her eyes got even bigger.
"You can kiss it if you want to," I said. "I'll buy extra wrapping paper."
She stared at me innocently, then looked down at my cock, and then slowly, cautiously, she leaned in and put her mouth close to my cock. Then she opened her mouth slightly, and leaned down further and kissed it.
"Try putting it all the way into your mouth," I suggested.
She looked up at me like she didn't understand, but then she leaned back down and filled her little mouth with my big cock.
Needless to say, it wasn't too long before I had her bent over the couch, her skirt pulled up around her waist as I plunged my cock into her. Halfway to orgasm she screamed "fuck me in the ass Mr. Dimwilder," which I was only too happy to do. After another torrid ten minutes we both collapsed onto the couch in a heap of flesh and half torn school uniform.
"Mr. Dimwilder, I love sex," she grinned.
"Yeah, me too," I panted. "Why do you suppose you waited so long to have sex?"
"I'm not sure, but I am sure I was sure missing out," she said.
"Maybe you weren't really afraid of having sex," I said. "Maybe it is more a fear of intimacy?"
"Ah, Aphenphosmphobia," she replied. "Fear of intimacy, often related to fear of abandonment."
I had to grin. Galena probably knew more about psychology than I did. "Right, Aphenphosmphobia. It may not be abandonment, it may be that you are afraid of making a commitment, because you are so driven to your academic pursuits."
"Huh, I didn't think about it that way," she said, her eyes flashing. "That makes some sense."
"Well, there's certainly nothing really wrong with waiting until the time is right," I said.
She nodded. "You are so right." She leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek. "Thanks to you I'll be ready when that time comes."
"My pleasure," I grinned.
"Now, Mr. Dimwilder, I believe we had an agreement that you would be buying quite a bit of wrapping paper," she laughed, pushing me over onto my back and straddling me. "Or, I could just make you work it off..."
Meanwhile, Monday nights were still on. Monday night football was over, so blow job Mondays with Variel became less about watching football and more about the sex. It had taken me a few weeks to recover from the shock of Variel's secret, but I had reached a level of comfort with the idea that Variel was very much a woman - a very beautiful woman, with a fabulous body - who just happened to have a cock. I had become so comfortable about it, in fact, that our sessions had ended up in the bed, both of us fully naked, while she gave me a blow job.
Getting a great blow job from a beautiful, exotic woman is a great experience, but having all that with another hard cock in the bed added another layer of intrigue. As she licked and sucked on my cock, it was natural for me to reach down and run my hands lightly over her beautiful, erect nipples. And it was natural for me to reach down lower and run my fingers over her smooth abdomen. As a man, I know what if feels like to have someone lightly tickle their fingers over my abdomen, drifting lower and lower toward my waist. As my fingers went lower and lower on Variel's abdomen, I realized there was no way I could leave her hanging like that. I reached down and for the first time in my life, I put my hand on a cock and lightly stroked it. Variel immediately moaned deeply as she continued sucking on my cock. She was so aroused she came into my hand and onto her belly almost immediately, and watching her come pushed me over the edge.
After that epic evening, we would typically repeat the process. We would get into 69 position, her mouth on my cock and my hand on hers, and she would suck me off while I stroked her off. Sometimes she was on top, sometimes I was, sometimes we were side by side. It was pretty amazing, having my face right down there, so close to her cock, which by the way was beautiful. If I'm being honest with myself, I had a real desire to slip that cock into my mouth and suck her dry, but I guess I was too much of a prude to cross that bridge.



Resolving Variel's psychological issues were pretty simple. She didn't really have any. Since she had made the transition, she had been afraid to be with a man. She had always wanted to live like a woman, but she really wasn't sure about her sexual orientation. She didn't think she could have a mutually satisfactory sex. Being with me had helped her get over that hump. So to speak.
Sometimes the therapist has to be the guinea pig. It's a tough life.
So life was great. Sex with the VAG group was great. Helping my friends solve their psychological problems was great. And then, everything changed again.
This time it came in the mail, all on the same day. Graduation notices from Alana, Galena and Variel. They were all graduating, moving on to bigger and better things. Graduation was Saturday afternoon. Which meant that I would be left behind, all by my lonesome. Then there was another letter, with a handwritten address. I opened it up and saw that it was from my estranged wife.
Dearest husband;
This past year has been a difficult and challenging time for me personally, and I feel the need to explain to you what has been going on with my life. I've never told you this, but I have a family secret. I have a half brother, we share a philandering father. When I was young he would take me to visit this half brother, and we became close. Probably too close. When we were just 18 we became lovers for a short time. We both knew it was wrong, but we were unable to resist. Eventually we forced ourselves to part ways.
Since that time my life long obsession has been to return to that time. It was not easy for me to forget about this first love. As fate would have it, he is the actor Johnny Depp, so I was constantly inundated with images and reminders of him. I could never close the book on that chapter.
So I sought him out, and we reconnected, hence my disappearance. But after a few short months the relationship soured and we again parted ways. Since then I have spent most of the past year on a quest to find myself, and I think I finally have.
I want to return to our lives like they were before. I don't think I realized how lucky I was to have a steady, comfortable, ordinary life. My quest for passion and excitement has shown me that what I really want is to live a quiet, settled existence.
Please write me back and let me know your answer to this request.
Your loving wife.
I studied the letter for a long time, after I got over the shock that Johnny Depp was her half brother and that he would have any interest in my wife. She didn't seem like his type. Frankly, I had to wonder if she had made the whole thing up.
My second thought was that this is what I had been hoping for, a return to my old life. We could move back to our old house and things could be normal again. Quiet, settled. I looked around the hollow, dark apartment and realized that with the VAG girls gone, I would likely be spiraling downward into dark despair again. Maybe living out my life in a cold, sexless marriage was as good as it was going to get for me.
I decided to sleep on it and make a decision the next morning. I tossed and turned all night, wrestling with the demons, and the demons seemed to be winning. Then I found myself in a dream.
I was back at home, and my wife was there. Actually she had lost some weight and gotten dressed up, she looked pretty darn good. She was wearing a long black robe with a hood on her head, and when she let it fall open my mouth fell open with how good she looked. Her breasts had become full and perfect, like Alana's. Her face had morphed into Galena's. And down below, well, she had taken on a cock just like Variel. It was like she had become my wife and the VAG trio in one person. One dream person, who I found to be completely irresistible. My mind was singularly focused on having ravenous sex with this wonderful creature. Apparently she had the same idea, as she glided forward towards me, her image merging back and forth between multiple people. Then she was upon me, and she looked into my eyes, and then we kissed, and her tongue felt like the softest, sweetest honey I had ever imagined, and my head reeled with passion. Suddenly I somehow left my body and became an observer from above, watching the scene and living it at the same time. The woman kissing me had now gone back to fully being my wife, and she was softly kissing my neck.
That's when I saw that the woman I was in the passionate embrace with had two long, dagger like fangs, and before I could react she had dug those sharp fangs deep into my neck, and I was completely helpless to do anything but watch her sucking the very life blood out of me, draining me slowly. I wanted to scream but I couldn't even move or speak.
Then, out of nowhere, Johnny Depp came rushing in, completely decked out in a pirate costume and brandishing a sword. I watched him move quickly over to where we were, and he raised the sword up over us as if he was going to use it on my vampire wife and rescue me. As he was bringing the sword down though, she moved at the last second, and the sword came down and cut my head clean off. Then I watched the two of them embrace and walk off, arm in arm, as my head rolled around on the floor.
That's the kind of dream that we in psychological circles would describe as a wake up call. I got up the next morning bright and early, sat down, and wrote my response to my wife.
Dearest wife;
Thanks so much for your kind offer. I'll pass.
Your ex-husband.
I stuck the letter in the mailbox and watched that chapter of my life slide away. I was now officially alone. The VAG group was graduating and moving on, and returning to my wife was no longer an option. I went and bought a bottle of Tequila to celebrate my return to darkness and depression. It was Saturday, and the VAG girls were graduating. I had bought them all a nice gift, a farewell and graduation gift as it were, but I wasn't going to bother them on the day they were graduating from college. I assumed that they would be having parties with their friends, their young, fun friends, and it was not my place to be there. I just settled in with my bottle of Tequila and decided we'd have our own pathetic little party.
I was well into the bottle and well into self pity, wondering if it was too late to go get the letter back out of the mailbox, when I heard a knock on the door, late in the afternoon. I opened the door, and there stood the VAG group, all happy and energetic, dressed in their black gowns and hats and holding bottles of champagne.
"Dr. D., what's up," yelled Alana. "We have come to celebrate with you!"
My Tequila fogged mind was still catching up to the surprise, and happiness of seeing the girls, but I managed to invite them in and offer my sincerest congratulations. I gave them the presents I had gotten and they went into the kitchen to pour some glasses of champagne. When they came back out they had three normal glasses of champagne and one big one, which they indicated was mine.
"We made you a big glass because you have to catch up," said Galena. "We've been drinking all day."
I didn't mention that I'd been drinking Tequila all day. We toasted their success and all four of us drank the glasses dry. Then, something odd happened. I was sitting on the couch, with Variel to one side, Galena to the other, and Alana curled up at my feet. They had stopped talking and laughing and were watching me, intently, with slight smiles on their faces.
Then I felt it. An unexpected wooziness. The champagne had really gone to my head.
Then Variel spoke up. "We are here to celebrate, but we also have some business to attend to," she said. "You see, doc, sometimes girls talk."
That statement hung in the air for a moment as I tried to shake off the increasing confusion in my head.
"Indeed we do," said Galena, smiling devilishly. "As in, I know about your little affair with Alana."
I was starting to feel a cold sweat coming on. This didn't sound good, and I was becoming increasingly dizzy.
"And I know about your escapades with Variel," said Alana.
The room was starting to spin just a bit, and for the first time, I realized I'd been drugged.
"And I know about your intriguing adventures with Galena," said Variel.
In my drugged state, a very specific storyline emerged in the back of my head. The girls had all found out that I was having sex with all of them. They were mad about it. And now they had drugged me, and then they were going to kill me. I tried to scream for help but I couldn't speak or even move.
Galena patted my chest. "You may be feeling a little woozy," she said. "For our little graduation party, we decided to mix a little GHB into your drink. Since you can't prescribe medication."
Damn it all with the prescribing medication, I thought. The girls stood up in front of me in a neat row, looking down on the limp body on the couch. I figured they had drugged me with GHB to make me helpless, then they were going to stab me to death or something.
Then something really curious happened, just as I was losing consciousness. The girls zipped down the front of their robes, letting them fall open, and I realized they were completely naked underneath. Then I heard someone's voice, not sure which one, saying, "And now, we're going to fuck..."
I didn't hear the end, though it was a safe guess, as I dropped off into semi consciousness, that they were going to fuck me up. I was about to pay a hefty price for my VAG group adventures. Though in all honesty, I probably deserved it, and it was probably worth it.
I began to regain full consciousness around three and a half hours later. At first I wasn't sure where I was, it was nearly dark, there were candles, I was in bed, and it seemed like there were arms and legs intertwined all around me. There was a hand and a foot in my face, someone was laying perpendicular to me across my torso, and my legs were wrapped around someone else. It felt like I had been in a game of Twister and lost. There was an empty bottle of tequila on the nightstand, two empty bottles of champagne on the floor, and a half empty bottle of oil on the bed. There was a graduation gown hanging from the ceiling fan, and strap on dildos on the bed. As my mind slowly awakened, I realized that I was my bed with the VAG group, we were all naked, they were all passed out and my cock was hard. It was hard, and it kinda felt sore, like it had been busy. Very busy.
That's when the flashback started.
In the first flashback, I was on the couch, and Variel and Galena were taking turns sucking my cock. Alana was parading around naked, occasionally joining in by rubbing her tits on my face. Variel and Galena were discussing methods as they licked and sucked me, first one then the other. Then they were licking it together, at the same time, their tongues intertwining. I couldn't believe how hard I was, and how hard I came, spewing myself everywhere.
In the second flashback, I was fucking Alana doggy style, while watching Variel and Galena going at each other in 69 position. Galena was obviously not surprised at Variel's secret, she was sucking on her cock like it was an old friend. It was an epic scene. I remembered my orgasm, it felt like it lasted 20 minutes.
Then another flashback. Galena was on her hands and knees in front of me and Variel, and she was sucking on both of us, rubbing our cocks together and putting them both in her mouth at the same time. Meanwhile, Alana had donned a strap on dildo and was fucking Galena from behind. Variel and I came at the same time, covering each other's cocks in warm cum, while Galena practically went into a convulsion with her orgasm.
I took a deep breath and tried to figure out if it was all a dream. Then another flashback. I was sucking Variel's cock. Variel was going down on Alana. Alana was going down on Galena. Galena was going down on me. It was on big moaning chain, everybody was happy. And somehow, I was having yet another orgasm. Four times? Not possible, I had to be dreaming.
Then there was another flashback. I was on my back, on the bed. Galena was straddling my face and my tongue was deep inside her. She was facing Alana, who was perched on my somehow still hard cock, and they were making out. Variel was behind Alana and her cock was buried in her ass. We were all moving slowly, carefully, in one grinding rhythm. Galena and Alana would make out of a while, their tongues twisting around, then Alana would turn and make out with Variel. It seemed like we stayed in that position for hours, and it felt like we had all become one person. In my entire life I had never felt such a total connection with a group of people. When I finally did orgasm, it felt like all four of us had it together, not only at the same time but it felt like we all experienced each other's orgasm. And it felt like it went on for an hour.
I shook my head. Five orgasms is not remotely possible. My ass felt a little funny and looking over at the strap on dildos, I made the conscious effort to stop having flashbacks. I looked over and saw Galena had awakened and was gazing at me.
"You ok?" she whispered softly.
I started to answer but the words weren't coming yet, so I nodded.
Alana stirred awake and gave out a moan. "That was fucking unbelievable," she said.
Variel giggled. "That was some unbelievable fucking," she said. "We were a little worried about you there for awhile, you kinda passed out on us. We were going to call for paramedics, since you can't prescribe drugs."
I rolled my eyes.
"I just want to make it clear that the Viagra was Galena's idea," said Alana. "She wanted her first group sex experience to be amazing."
"We figured that if we knocked you flat with GHB we might have to counteract that with some Viagra," said Galena. "I think we may have overdosed you."
"Indeed," said Variel, who had reached down and was lightly stroking my cock with her fingers. "He just keeps coming back."
Somehow I managed yet another round, taking turns fucking and sucking all three. After that, we all passed out on the bed. I remember waking up once during the night, in the warm embrace of three beautiful naked women, and then dropping back into the deepest sleep I'd ever had.
In the morning, they were gone. I felt like I had run a marathon and I didn't get out of bed all day. I called in sick on Monday and stayed in bed all that day too. Part of it was exhaustion, but the other part was the realization that my incredible year with the VAG group had come to an end, and now I was going to be alone and depressed.
I made it into work on Tuesday and Wednesday, but it was all I could do to make it through the day. At some point late Wednesday I was actually thinking about calling my ex-wife and telling her I had changed my mind, that I was ready to move back in and re-start our former lives.
Wednesday night I was sitting at home alone, eating macaroni and cheese and bourbon, and thinking about the first dinner I had had with the VAG group so long ago. Then I was thinking about Monday Night Football, and Exhibitionist Night, and Sex Class, and Wednesday Movie and Pizza night. It was getting harder to eat and easier to drink, and I honestly felt like I was going to cry.
Then, out of nowhere, a knock on the door. My first thought was that it was the girls, coming over for Movie Night, but then I realized they were gone.
I opened up the door, and they weren't gone. Variel, Alana and Galena all stood there with big grins on their faces, dressed to the nines and looking beautiful.
I pinched myself, I had to be dreaming.
"Can we come in or what?" said Galena.
"I thought you were all gone," I stammered.
"You didn't think you were going to get rid of us that easy, did you?" said Alana.
"We graduated, we didn't die," said Variel. "And we all decided that we were going to go to graduate school in the fall, and stay here in the apartment together."
A big smile was starting to come up on my face.
"Yeah, and don't think for one minute that we're cured," said Alana. "We are still going to need therapy. Lots, and lots, of therapy."
My smile was getting bigger, to the point of looking ridiculous.
The girls had taken over the apartment, going into the kitchen to make drinks and order pizza and cozy up together on the couch. It was just like old times.
"Oh, and you aren't going to believe the movie we brought," said Galena. "We set up a video camera the other night for our graduation party.
"Tonight, we're watching the world premiere of Dr. D and the VAG group," she added. "I think you're going to like it."
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On Monday morning, everything was awesome. My business partner Mike and I were just a few days from closing the biggest deal our young commercial real estate company had ever had. Big enough to put the company in the black. Big enough to pay off some mounting debts that we both had, both business and personal. Big enough so that we had planned to take our hot wives on a long weekend celebration to Vegas starting Wednesday.
Tuesday, things went south. In the morning, the deal hit a legal snag. By midday, it was looking like it might fall apart. By closing time, the deal was all but dead. We had gone from planning to hire staff and buy new cars to having conversations about how to declare bankruptcy.
Mike and I were lifelong friends. We had meet in the first grade and been best friends since then, sharing interests and personalities. We were both fit and athletic, low key and even keel. We had married a pair of beautiful, fit women who became our best friends as well, so the four of us spent quite a bit of time together socially. We were all in our early 30s, happy, healthy, and beautiful, in the prime of our lives. We were on the edge of being financially successful, but also on the edge of financial ruin.
Our company motto was "Don't give up on the idea that things will get better." While that motto had been useful in the past, it seemed hollow in the face of losing everything we had worked years to build. We were sitting in my office on Tuesday afternoon, commiserating.
"So what do we do about Vegas?" I asked.
"Well Dan, we have two options," said Mike. "Option one, we pretend like everything is ok, go have a great time, and then break the news to Jen and Erica on Monday morning that we're going bankrupt. Option two, we tell them tonight, cancel the trip and have a miserable weekend on the way to our bankruptcy hearing."
I nodded and smiled at my friend. "Vegas it is, then, reality can wait."
Reality just didn't want to wait though. The four of us were driving to the airport Wednesday morning and got a flat tire. We got to the airport late and missed the flight. We had to stand around in the airport for another five hours waiting on the next available flight. We were actually talking about cancelling. When we finally arrived in Vegas it was still early afternoon, but then we found out that half of our luggage was missing. We gave up on that after a few hours and went on to the hotel, tired and hungry, where we found out the hotel did not have our reservations and was full. They had one room available, with two twin beds. That was the best we were going to do, so we just had to take it.
We dropped our bags off at the room, which was even less impressive than described, and went to the casino, where we all immediately lost a few hundred dollars each. We went looking for a place to eat, and ended up waiting in line for an hour for a fairly awful dining experience. The meal was capped off by the girls figuring out that the deal had fallen apart, and that we might all be declaring bankruptcy Monday. All in all, it was about the worst day ever.
Lucky for us, the girls took the news as well as they could. My wife Erica and Mike's wife Jen shared our laid back, stoic attitude and were not going to fall apart over spilled milk. Instead, they ordered around of tequila shots.
One of our running jokes whenever we took trips together was that we would have company votes, so we could write off some of the trip expense on taxes. When we formed the company, the men were co-presidents and the women were co-vice presidents, and all the votes were equal.
"I vote that we have a great time this weekend and trust that things will work out in the end," said Erica, holding up her shot for a toast.
"I second the motion!" said Jen, downing her shot and ordering another round. "Things will get better."
We all voted in favor and had a good laugh. Mike and I looked at each other and smiled, sharing in the same emotions. We were feeling very fortunate to be married to such great ladies, but devastated that we were letting them down.
After knocking back several more rounds of shots, the group staggered back to our room, which was luckily on the first floor.
It was a bit awkward getting ready for bed out in the open. Wearing shorts and a t shirt was also a bit uncomfortable for four people who generally slept nude. Making it worse was the horny factor. For the last few weeks, I had been working so hard for so long that Erica and I had had no time for sex, and I know from water cooler discussions that Mike was in the same boat. We had both said that we were really looking forward to getting to Vegas and having some serious hotel sex. Erica had been teasing me for a week with how much sex we were going to have.
Instead, we were in a small room within a few feet of another couple, in an decidedly unromantic situation. Still, the lights were out, it was dead dark in the room, and frankly, I was too horny to not press the issue, so I started to quietly make out with Erica. She resisted at first, but she was too horny to stop me, and things heated up quickly.
At first, we were careful and quiet as we made love, but as things picked up the sheets started rustling, and then, a soft, sexy moan pierced the air ... from the other bed. We stopped for a moment and listened, and fairly quickly we realized that Mike and Jen were getting down to business in the adjacent bed. It seemed pretty clear that they knew what we were doing, and we knew what they were doing, so we just loosened up and started going at it. Erica can be pretty vocal during sex, and it wasn't long before she let out a fairly loud "mmmm."
Which led to a bout of giggling noise from the next bed, which led to us giggling back, and pretty soon we were all laughing out loud.
"I don't know what y'all are doing over there, but if you don't stop I'm going to call the front desk and demand a quieter room," Mike said.
"They'll probably put you in a closet," I laughed back.
As the four of us returned to having sex in the dark, it took on a different feel. None of us were trying to hide what we were doing, and pretty soon it turned into a game. Jen was the first to let out an exaggerated, over the top moan, followed by another bout of giggling. Then we were all taking turns, moaning and even talking dirty, and laughing the whole time.
"Give it to me big guy," said Erica giggling.
"Ride it hard baby," said Mike.
"You're so big," said Jen, screaming and laughing.
"Bend me over and slap my ass," I said, which led everyone to break out laughing.
We continued on like this for a long while, this weird combination of sex and humor playing out in the darkness just a few feet apart. Eventually the jokes became less and the passion took over, and as fate would have it, friends that shared so much in common also shared hang time. I could hear Mike quickening his pace and trying to grunt quietly, which was a huge turn on for me, and I started fucking Erica hard, rocking the bed. The combination of hotel sex, having another couple fucking wildly in the next bed, and a two week sex hiatus made it impossible to come quietly, and we both shared a loud and lengthy orgasm.
We lay in bed for some time, listening to Mike and Jen slowing their breathing down.
"Well, I hope it was good for you too," Mike said out loud.
There was a roomful of giggles and a brief pause.
"Meh," said Erica, leading to another round of laughs.
Despite everything that had gone wrong, we were still finding ways to laugh. All four of us had the same, silent thought. "Don't give up on the idea that things will get better."
The next morning, things got better. My phone woke me up early in the morning, before I could even complain about being hungover. It was the attorney working on the deal. They had solved the problem and they were closing the deal today.
I jumped out of bed and woke up Mike to tell him the news. We looked at each other with wide, unbelieving eyes, wondering if we were dreaming, and then we were high fiving and dancing around the room like we had won the lottery. Which in a very real sense we had. It didn't take any genius to figure out what was going on, and the girls joined in the celebration. Pretty soon it was four people in t-shirts and underwear dancing around the room and hugging each other like crazy.
The news was still settling in when there was a knock on the door. It was the manager of the hotel, coming in person to apologize for the mix up.
"We did find your reservation, I am so sorry we had to put you in this room last night, it is actually a room that we were getting ready to renovate," he said. "We still don't have two separate rooms available, but I am able to upgrade you to a nicer room. I am also giving you each a $200 credit at the casino to make up for the mistake."
He handed us the keys to the new room and told us the staff would take care of moving our stuff up.
"Oh, we also heard from the airport, they did not find your luggage yet, but they did send over a $1000 prepaid credit card so you can replace the missing items for your trip needs," he added.
As he left the room, all four of us were standing there in happy disbelief at the dramatic turn of fortune. We dressed quickly and went up to their new room on the 10th floor, and were quite impressed. The room was much nicer, it was three times larger than the old room, with a living room, a full kitchen and a large window overlooking Las Vegas. The staff had even thrown in a few bottles of champagne. The only negative was that once again, there were two beds separated by only a few feet, though they were much larger. I was kinda remembering the sexual charge from the previous night, and I was ok with twin beds, and I didn't hear anyone else complaining.
After a quick evaluation of the circumstances, the men took the casino credits and the women took the shopping credits, and we went on their separate ways. Mike and I found our luck markedly different than Wednesday, we both ended up doubling our money at the craps table. The women got lucky as well, finding some great sales. They bought clothes and swim suits to replace the items lost in the luggage, and then found a lingerie store offering a buy three, get three free deal. They had quite a fine time picking out the six outfits.
When we rendezvoused at the room that afternoon, the spirit was quite a bit more upbeat than the night before. Mike and I were bragging about our gambling prowess while the women talked about the great shopping deals they found. When we found out they had bought new swimsuits, we insisted on a showing, and after a few minutes of begging, the girls reluctantly retreated to the bathroom to try on the suits. When they came out, we were speechless.
Erica had on a red bikini and Jen had on a blue bikini that showed off their fabulous bodies perfectly. My wife Erica has a great, athletic body. She played tennis in college, and is long and lean. Her long blonde hair contrasted perfectly with the red suit. Jen has a darker complexion, with wavy dark brown hair. Jen was fit, but she was much more voluptuous than Erica. My favorite thing about Jen was her full lips. Despite knowing that I would never have sex with Jen behind Mike's back, it was still hard not to imagine, even fantasize, what those lips would feel like in various capacities.
Those two fantastic, complimentary bodies were on full display for us. They were nervous and blushing at first, but the wolf whistles and positive comments from Mike and I got them going to the point that they were hamming it up big time. They paraded around in front us, and Jen sat on Mike's lap while Erica nestled onto my lap. Then, they got really crazy, putting on some faux girl on girl moments, pretending to grope each other and make out. We just about fell out of our seats at that.
"What is it about men that love to watch girls do lesbo things," Jen laughed. "You guys are such horn dogs."
Mike and I looked at each other and nodded. "Guilty," we said in unison.
"You should see the lingerie we picked out," said Erica grinning at Jen. "We're really going to blow your mind."
"I'd like to make a motion that we have a lingerie show," I hollered.
Mike almost fell over offering to second the motion.
Both girls blushed hard and laughed the idea off. "Maybe after dinner," they laughed.
We went to a nice dinner at one of the hotel restaurants, and were having a great time, laughing and enjoying each other's company after the great day. We were having post dinner drinks when up walked the manager who had visited us early that morning.
"Looks like everything is well," he said.
"Everything is perfect," Mike said. "We really appreciate the new room, everything is fantastic."
The girls gushed their approval and invited him to join us for a drink, which he did. We thanked him profusely, and he seemed to appreciate our comments. About ten minutes after he left the table, the waitress came by to tell us that our meal had been taken care of by the hotel, which put us in even higher spirits. As they clamored aboard the elevator Mike turned to me and grinned.
"The only thing that would make this night better would be a lingerie fashion show," he said.
I nodded in agreement, but I really didn't have high hopes. Our wives were pretty modest, I was shocked by the swimsuit show, and while I thought it would be pretty cool to see both of them in lingerie, I didn't see it happening.
The girls made the expected joking protests, but then there was a moment of silence. At one point the two girl's eyes met, and Erica blurted out, "well, maybe just one outfit," which led to a round of howling laughter.
When we got to the room it required some additional cajoling, but eventually the girls agreed to try on one outfit for show. When they retreated to the bathroom with their pink bags, Mike and I sat on the couch trying to restrain our enthusiasm.
"So this is unexpected," I said. "I think the girls are a little tipsy."
"More like shocking," Mike answered. "I'm not complaining though."
"I'm a long way from complaining," I grinned.
I am always excited to see my beautiful wife in lingerie, but the idea of seeing Jen in sexy attire was a triple bonus. I turned down the lights to create a sexy mood.
We were not disappointed. The girls came out together, both in high heels, and they looked incredible. Both of us felt our jaws drop to the floor.
Erica had on a lacy, powder blue baby doll. It wasn't that much more revealing than the swimsuit, but much sexier. The bra was white and blue and lacy, with a sheer mesh covering her torso. The mesh stopped at her upper thigh, and her outfit was completed by matching lacy panties.
Jen had on a racier outfit, a lacy pink teddy that had thin straps that went up around her neck and then went into a plunging v shape down to below her navel. It was cut pretty high on the thigh, and you could almost see her nipples showing through the top.
It was hard to categorize the flood of thoughts and emotions. I was excited and incredibly aroused to see both girls. I was nervous about paying too much attention to Jen, with my wife looking at me and Mike beside me. At the same time, I was proud in a way that Mike was seeing my sexy wife in lingerie, and wondering what he was thinking. And last but not least, I was wondering what my wife was thinking about all of it.
As they paraded around in front of the couch, we laid on the encouragement, and I for one was reaching the mouthwatering stage. Eventually, the girls found their way onto the our laps, and neither of us was able to contain ourselves. We wrapped our arms around them and started making out with them right there on the couch, nearly oblivious to the other couple. Then, almost on cue, we swept our respective partners up and carried them over to the bed.
The lights had been turned down pretty low, but there was still just enough light to make out the activity on the other bed. Initially both couples were pretty preoccupied with our own activity, but at some point it was hard not to glance over and watch. Nobody seemed to be too worried about it, and pretty soon we were all naked and going at it. Each of us was sneaking looks over at the other bed, enjoying the scenes, until it reached the point that no one was sneaking any more. It was just dark enough so we could look without it being obvious. All four of us were in total disbelief that this was happening, but something about the moment had us all getting a little crazy.
Erica was going down hard on my cock when she realized that Jen was doing the same thing to Mike, and they caught each other's eyes. They watched each other, enjoying both the action and the scene. At some point, almost without realizing it, they began to mimic each other, licking, kissing and sucking their husband's cocks in a synchronized rhythm. I was looking back and forth between Erica sucking on my cock and Jen sucking on Mike's cock, and he was clearly doing the same.
After a while the men took their turn, going down on their wives, and once again we all stayed uniform. Then we both went into a 69 position for a while, taking turns for who got to be on top, always staying in synch with the opposite bed.
The choreographed tandem love making continued, going through several positions. It was a lot like watching a dark, shadowy porno while having sex. The girls enjoyed being on top the most, where they could easily look over at the other bed, while the guys discovered that doggy style gave the best views. All of us were quickly reaching the peak of arousal, and the sounds and the motions made it evident that if we were going to have a synchronized orgasm the moment was fast approaching.
Moving quickly, I pulled Erica over to the edge of the bed and sat her in my lap, facing the other bed. Mike followed my lead, so now the group was closer together than ever, sitting on the edge of the beds. The girls were slowly gyrating on their husbands cocks as they watched their friends doing the same. The girls were actually close enough so that their knees were almost touching.
I know from past discussions that Erica had enjoyed some bi experiences with other women in college days, but had made it clear that those days were behind her. But I could also see that she was looking closely at Jen's body, and Jen was checking her out as well. I had to think that watching their friend being fucked that close was incredibly arousing. We were holding on to their waists and plunging our cocks deep, and at some point, we both pushed hard up at the same time and the girls found that their faces were suddenly inches apart. Instinctively, they leaned together and began kissing passionately.
Watching them kissing pushed me over the edge, and I could tell Mike was also there, and once again, we had simultaneous, mind blowing orgasms.
Both girls smiled and leaned back, and the two pairs eased back onto their own beds. After a few moments of easing down, someone said "Wow." The other three of us said "Ditto." And then we all laughed.
The next morning I woke up with a banging in my head, in addition to the hangover. I somehow forced my eyes open and found myself tangled up in a naked embrace with Erica, who was dead asleep. I glanced over at the other bed, where Mike and Jen were also an unconscious tangle of sheets and arms and legs. It was morning and light out, and I was able to enjoy a few moments of seeing Jen's half naked body before the banging started again, and I realized someone was at the door. I staggered up and pulled my boxers on and stumbled over to the door.
It was a bellhop, a young guy standing there with a slight grin on his face.



"Yeah?" I stammered.
"Good morning sir, sorry to have woken you up," he said. "My manager wanted me to let you know that we were upgrading your room again today."
I looked at the bellhop, letting that sink in, then looked over at the beds full of arms and legs. In all honesty, I was kinda liking the intimacy of this room. I was already thinking about how we could get the girls drunk and do it all again tonight.
"That's ok, we'll just stay here," I said, and started to close the door.
The bellhop reached out and stopped me from closing the door. "Excuse me, but I just wanted to clarify something," he said. "The manager wants me to upgrade you to one of the executive suites. For our high rollers. The room runs around $10,000 per night, you're getting it free."
I stood and stared at him for a minute, letting that sink in, then I turned to the group on the bed.
"Everybody get up," I said. "We're moving!"
The new top floor room was worth every penny of $10,000 per night. It was a 4,000 square foot luxury suite with a full bar, a pool table, a steam room, a massive window overlooking Vegas, and a balcony, all done in first class style. The room even had a huge hot tub, more like a pool, right in the middle, practically big enough to swim laps. The main section of the room had a bed that had to be 20 feet across, and there was a separated room with a bed almost as large. We spent much of the first half hour walking around with our mouths hanging open, broken up by the occasional "LOOK AT THIS!"
In the midst of our discoveries we found a note from the manager, who essentially stated that he spent much of his time dealing with whiny people who didn't have a reason to complain, and it was so refreshing to get positive feedback from people who actually deserved to complain that he felt compelled to do something for us. It also said that the fully stocked bar was complements of the house, which led us to a round of morning mimosas.
As much as we hated to leave the room, Mike and I eventually slipped out around midday to enjoy a round of golf, while the ladies donned their new swimsuits — to more hoots from the horn dogs —and went down to the pool.
The golf game turned out great, of course, and the men returned to the room around happy hour to find that the suntanned women were already in fully happy hour mode. They were still dressed in their suits and open silk shirt coverups, enjoying the balcony deck and margaritas. The four of us were toasting our good fortune on the balcony when the girls suggested it was time to try out the hot tub.
"I'm all for taking a hot tub, but my swimsuit is in the luggage that is on the way back from Timbuktu," Mike said.
"Don't be a prude," shrieked Erica. She shrugged her silk shirt cover up off her shoulders and jokingly stuck her chest out. "The ladies are walking around half naked, just throw on some boxers and get in the tub."
Mike looked over at me. "I will if you will," he said, and after a quick nod we were stripping down to our boxers. Both of us had on white cotton boxers, so when we eased down into the tub we quickly realized the situation was going to be revealing when we got out of the tub. The girls had added bubble bath, so that kept us from being exposed while in the tub.
The tub was fantastic, big enough to move around in comfort. We laughed and joked that the pool was big enough to hold races in, and then they held a race in it, which Mike and Jen won by a nose.
"Losers have to get up and make a new round of drinks," Jen said. "Dan, I nominate you to dance on over and make some more margaritas."
I was laughing so hard I didn't even realize that when I stood up in the tub I was showing pretty clearly through my boxers. It wasn't completely clear because the bubbles covered me up pretty well. I got out of the tub and did a Michael Jackson moon walked over to the kitchen.
"How's that for a dance?" I asked.
"We'll give it a 9.5," shrieked the girls.
I made the drinks and then moonwalked back over to the tub. By this time the bubbles had evaporated and the boxers weren't hiding much. I had to admit that I was kinda liking being somewhat exposed. All the frolicking in the hot tub had me semi-aroused, and my cock was pushing the front out on my boxers.
The drinks went down quick, which led to a rather spirited and gropey version of Marco Polo. It was no time before the drinks were getting low and it was Mike's turn. The girls insisted that he do some kind of dance as well, which resulted in some kind of bizarre variation on the Macarena. He was sporting a pretty obvious erection which showed fairly clearly through his wet boxers as well.
The next time the drinks ran low, the girls got together on one side of the tub and started whispering back and forth before they announced a new dance request.
"This time, we want you both to do an erotic dance," the girls said. They were laughing, but you could tell they were looking forward to a show.
Mike and I looked at each other in disbelief. I could tell he was thinking the same thing I was thinking — that our wives were getting uncharacteristically naughty. Erica could be pretty wild in bed, but she made it clear that our sex life was limited to the two of us. One time I jokingly suggested we have a threesome, and she said that if I did have a threesome, it would be with two different people, and one of them should probably be a divorce lawyer.
So I had to assume that this was all just an alcohol fueled playfulness that I would be wise to not take to the extreme, and I think Mike was on the same page.
Taking this all into account, we shrugged and got to work. We stood up in the tub and started to do a pathetic, clumsy version of a male stripper dance in the tub. We were both still covered with bubbles, so we were not on full display, but as the bubbles evaporated there were more and more moments of flashes of wet boxers barely covering rock hard erections.
At some point the dance became more about making the girls laugh than trying to be sexy, and Mike and I really hammed it up, pretending to spank each other and blow bubbles on each other. The girls were screaming and hooting with laughter.
Mike decided to get a little daring and went over and did a little hip gyrating in front of Jen, and I followed suit in front of Erica. Their eyes were at waist level as we gyrated closely in front of them, our midsections waving back and forth in front of them. They had both stopped laughing, sitting in rapt attention with bemused smiles on their faces. But I could also tell they were checking out both of us as we danced in front of them.
"If we had dollar bills, ya'll would be rich exotic dancers," laughed the girls.
Eventually we made our way out of the tub and made new drinks, to the whooping encouragement of the girls, who declared that their husbands might consider starting a male revue.
As we were making drinks, out of earshot of the girls, Mike and I took a moment to chat about the situation.
"Is it just me or are the girls getting a little crazier than usual?" Mike asked.
"It's not just you," I said. "This is not like Erica, she is usually a prude about these kinds of things."
"Yeah, Jen has never been like this either," Mike replied. "So, are you ok with all of ... this?"
I grinned. "Hey, were all friends here. Whatever THIS is, I'm ok with it."
I think we were both thinking the same thing when it came to THIS. The one room circumstances had led to a lot of intriguing thoughts of group sex or swapping spouses. Over the years the two couples had always had a fun, playful, sometimes flirty relationship, but whenever the men jokingly brought up the idea of swapping partners, the women jokingly shot it straight down.
We made our way back to the tub and hopped back in, and more drunken frolicking ensued. There was an epic splashing battle between the couples, followed by a dunk fest. At some point the girls slipped behind the guys and dunked us both. After their heads went under water, we didn't come up right away.
"I think they may have drowned," said Erica nervously.
Just then, Mike and I came slowly up through the bubbles... wearing our boxer shorts on our heads. The girls screamed and swam in the other direction as the men tossed their wet shorts at them. Eventually Erica, and then Jen, slipped out of their tops as well. The suds kept everyone covered as long as they were in the tub, so it wasn't really like they were fully nude, but it was still incredibly sexy to be half naked in the tub. There were definitely some moments of partial exposure. I couldn't help but notice the pronounced curve of Jen's chest, and I was sure that Mike was enjoying the glimpses of Erica's perky tits. All the horseplay and bumping around became even more arousing.
At some point the drinks started getting low, which lead to a debate over who was going to get out of the tub and get more.
"We can't get out of the tub, we're topless," said Erica. "You guys might not be able to handle that."
"Well we're BOTTOMLESS," said Mike. "I KNOW ya'll can't handle that."
"Hey, we already gave you a show, I think it's your turn to give us a show," I said smiling.
Jen whispered something to Erica and they agreed to get the drinks. The men were holding our breath at the thought of seeing the ladies get out of the tub topless. But right before they stood up, the girls splashed water in our faces and then jumped out, so the visual we got was disappointing. The girls threw on their silk shirt coverups, which got just wet enough to be a little see through.
"That show sucked!" I said. "We want our money back."
The girls laughed and went over to the kitchen to make a fresh batch of margaritas. They brought the drinks back over to the guys and narrowly avoided being dragged back into the tub.
"I tell you what we'll do," said Jen. "We'll put on a show for you that you will never forget. You guys get out of the tub and wait for us over there on the couch."
Four eyes got really big at the thought of that, as the girls retreated back to the bathroom. We jumped out of the tub, threw on robes and sat on the couch. After a few minutes, the girls re-emerged with the second set of outfits they had purchased at the lingerie store. They were right, this show was going to be unforgettable.
They were both dressed in animal print lingerie. Jen was wearing a leopard print bra and panty set, with matching black wrist bands. The bra was cut low and the panties were cut high, and there was a whole lot of very nice flesh in between. Erica had on a black and white zebra pattern bra and panty set, with black bow ties on the bra front and on either side of the panties. They were a vision in animal magnetism. They walked arm in arm, almost as if they needed the other's encouragement to be parading around in such sexy attire. They walked slow and sexy over to the couch, where the men were sitting in their robes in devoted attention. I reached over to my phone and pushed some buttons, turning on some smooth jazz music.
"Nice," said Mike. "Dance music."
The girls got the hint and started to do a slow, erotic dance in front of us, which eventually turned into a clingy, sexy dance with one another. They moved in close and then moved back, their hands and arms intertwining in a fluid embrace. Erica turned her back to Jen, and Jen moved one hand to her hip and the other to the side of her breast, and they pretended to do a slow grind for a while before changing positions so that Erica was the grinder.
The girls were obviously getting worked up. First, from the dance they were doing with one another, second because they were doing it in front of their husbands, and third because their husbands were clearly becoming aroused. Both of us had slipped a hand inside our open robe and were doing a poor job of hiding the fact that we were stroking our cocks.
The girls just smiled and winked and turned their attention back to each other.
"We know what you like," Erica said.
As they grooved back and forth to the music, they came closer together, until their bodies were as close to touching without contact as physically possible, teasing us mercilessly. Then Erica leaned in and kissed Jen softly on the neck, and then Jen returned the favor. Then they started laughing and couldn't stop for a while.
Eventually they collected themselves and walked hand in hand over to the big bed, where they sat down on the edge and looked back over at the men.
"Well, are you guys going to join us, or just watch us," said Jen.
I was ok with just watching for a while, and I'm sure Mike was too, but I knew the offer to watch was just a tease. What I didn't know was what was going on. How far was this going to go? Were they inviting us to a full on rip our clothes off foursome, were we going to swap, or, most likely, were we just going to have sex with our spouses on the same bed? If we attempted to instigate either option one or two, were we going to be slapped?
I could sense that Mike wasn't too sure either. We walked over to our respective spouses, and when we got close enough to the bed, they answered the question for us. Erica grabbed me and pulled me to one side of the bed, and Jen grabbed Mike and pulled him to the other.
Still the intimacy of one big bed was vastly greater than two separate beds. We quickly undressed and launched into a fairly torrid, passionate exhibition. To my surprise, Erica was pretty aggressively rolling around on the bed, as was Jen, and before long we were both in the middle, close enough to touch the other couple. When we got close together, we stayed that way. Erica was on top of me, and Mike was on top of Jen, and all four of us had given up pretending that weren't looking at each other. They were watching us fucking, and we were watching them, and it was incredibly hot.
Each time we changed positions, we would brush up against the other couple, and occasionally there was the lingering touch that crossed the barriers. It felt like everyone in the bed was totally up for bringing the party together, but nobody had the nerve to make the final move, so instead we had this weird, but sexy intersection between us. I would've been fine with making it one big sex party, but I wouldn't want to take a chance on doing something Erica didn't want to do. As it was, it was the hottest, most sexually charged bed I'd ever been in, and I was still mentally catching up with that. Occasionally I would catch eyes with Jen or Mike, and there would be a slight smile, or a blush, it was almost like we all didn't want to think about what we were doing.
Meanwhile both couples were moving around quite a bit on the bed, changing positions and watching each other change positions. At one point I was fucking Erica doggy style while Jen was riding Mike, and Jen reached over and put her hand on Erica's lower back and stroked her lightly. That image was made even better by the fact that Jen eyes were focused on my cock plunging in and out of my wife. I had never thought about it before, but having someone watching you have sex was a real charge, especially when you were watching them have sex at the same time.
Eventually Mike and I ended up on our backs with the girls riding on top, sitting up so both of us could enjoy their bodies. After a while, Jen leaned over and whispered something in Erica's ear, which made her smile, and then they leaned together and started kissing. It was like watching live girl on girl porno while having sex. I could almost feel Mike's body tensing up with that, and I was right there with him. Both of us quickened the pace, as the girls began openly tonguing and moaning, deliberately, and successfully, pushing us well over the edge. As my orgasm started, my hand drifted over and found Jen's upper thigh, and I gave it a slight squeeze and a careful, measured stroke. Mike watched me do it and followed suit.
To say that my orgasm was in my top ten orgasms of all time would have been an understatement by about nine orgasms. We all hit a wild, out of control stage of thrashing around at the same time and I didn't know where my hands ended up.
Eventually the breathing slowed down, and everyone came down to earth together. Jen and Erica collapsed down on Mike and I, and we slid our hands back to our respective sides of the bed. We lay like that for a long time, close enough to feel the heat from our friends beside us. I thought about rolling us together to the other side of the bed, but I fell asleep before I ever got around to that, and slept like a rock.
I woke up first again, Erica was on my shoulder and Jen was on Mike's shoulder and we were right beside each other in the bed. Someone had managed to get a sheet partially over the top of the group, but I spent a little time admiring the curves of Jen's body before I punched Mike on the head to wake him up. I watched him slowly wake up and comprehend the scene, which led him into a silly grin.
"Coffee?" I whispered, and he nodded agreement.
We slipped out from under our naked wives, threw on some clothes and staggered down to the hotel restaurant, where we ordered a couple of pots of coffee and set into some hard drinking.
It was a good fifteen minutes before anyone really spoke.
"Wow," said Mike after the second cup.
"Yeah," I answered.
Two cups later we had worked our way up to longer sentences.
"I can't believe that happened last night," I said. "I mean, it was awesome and everything, but uh, dang man."
"Yeah. I mean, I thought for a minute there, that we were going to, uh, you know ...," stammered Mike.
"Have homosexual sex?" I grinned.
Mike threw a sugar pack at me. "Right man. You know what I mean, I thought we were going to wife swap or have a groupie."
I nodded, and we went silent for a moment. "Yeah. So, what do you think about that?"
"I don't know man," Mike said. "I mean, I would feel bad because Erica would never want to go back to you after that."
I smirked. "Right, I saw how Jen was checking me out, I think she might leave you and we'd be a threesome."
"Honestly, I was afraid they might leave both of us and become lesbians," Mike said. "They seemed to really be enjoying each other."
We went silent again, reflecting on the events of the previous very hot night.
"So I gotta ask you," I stammered slowly. "Would you be ok, with, uh, you know ..."
"Well, if the you know you're talking about is the you know I'm thinking about, I don't really know," Mike said. "What do you think?"
"I think, I guess, I'd be ok with the you know," I said.
Mike nodded. "I think if you're ok with the you know, then I'm ok with the you know."
We both got some silly, goofy grins on our faces as we thought about the you know.
Mike chuckled. "Anyway, I think we'd be cool with it, but I doubt that THEY would be ok."
"I agree," I said. "I think they are going to wake up this morning and freak out about how crazy it got, figure out some way to make it our fault, and then we'll have to deal with them getting jealous and crazy and accusing us of wanting to be Vegas swingers."
"You're probably right, we should probably play down last night like nothing happened, maybe pretend like we forgot about it."
"Good plan," I said. "Next time we come to Vegas I'll bring Jen and Erica alone so this doesn't happen again."
Mike laughed. "You wish."
We got a couple of cups for the girls and a pot of coffee and went up to the room, carefully planning our comments to play down the events of the night before. It would be hard to pretend that we didn't want to go for a full swap, but we both agreed it would be best in the long run.
We had forgotten to bring a key, so we had to knock. We were expecting it to take a while to wake up the girls, but the door opened pretty quickly. There stood Jen, in a sexy black robe and her bathing suit, holding a bloody mary. Erica walked up behind her, also in her bathing suit.



We stood there staring for a moment before Jen spoke up.
"We've decided to institute a casual dress policy for the suite," said Jen, pouring herself a cup of coffee from the tray that I was holding as I tried to close my mouth. "Feel free to participate."
Mike looked at me and I looked at Mike, and we immediately dropped all their plans for playing down the night before. Instead, we high fived, immediately stripped down to our boxers, and poured ourselves a drink.
So the high roller suite had become a limited clothing zone for the final day of their trip. At first the guys were walking around with full on wood poking their boxers out, but after we got used to the idea of two half naked women walking around the room, we settled down to a consistent semi-aroused state. We voted unanimously to just stay in and have fun in the incredible suite all day. We had plenty of food, good company, and memories from the previous night that had all of us feeling pretty good.
We started the day with a swim in the tub, followed by a leisurely brunch on the balcony porch. It was fun and sexy walking around half naked, everything took on an extra edge. We had a lively game of half-naked billiards, which was pretty hilarious. The guys tried to talk the girls into playing strip pool, but the girls refused, and Mike and I caught a look that said we both were still in agreement that the girls were ok with things getting crazy, just not too crazy.
At some point someone thought it would be interesting to shoot pool blindfolded, which led to a game of team half naked blind billiards, which was exceptionally entertaining. The rules were that whoever's turn it was could look at the table, and then be blindfolded, and their partner could tell them where to go to line up the shot. This led to mostly hysterically bad shots, with an occasional lucky shot. At one point we switched teams, so that Jen was on my team and Erica was on Mike's team.
It was Erica's turn, and she was trying to line up a complicated shot based on Mike's instructions when I snuck up behind her and patted her lightly on the ass.
"Hey, who did that?" she laughed standing up.
"You mean you can't tell?" said Mike. "It was Jen."
This led to a spirited discussion about whether or not each of us, if blindfolded, could sense who touched them. Mike was convinced that he could tell, so we blindfolded him and stood him up in front of the pool table. The other three of us played rock paper scissors, and Jen lost. So she silently walked up to Mike and placed a flat hand on his chest.
Mike shook his head slowly. "Ok, this is harder than I expected," he said. "But I'm going to guess Erica."
Jen slapped her husband playfully on the stomach and took his blindfold off.
"For shame, couldn't even tell the touch of his own wife!" she said laughing.
Next it was Erica's turn. She donned the blindfold and this time, Mike lost, so it was his turn to do the touching. There was something really, really sexy about watching him walk over to my wife, who was wearing nothing buy a sexy bathing suit. He had free reign permission to put a hand on her body, and I was getting turned on at the thought of that.
Mike took his time, savoring the opportunity to admire Erica's body up close while she was blindfolded. Finally, he reached out a hand across her waist, and put his hand flat against the side of her stomach.
She jumped a little at the touch and then she giggled. "I honestly have no idea," she said. "I'm going to guess Mike, because I can hear him breathing hard."
This made everybody laugh, and she took off the blindfold and high fived Mike.
On Jen's turn, Erica was the loser. She decided to play with our minds some, walking up to Jen and pretending that she was going to put her hands on Jen's breasts, which had both of us grinning and goading her on. But instead, she kneeled down in front of Jen and put her hands on Jen's thighs.
Jen knew immediately. "Erica!" she cried. "I know a woman's touch!"
So now, finally, it was my turn. I donned the blindfold and stood in front of the pool table, awaiting the touch. Of course, my fantasy would be Jen, coming over slowly, bringing her sexy body right up to mine and putting her hand on my stomach or thigh, or both. Maybe even my cock. I was glad I was blindfolded, it made me less self-conscious about sporting wood in my boxers. I heard some giggling as they did rock paper scissors, and then I heard someone coming slowly over. I visualized Jen, with her sexy body and full lips, slinking over to me. Then I felt the hand. On the top of my head.
"Dammit," I yelled. "How did I end up with Mike!"
I took the blindfold off and sure enough, there was Mike, hand still on my head and a goofy grin on his face.
We had a good laugh at that, finished off a few more drinks and a few more blind half naked pool games, and then someone suggested with all take a steam bath in the steam room. Erica and I went in first and sat down, Mike and Jen were making fresh drinks so we were in there by ourselves for a minute. I thought it would be a good time to get an idea about how Erica felt about, well, you know.
"I am having a fantastic time," I said.
"Me too, this is the greatest vacation ever," she answered.
"Last night was pretty wild, being in the same bed and all," I said.
"Yea, I've never done anything like that before," she answered.
"So, you ok with all this, uh, well, you know..." I stuttered.
Erica blushed and smiled. "I don't know. I guess so. What about you?"
I was kind of surprised that she didn't say, yes, I'm having a great time with it, but don't even think about this going any further. Now she was putting ME on the spot, making ME get more specific about what "you know" meant, and whether I was in support of any "you know" activity.
I leaned over and kissed her neck. "I'm just happy that we have friends that we can have fun with, get crazy with, whatever, and know they will still be our best friends."
She looked me in the eyes. "So you're ok, then, with whatever?"
I found myself sweating in a steam room that had not even been turned on yet. Looking into her eyes, having to formulate the right response, was pretty heady pressure. "I'm ok if you're ok," I said, as steadily and firmly as I could muster.
Erica put a hand on my thigh and whispered into my ear. "Good. Because I am so fucking hot right now I might do about anything."
I felt the air fly out of my stomach and my heart stop beating. My normally staid, conservative wife, had suddenly pronounced to me in no certain terms that she was down for whatever. I immediately had flash visions in my head, of my wife kissing Mike. Sucking Mike's dick. Getting fucked hard by Mike.
Thankfully Mike and Jen opened the door of the steam room and came in at that moment, before I nearly came in my shorts. They had drinks for everyone, and we sat down across from each other. The steam room was pretty cozy, built for four max. We sat on tile benches across from each other, there was probably five feet of floor between us. The steam would periodically kick on, and when it did, Mike and Jen would nearly disappear in the mist.
As we sat laughing and joking in the hot mist of the steam room, my head was spinning with possibilities. Mike was open to the idea of couple swapping. Erica had seemingly made it clear to me that she was open to it. I looked at Jen's hot body and full lips, and I was fully in support. But if Jen wasn't into it, the issue was dead. I wish I had asked Erica if she knew what Jen was thinking, but now it was too late.
It was warm and comfortable, and the drinks were going down fast. I volunteered to get the next round, and headed out into the cool air, leaving the other three behind in the steam. When I walked out I noticed there was control panel for mood music in the steam room, and I programmed in some smooth jazz music.
When I got back with drinks, the discussion had turned to whether or not the steam room was large enough to dance in. I wasn't sure how that conversation had come up, I guess because I had started the music, but it didn't take long before I had Erica up and in my arms, and Mike had Jen up in his arms, and we were sweaty slow dancing in the tight space on the floor of the steam room. At some point, both of the guys swung our ladies out in an exaggerated spin out, and they nearly tripped over each other and had to let go of us. I caught Jen and Mike caught Erica.
"Maybe it's time to switch dance partners," said Jen.
The idea hung in the air for a brief, fleeting moment, and then, it happened. Jen slid over to my side of the steam room, and Erica slid over to Mike's side. Jen's sweaty body slipped up against mine and it felt like the most natural thing in the world to be slow dancing in a steam room with my best friend's wife, me in boxers and she in a bikini. I wasn't holding Jen too close, in part because my dick was so hard I might poke a hole in her.
As wonderful as it felt to have Jen in my arms, the most erotic thing was seeing my best friend, also dressed in just boxers, with his arms wrapped tightly around my sweaty, sexy wife, in a bikini. Her head was on his shoulder, and she looked a little nervous, but excited to be there, and when I caught her eye she smiled and blushed.
The music changed to something faster, and we both stepped back from our embrace. Instead of moving back to our partners, I stayed with Jen and Mike stayed with Erica, and we eased back to opposite sides of the steam room. Now I was sitting beside Jen, our bodies close and in the warmth of the steam room, and through the steamy haze I could just barely see Erica and Mike sitting close to one another. He was whispering in her ear, and it looked like she had her hand on his thigh.
I looked over at Jen, and she was looking at Mike and Erica too. It was hard to read what she was thinking, she had a slight smile on her face, it could have been a smile saying "that looks so hot to see my husband with my best friend," or "I'm gonna rip that bitch's throat out for sitting that close to my husband."
About that time she looked at me and said "they look comfy," and the way she said it answered the final piece of the puzzle for me. Everybody was into it.
I nodded to her and slid my arm around her. "We look comfy too," I grinned.
She smiled back and put her hand on my thigh, and as I looked at her full, sexy lips, I thought I might pass out just thinking about kissing her. Somebody had to be first, I thought. I leaned over slowly, steadily, until my lips found hers. I was soft and friendly at first, to give her a chance to say no, but she didn't. Her lips felt ten times better than I imagined, elegantly soft, and when our warm tongues met it was beyond electric. I lost track of time as we continued to kiss, but at some point we stopped and looked across the haze in the steam room and saw that Mike and Erica were also passionately kissing. We both watched them, mesmerized. It was amazing watching them kiss, my friend and my wife, and I could sense that Jen was as aroused as I was.
The steam stopped and the air cleared, and they stopped and looked at us, and Erica got an odd look on her face, like she had been caught doing something wrong. She blushed a bit a pulled away. I wanted to tell her it was ok but I wasn't sure how to say that.
She spoke before I could figure it out. "It's getting really hot in here," she said. "I think I'm going to cool off in the tub."
Just like that, the moment was gone. Erica got up to walk out, and of course I followed her. Mike and Jen stayed behind. We walked over to the tub and climbed in, the water was warm but it was almost shockingly cool on our sweaty skin. We swam over to one side of the pool and leaned against the edge.
"Are you ok?" I asked. As much as I wanted to have sex with Jen and watch Erica have sex with Mike, I didn't want to do anything that would freak her out or upset her.
"Yeah, I'm fine, it was just when I looked up you guys were looking at us and I felt like we were doing something wrong."
I smiled. "It wasn't wrong. It was incredibly hot. I was so aroused watching you two together I was stupefied."
"So you really want to do this," she said carefully.
"I do, but only if you do."
Just then Mike and Jen came walking up and eased carefully into the tub on the other side, swimming over to us slowly.
"Wow, this water feels freezing," Mike said.
"Don't worry, it'll warm up," said Erica, and she smiled at me when she said it.
Mike and Jen came over to where we were and sat opposite us. The tub had an underwater ledge that we were all sitting on, and we were facing each other, about ten feet apart. We all relaxed for a while, chatting, joking and flirting. I had just brought a fresh round of drinks back to the tub and felt it was appropriate to make a toast. We all held our glasses out.
"To the best friends I could ever imagine, and to the best vacation I could ever imagine, and oh, by the way, thank heavens that what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas," I said.
Everyone cheered at that idea, and we clinked glasses and drank up.
"If what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas, I vote we should stay in Vegas!" said Mike, and everyone raised a glass and cheered that idea as well.
"I want to take a company poll," I said. "Who else thought it was really hot to watch your spouse dancing with your friend?"
Everyone looked at each other cautiously, then slowly but surely raised their hand.
"Who else enjoyed it when we switched places and started making out?"
Again, everyone raised their hand in approval.
"Who else would like to switch places again for a while?" I said.
Mike's hand shot up fast, and the girls followed suit, slowly but steadily.
"So are you saying that you want to come over here and sit beside Mike?" Jen asked me, grinning.
Everyone laughed at that, easing the tension of the moment. "No, that is not what I meant."
Erica looked at me and we kissed softly and Mike and Jen did the same. Then, in a moment that will be etched in my mind forever, the girls stood up and walked towards each other, midway between Mike and I. They embraced in the center, and Jen leaned in and whispered something in Erica's ear that made her smile. Then they rotated around each other, and Jean came over to my side of the pool and Erica went to Mike's.
This time, there was no delay, no doubt, no reservation. Jen straddled me and we immediately began to hungrily make out, our hands all over each other. Looking over Jen's shoulder I could see a similar scene on the other side, with Erica sitting on Mike's lap. Her arm was wrapped around his shoulder, and his hands caressed her ass and legs.
My attention was quickly changed back to Jen, she had slid forward into me where her crotch was pressed up against my cock, separated only by wet boxers and her bathing suit. As we kissed, she began to move her hips ever so slightly, grinding up and down on my cock. I could sense that it was really turning her on, she had to stop kissing for a moment to take a breath, and when she did she sat up higher and pressed her chest forward, which was all the encouragement I needed to lean forward and kiss her chest. I kissed from side to side on her chest, coming close to her bathing suit, but I was still reluctant to be too bold. Her breasts just looked too delectable to avoid though, and soon I was moving my mouth further over the bathing suit. She had such soft, shapely breasts, a lot bigger than Erica, and my mouth was watering as I came closer and closer to the nipples. Finally I couldn't wait any longer, taking her right nipple lovingly into my mouth and kissing and sucking it hard through the wet suit, then moving over the left nipple and doing the same. I could easily feel her nipples stiffening under my tongue, and her soft moans and hands rubbing the back of my head told me she was enjoying it as much as me.
I glanced over to the other side of the tub to see how Erica and Mike were doing, and I was surprised to see they were moving a bit faster than we were. Mike was out of the tub, sitting on the side, and Erica was kneeling in the tub with her face in his lap. He still had his boxers on, but it was clear by the look on his face that my wife's mouth was all over his crotch.
This looked too good to not be doing myself, so I slid up out of the tub and sat on the side. Jen looked back and saw our spouses behind her and realized where this was going and set right in. Her full, luscious lips started at my stomach and worked their way down close to my cock, then she teasingly went down and went to work on the tops of my thighs. About the time I couldn't stand it any longer, she looked up at me and smiled, licked her lips, and then moved her mouth over my boxers and began kissing my cock through the thin, wet material.
I made some kind of sound, not even sure what it was, but it was enough to catch Erica's attention, she turned slightly to see what we were up to. Oddly enough, it was even more of a turn on to have her watching, and she seemed to realize it. She moved over to one side of Mike and gave me a devilish grin, before she moved her hands over and deftly pulled Mike's boxers down. His cock sprang lose, rock hard and impressive, and she took him gently into her hand. Seeing her delicate fingers wrapped around his rock hard cock froze my brain. She kept her eyes on mine, and moved her face down slowly until her lips were just above his cock, then she eased down and kissed the top of MIke's cock, once, twice, three times. Then, she licked it, as it tasting it. Then she opened her mouth and slipped Mike's cock deep into her mouth. I nearly passed out just watching it.
I was so mesmerized watching my wife giving my friend a blowjob that I lost track of Jen, when I looked down I realized that she was watching them too. She looked back up at me with those big lips and she began sliding my boxers down, and I knew that one of my longtime fantasies was about to come true. Those luscious lips were about to suck my cock. I could hardly breath or move or think as I watched her move her head down over my cock, and then slowly, gradually, she took the tip of my cock into her mouth, where she teased it with her tongue and lips, and then she took it in further and teased it some more, and then she engulfed it with a long, low humming moan.
So now I'm sitting on the side of the tub, my best friend's wife giving me a blowjob that was much better than my greatest fantasy about it, while I was watching my wife passionately give my best friend a blow job that seemed to be blowing his mind as well.
I pride myself on my ability to control myself, but this was way too much for me. I fought it as long as I could because I didn't want it to end, but I lost that battle. Those gorgeous lips wrapped around my cock were just too much. As my orgasm was building I looked across the tub and saw that Mike was already coming, spewing onto my wife's face and chest. That did it for me, and I unloaded what had to be an incredible load into Jen's mouth.
Both Mike and I sank back into the warm tub, our cocks still easing down from being hard for the last few hours. The girls broke away from us and met in the middle between us, shared a giggling hug and went off for a swim together. Mike and I looked at each other and made the universal facial expression for "Holy cow that was the most incredible thing that has ever happened to me in my life." We sat there in the tub, reveling in our post-orgasm bliss, watching our beautiful wives swimming around in the tub, occasionally tangling up together to deliberately torment us with more girl on girl teasing. They even kissed a few times.
When you are in the high roller suite of a Vegas hotel, soaking in a hot tub big enough to be a small swimming pool, you're watching your hot wife and her hot friend frolicking around in front of you after your friend's wife gave you a blow job and your mind is racing thinking about what might happen next, it doesn't take long before your cock gets hard again. Erica swam over and climbed in my lap briefly, and I kissed the lips that just moments before had been hosting my friend's cock. Then she casually swam over to Mike's side and curled up beside him. Then Jen came over to me. She reached underwater and slid her hand around my cock smiling when she realized I was already hard.



"I vote that we move this party over to the bed," said Mike, looking hungrily at my wife.
Jen seconded the motion before I had the chance, and the girls voted yes as well. At just about the same time, Mike picked Erica up into her arms and I picked Jen up and we carried them over to the bed. When we got to the bed we set them on the bed and got some towels. The girls stood facing each other while we dried them off. They were just a few feet apart, while the men stood behind them and lovingly dried them off from head to toe. They both looked so sexy in their bathing suits, but I was aching to see them both naked. I was standing behind Jen, and I reached my arms around her and put one arm around her waist and one arm around her chest. I moved close so my cock was pressing up against her ass, and I began to slowly caress her body with my hands, as I watched Mike doing the same. We reached back at about the same time and popped the clasp on the back of the bathing suit top, letting it slide away. I felt Jen gasp and saw Erica swoon as our hands began caressing their naked breasts. It was incredible watching Mike's hands on my wife's breasts, and watching her face as she enjoyed it. Both the girls were intently watching their husbands as they fondled their friends.
It wasn't long before the guys finished the job and had the girls naked. As I caressed Jen's body with my hands from behind, I slipped my hard cock between her legs so that the top of my cock was rubbing against her clit. Mike did the same, and I was once again amazed at how erotic it was to watch my wife enjoying another man. I watched his cock sliding out between her legs, one hand on her hip and the other cupping her breast. Her face was contorted in pleasure. Just when I thought it couldn't get any better, Mike crouched down so his cock was at the right angle, and he slowly moved it up towards Erica's pussy. I watched, mesmerized, as he moved his cock upward, inch by inch, going further and further into her, as her mouth opened and her eyes closed and she moaned in utter satisfaction. It was the perfect way to watch my friend cross the final frontier. I was watching my friend fuck my wife, and it was incredible. I returned the favor, sliding my cock into Jen just as slowly and making sure Mike and Erica got the full show. She was warm and wet and completely inviting, and my cock was so hard that when I reached the hilt I nearly lifted her off the ground.
We stood there, just a few feet apart, slowly fucking each other's partner right in front of them. It was amazing to be fucking Jen while watching my wife's face. She had a look of fiery arousal, combined with erotic fascination. Mike had the same look, and I expect Jen and I did too.
I was dying to taste Jen, so after a while I eased her onto the bed and kissed my way down her body, starting with her full, beautiful breasts and then working down over her torso. When my mouth found her hot pussy she gasped loudly and grabbed my head, pulling my tongue into her. Meanwhile Mike had Erica sitting on the side of the bed, and he was tongue fucking her in a way that had her in a state. She had wrapped her legs around his head and was writhing in satisfaction.
My cock was aching to get back inside Jen, so we moved up onto the bed and got down to business. As hot as it was to watch my wife being fucked, Jen had taken my attention away. She had such a great body and was so passionate that for awhile I forgot Mike and Erica were even in the bed with us, just a few feet away. When I did look over, I saw Erica on all fours with Mike sitting up behind her, fucking her doggy style. He was moving very slowly, sliding his cock almost all the way out, then slowly, almost imperceptivly, sliding it back in. I could see her face, and you could tell it by her satisfied expression every time he was all the way in.
Jen and I moved into the same position right beside them, and I started to follow the same slow, rhythmic fucking motion. At some point I looked over at Mike, and we both shook our heads in a way that said that this was either the best dream ever or we were the luckiest men on earth.
Both of us began to gradually quicken our pace, until we reached a point where we were practically out of control pumping our cocks in and out as deep and as fast as we could. I don't know how the girls didn't fall over. I felt like my orgasm was going to give me a heart attack, and it felt like it lasted for twenty minutes. When my vision returned, I collapsed beside Jen, and we sat there and watched Mike and Erica fucking each other for a few more minutes before he exploded in a his own epic orgasm. Honestly it was so hot watching my wife being fucked I didn't want it to end.
They collapsed as we had done and it was all one big pile in the middle of the bed, and we lay quiet for a long, long time.
Mike was the first to speak up. "I vote we come back to Vegas next year," he said.
Three hands shot up without a word being spoken.
The story might stay in Vegas, but the four of us were coming back to add a chapter next year.



        One More Night in Vegas

        Two couples continue playful romp in Vegas hotel.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/one-more-night-in-vegas

Title: One More Night in Vegas

Author: SPEN STERLING

Category: Group Sex

Description: Two couples continue playful romp in Vegas hotel.

Tags: group sex, group, swapping, loving wives




Ed Note: This is a quick sequel to One of those Vegas Stories. It would read better to read the other story first, but it is ok stand alone. There is couple swapping, so if that is not your thing save yourself some time.
*****
I woke up with my best friend's wife Jen laying naked on top of me. Beside me on the bed, close enough to touch, was my wife Erica, laying on top of my best friend Mike. It took me a moment to realize how that had happened, but when the memories came back they were all good.
We were in Vegas, on a long weekend vacation. Over the course of the last four days, we had gone from being in the same room together, with separate beds, to being together on the same bed, to switching partners in the steam room and hot tub pool in the luxury high roller room. Pretty much the total opposite of what I had expected on a long weekend in Vegas.
Jen felt soft, warm and dead asleep in my arms, and Erica and Mike were out as well. Mike had some semi-morning wood going on, and Erica's hand was inches away from being in contact. I briefly had a fantasy of watching her hand slide around his cock and stroke him to a full erection, which led me to start an erection of my own.
I heard my phone buzz and realized I had gotten a text, so I leaned over without waking Jen up and checked it. The airline had sent a notice, our flight had been cancelled and the next available was not until tomorrow.
Being that it was the first bad news I'd had in several days, and the fact that I had a beautiful, sexy woman on top of me, it really didn't bother me at all. In fact, I immediately began thinking about what might happen if we stayed another night. I reached over and popped Mike on the head to wake him up.
"Hey, what the hell are you doing with my wife," I whispered.
He looked at me, then looked at Erica, in a brief moment of half asleep panic, before he sheepishly realized I was kidding. After all, his wife was laying naked on me.
"Let's get coffee," I whispered.
We slithered out from under the girls, who somehow didn't wake up, and headed down in the elevator. We were halfway down when we caught each other eyes.
"Man, I can't believe that happened," Mike said. "Did that really happen?"
"It did," I said. "This is a crazy thing to say, but I want you to know that I am totally ok that you had sex with my wife last night."
Mike laughed. "Right, and I'm ok with you fucking my wife, though I never thought I'd hear myself say that."
I told him about our flight being cancelled and we grabbed a cup of coffee and went to the front desk. We got lucky and our favorite manager was there, he checked on our room and as fate would have it, they had had a last minute cancellation, and he said we could stay one more night.
After we spent the next 20 minutes nominating him for the man of the year award, we headed back up to tell the girls.
We had forgotten our key again, so we had to knock, and in a surprisingly short time the door swung open. There was Jen, bloody mary in hand and a big smile on her face. She was wearing an open silk robe, and, well, nothing else.
We were staring at her in utter disbelief when Erica walked by, completely naked.
"We've decided to institute a full nude policy for the suite," said Jen, pouring herself a cup of coffee from the tray that I was holding. "Feel free to participate."
Mike looked at me and I looked at Mike, and we immediately dropped threw off all our clothes, poured ourselves a drink and told the ladies we would be staying there another night.
What we didn't know was that while we were getting coffee, Erica and Jen had woken up naked in each other's arms. They got to talking about last night and they both decided that they were ok with everything that had happened...and kinda curious, and excited, about what might be next. They promised each other that whatever they did wouldn't change their friendship. Then they sealed the deal with some warm wet kisses that was just starting to get out of hand when we had come knocking on the door.
So the high roller suite had become a nudist colony for the bonus day. At first Mike and I were walking around with full on wood, but after we got used to the idea of two beautiful naked women walking around the room, we settled down to a consistent semi-aroused state. We spent the first hour enjoying the feeling of being nude amongst friends, without staring, but before long we were all acting pretty normal. We voted unanimously to just stay in and have fun again in the incredible suite all day. We took a sexy, playful shower together for starters, which created a debate over how often the six person shower with eight shower heads had been used by more than two people at a time. We had mostly moved back to our respective spouses, but occasionally Jen would end up bumping into me in the shower and Mike had his share of interaction with Erica. At one point Mike and I stood facing each other in the shower while the girls soaped us down, spending an excessive, but appreciated amount of time carefully cleaning our cocks.
We had breakfast and then lounged outside on the balcony porch for a while. It was great being naked and free, and it was also great to be in such a playful, sexually charged setting. The girls were being overtly touchy and feely with both men, as well as each other.
The morning flew by into the afternoon. We had plenty of food from the stocked kitchen and the drinks flowed freely as well. Jen made the suggestion that we play some more pool. The room had a billiards table, a hot tub the size of a pool, and a steam room.
"What are we competing for," said Erica. "It's not like we can play strip pool, we're already naked."
"How bout if we play a round, each player has three balls to sink," I said "The first to sink all three is the winner, the last is the loser, and the winner gets to make the loser do something."
"Hmm," said Jen. "Sounds interesting. Risky. Dangerous. Count me in!"
Thus began what became known as the Vegas International Nude Billiards competition. As it turns out, the competition was not as risky and dangerous for Jen, who was quite the pool shark. Plus the men were having a little trouble lining up shots with our cock and balls hanging loose and naked women distractions.
So Jen easily won the first battle while I lost. She was trying to figure out what to make me do when her eyes came across one of the blindfold we had been playing with the day before.
"Ok, Dan you will be blindfolded, and then you will be kissed by either me or Erica, and you have to guess who it is," she said.
"Well that doesn't sound to bad," I said, as I tied the sash around my eyes and sat back on the couch."
"Yeah, I want to lose next time," said Mike.
I put on the blindfold and stood by the pool table waiting to be kissed. I knew immediately that the full, soft lips that touched mine were Jen's.
"I believe that would have to be Jen," I said.
"Oh, how did you know?" Erica asked.
"Because Erica never gives tongue on the first kiss," I grinned.
Jen also won the second round, and this time Erica lost. Jen had enjoyed the blindfold idea and came back to it.
"Ok, this time you will be blindfolded and you have to guess who... kisses your chest," she said grinning. "And remember, it could be any of the three of us."
"Hmm," she said, looking somewhat nervously at me. Being kissed "on the chest" was a pretty opened ended challenge. "Sounds...interesting."
She put on the blindfold and sat back on the couch. Jen walked over to her husband Mike smiling and whispered in his ear. "Enjoy," she said.
Mike was a little surprised, he had expected she would have me do it, or maybe even do it herself. He looked over at me, but I was grinning and nodding. I was also rock hard at the very thought of Mike kissing my wife's chest.
As Mike moved slowly into position, Jen moved over close to me, standing just in front of me. Mike leaned down and softly, gently kissed Erica's chest, starting close to the neck and working his way down to just above her breasts, but he stopped short of her nipples. He didn't want to be the one who pushed things too far, too fast. Erica's head moved to the side and she stifled a moan. My mouth was watering as I watched the scene in front of me, and then I felt Jen's hand slip behind her and lightly touch my upper thigh with the tips of her fingers, moving slowly up and down a few times, coming achingly close to my hard cock.
"So who do you think it is?" Jen asked.
"Um...Dan?" she answered.
"Errnt," said Jen. "It was my Mike!"
Erica took off her blindfold and saw Mike standing over her. "Well done, then," she grinned.
They played another round, and Jen won once again. Mike was the loser, so Jen would be making a demand of her own husband this time.
"Ok, this time you wear the blindfold and either me or Erica will give you a stomach massage, and you have to guess who," she said.
Mike had the blindfold on before she was finished with the command. "I knew there was a reason I lost," he grinned, sitting back on the couch.
Once again, it was a very opened ended opportunity. It wasn't hard to imagine a stomach massage morphing into something else.
Jen nodded to Erica, indicating it was up to her to decide how far to take it. Erica went over and sat beside Mike on the couch. She dragged her fingernails lightly across Mike's stomach and chest, going back and forth and up and down. She let her fingers drift further and further south, until they were coming tantalizing close to his cock. She looked at me, I was practically coming out of my skin watching her hand coming so close to my friend's cock. I wanted her to touch it and stroke it and fondle it, but she was being coy and teasing.
Meanwhile, Jen had moved back in front of me, even closer this time, and while Erica was focused on Mike and Mike was blindfolded, she moved both of her hands behind her and let her fingers drift up and down on either side of my cock, which was straining to be touched. I felt like I might have an orgasm without being touched, but then Mike spoke up.
"This has got to be Erica," he said.
"Why do you say that?" said Jen.
"Because Jen would've stroked my cock by now," he laughed. "This is torture."
"You got me," said Erica. She stood up, but let her hand remain on Mike's lower stomach. "Maybe next time," she said, grinning at her husband.
In the next round, everyone teamed up on Jen to keep her from winning again, and the plan worked, she was the loser and Erica won.
"Ok, we need to come up with something hard," Erica said, holding her pool cue and looking thoughtful. "How about, you wear the blindfold this time, and you touch both the men and you have to guess which is Dan and which is Mike."
Mike and I looked at each other and grinned big. This sounded pretty hot.
Jen put on the blindfold and the we came up to stand on either side of her. She turned to the left, where Mike was standing and she put her hands on his chest, let them drift down over his stomach, then drift around and over his ass, then down his thighs, and slowly back up again. She came close, but never touched his cock. Then she turned to the right, where I was, and did the same. I didn't mind one bit that she was very careful and took her time. Having her hands all over my body was only half the thrill, it was also great being able to ogle her awesome body from close up while she was blindfolded.
Unfortunately for Jen, Mike and I had very similar builds and bodies.
"This is really, really hard," said Jen.
"You have no idea HOW hard you're making it," laughed Erica.
"Oh really," laughed Jen, still blindfolded. "Are you saying the men are hard?"
"Um, yes they are," Erica said.
"I wonder if I could tell the difference by feeling their cocks?" Jen said. "What do you think, Erica?"
Mike and I stopped breathing at the thought. Things were once again ramping up to a new level. Jen was essentially asking Erica if it was ok for her to touch my cock. The men looked over at Erica, who had an odd smile on her face that was hard to read. All it would take would be one person to say no and the party was going to be over. Right now it was up to Erica.
Erica took a deep breath and licked her lips. "I think you should check those cocks out," she said.
We all let out a collective sigh. Jen got down on her knees between us, still blindfolded, to where her face was level with our cocks. We were standing less than a foot apart on either side of her. She looked to the left and then to the right, and then she moved her hands slowly up until she found the two hard cocks flanking her face. Both of us gasped at the contact, and we moaned when she stroked one, then the other, feeling them both carefully as she made her assessment.
"Hmm, I'm still not sure," she said.
"Take your time," I blurted out.
"Aha," she declared. "This one is Dan." She grabbed my cock and stroked it a few more times. Then she identified Mike on the left and stroked his cock a few times. Then she took her blindfold off and stroked both of us a few more times, smiling and admiring them visually this time.
"I'm not sure I would have been able to guess," Jen said. "They both felt pretty awesome."
After Jen's cock stroking show, the room had taken on a different feel. It was out in the open now, that everyone was game for a higher level of play. Mike looked at Jen, and I looked at Erica, and everyone was smiling, and wondering what was going to happen next.
What happened next was that Jen won, again, and Erica lost. The room went silent as they awaited Jen's instruction. "Ok, Erica will wear the blindfold and lie on her back on the couch. One of you will pleasure her above the waist, and one of you will pleasure her below the waist, and she will have to guess which is which."
Erica quickly blushed at the idea. The idea of both men at once was both tawdry and exciting. But she dutifully took her position on the couch and put on the blindfold. Mike and I quickly played a game of rock paper scissors, which Mike won, and he opted for the lower half. He got down between her legs as I began kissing her neck and working my way down to her breasts. My eyes never left Mike, as I watched him slowly kissing my wife's thighs, then her stomach, moving ever closer to her groin. When Mike finally zeroed in on the promised land, I could feel her skin heat up under my lips. My own head was spinning, as I watched my friend's tongue plunging into my wife's pussy. I wrapped my mouth around her nipple and sucked hard as I watched her arching her back from the pleasure of Mike's tongue thrashing.
"I don't know who's who, but I don't want this to stop," whispered Erica.
Jen was watching the scene from a distance, but she couldn't stay away. She slid down between my legs and before I knew what was happening, she had slid my cock into her warm mouth. Now I was enjoying the sensation of sucking on my wife's tits, while watching her being pleasure by my friend, while having my cock sucked by my friend's wife. I reached up and took off Erica's blindfold, and she smiled when she saw her friend sucking her husband's cock. Mike was enjoying that vision as well. All four of us were well beyond the point of no return. We had gone from soft swap to full swap to all out, no holds barred, group sex.
As if we were all sharing the same mind, the men picked the women up into their arms and carried them over to the bed...I picked up Jen, and Mike picked up Erica. We lay them down on the bed together and the party of four launched into full group sex. We started in 69, enjoying the feel and taste of someone new, and then that gradually morphed into a square pile of everyone going down on each other simultaneously. Then I was fucking Jen doggy style while Jen and Erica sucked on Mike's cock together, then we traded positions, and I was treated to the amazing vision of Erica being fucked by my friend while she and Jen took turns sucking my cock.
Everyone was amazingly relaxed and at ease, it seemed like it all just fell into place as we moved around on the bed. There were times when the foursome would turn into a threesome while one person just sat back and enjoyed the show. I almost enjoyed watching as much as participating, it was amazing.
At one point, Mike was fucking Erica doggy style and I was fucking Jen on her back, and the two women got lined up and started kissing again, which they knew the guys would love. Then they worked their way further together, until they were kissing each other's breasts, then they slid further together, and then they were going down on each other at the same time that Mike and I were plunging our cocks in and out. Periodically the girls would engulf the cock in front of them, sucking on it for a while before guiding it back into their friend's pussy.
As much as the men wanted to cum, they fought the urge and kept it going as long as they could, it was just too much fun to stop. None of the four had ever had sex with more than one person at a time, so figuring out positions was like on the job training. As in, on the job training for the best job ever.
Maybe the best thing was that after having intense sex everyday for the past four days, the men were in complete control of themselves. I for one did not want to orgasm, having sex like this was just way too much fun. After a while we moved over to the tub again. We got into a comfortable rhythm of having sex, taking a break, and then having more sex. I fucked Erica for a while in the tub, while Mike and Jen watched. Occasionally they would come over, and both of them would suck on her breasts while I was fucking her. Then we would take a break a swim around for a while, enjoy a snack, and then suddenly I looked up and Jen and Erica were both sucking Mike's cock. Then we hit a stage where the girls were getting really flirty with each other, and the guys were egging them on, and next thing we knew Jen had Erica down at the side of the pool and was going down on her, ravishing her pussy as Mike and I watched with our hands on our cocks. When they change places, I got the chance to see Erica going down on Jen, something I thought I'd never see.
Imagine every position, every combination, every kind of possible sex and fucking you can think of, and then double it, that's pretty much what happened over the course of that last day. We fucked each other all day and into the night, I don't know how many times I came, but each time I did I was ready for more in no time. When our bodies finally wore out we were all lay together on the spacious bed, arms and legs all tangled up in a warm pile of flesh.
"I think its important that this story all stay in Vegas," Erica said.
"Maybe so," said Jen, lazily moving over and kissing Erica softly on the lips. "But I vote that we get together this weekend and do it all again."
I needn't tell you what the vote was.
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I think the first time I saw her, she was sitting in an airport gate, just in front of the gate I was going toward. I was randomly people watching, like people do in airports, and she was looking bored and disinterested, like people do at airports. I say I think it was the first time I saw her because when I saw her in the airport, I had the overwhelming sense that I had seen her before.
Which was especially surprising, given the fact that she was nondescript in every way. She was small, in size, features and manner. She looked almost like a child, and seemed to blend in with the chair so that she was nearly invisible. Yet for some reason she caught my eye, and as I briefly stared at her as I walked by, she glanced up and looked back at me. She looked back down quickly. It almost looked like she stifled a smile.
I looked away and continued walking to my boarding gate, but I positioned myself so that I could still see her in the adjacent area. That vantage point was really too far away to help me figure out why she looked so familiar, but it struck me that it was an exercise in futility anyway. I was sitting in an airport a thousand miles from my home, heading a thousand miles another direction, and she was probably from a thousand miles away going a thousand miles in the other direction. I guess one of the intriguing things about people watching in airports is that it is extremely unlikely that you would ever see the people again. It almost gives you a lonely, angsty feeling.
I was in this airport, coming from another airport, wondering about people and where I'd seen this girl before because I was going to Chicago for an art exhibit. An art exhibit that I was speaking at as an expert, because the artist is my wife Anna. Anna happens to be an internationally famous painter, who has a traveling exhibit that visits a different major city every few months. She has a very unique style and subject that has captivated the art world. Most of her work involves close up, detailed depictions of human eyes. Anna had a style of painting details into her eye paintings that had a way of defining the person being painted. The shapes and color combinations that she puts into her paintings are mesmerizing, you can look at the paintings for hours and find hidden shapes within the iris, a subtle but meaningful tint to the whites of the eyes, and a barely visible but profound refection in the pupil.
I speak on her paintings as a renowned expert, and it is my life's work to share and promote her art. She would do it herself, but Anna died over 20 years ago.
I looked up at the gate and realized that my plane had started boarding, and I looked over where the girl had been. She was gone, leaving behind a lonely seat for the next person who was coming from somewhere else on the way to somewhere else. I filed the experience away into the remote regions of my brain, where I retain a vast library of faces that I will never see again, and boarded the plane for Chicago.
I had just settled into my seat by the window when I glanced up towards the front of the plane at the line of people uncomfortably working their way down the aisle when I saw her, the girl from the adjacent gate, standing and waiting while some poor sap tried to stow his carry on. For some reason my heart skipped a beat. I watched her out of the corner of my eyes, trying to get a good look without staring.
I'm not sure how to explain my intrigue. She wasn't particularly attractive, though she had a quality about her that was cute. She appeared to be thin, but it was really hard to tell because she was dressed in unflattering, bulky clothes. She had dark hair, stuffed under a baseball cap, her skin was on the lighter side, and her facial features were sharp, from a pert nose to her prominent cheekbones. I had not yet been able to see her eyes well coming down the aisle. Years of discussing Anna's artwork had left me with a bit of an obsession with eyes, an obsession that we had shared in the brief five years we had together before she died. Anna called eyes the windows to the soul. When she painted a subject, she would spend an hour just looking into the person's eyes. She would fall into an almost spell-like trance, and then she would paint those eyes with extraordinary likeness and depth that would shock even the subject of the painting. So I had developed this weird tic of looking into people's eyes to search their soul. I didn't have Anna's knack for it though, I just tended to look creepy staring into the eyes of strangers.
As she continued to move down the aisle towards me, I began to be aware of the fact that the two seats beside me were empty, and she had not yet taken a seat. Each aisle she passed made me increasingly tense, wondering if she was destined for my aisle, or perhaps right beside me. I was in the middle of the plane, so it was just as likely that she would be sitting 20 rows behind me.
When she reached the row in front of me, she glanced up at the seat numbers and I saw the recognition in her eyes that she had reached her aisle. My heart nearly stopped when she turned towards me and began putting her small bag into the overhead bin. She nodded and smiled slightly to me and I did the same, then she took the aisle seat, leaving an open space between us.
I spent the rest of what seemed like an extraordinarily long boarding sequence praying that no one else took the middle seat. I had an odd flashback to a time when Anna was still alive, when she had just started to become famous and we would fly to big cities for her shows. She hated having someone in that third seat on the row, so much so that one time she bought three tickets and we only used two, just so she wouldn't have some obnoxious person beside us.
While it appeared that every other seat on the plane was full, somehow I got lucky and no one sat in the seat between us. As the plane took off and I thought about clever ways to start up a conversation. I was actually a bit nervous about talking with this girl who had captured my attention so mysteriously.
I noticed that her pocketbook was slightly open, and hanging out of it was a small book, The Eyes of Art. I recognized it immediately, because I was the author. It was a non fiction book I had written about my wife's work, no literary feat and no best seller. I figured that despite the popularity of the subject, there had only been a few thousand sold.
"Believe it or not, I have a copy of that book myself," I said, pointing to the book.
She looked pretty surprised, probably thinking I was lying. "This book?" she asked pulling it out of the bag.
"Yes, that one," I said. I took the book from her, flipped it to the back page, and pointed to the picture of me in the bio on the back inside cover. "I know the guy who wrote it."
She looked at the picture, then looked at me, quickly putting it together that we were the same person. Her mouth came open in surprise. "Wow, how's that for a coincidence...what are the odds?"
"Definitely a long shot," I said. "I wrote this book about ten years ago, my wife Anna is the artist featured in the book. Was the artist," I corrected.
"Yes, I've read the book, I'm sorry for your loss," she said.
One of the pitfalls of having someone famous for a spouse, someone famous who dies, is that nearly every conversation you have with most anyone familiar starts with them telling you they are sorry for your loss. After 20 years, I had narrowed my response down to a simple nod.
"I am on my way to Chicago to speak on Anna's work at an art gallery," I said.
Her mouth came open again. "I am going to Chicago to see that exhibit! I love her work! I saw a magazine article last month and was blown away by the style. It's like nothing I've ever seen before."
I knew the article she was referring to, it was a national art magazine that had prominently featured Anna's work. The article had pointed out how widely successful her paintings had continued to be, despite such a short work career and being dead for over 20 years. The impact of the article had been strong, I had been contacted by dozens of galleries to talk about exhibiting her work.
"It really is a very unique style," I said. "I never get tired of talking about it."
My experience on airplane conversations is that the vast majority are brief, shallow interactions. Occasionally the right two people will be seated together, and catch each other in the right mood, and the conversation becomes intriguing and you almost wish the flight wouldn't end. This conversation quickly became the latter.
Her name was Sara, she called herself a wanna-be artist. She was 22 years old, studying art and this was the first trip she had ever taken to see an art exhibit. We spent a lot of time talking about Anna's work, and I was quite impressed with how knowledgeable she was about the work, and also how insightful she was. I had also noted, painfully, that Sara was 22 years old, the exact age that Anna had been when she died, which was also exactly 22 years ago.
As I talked with her I noted that she was more attractive than I had initially thought. She was quite small and thin, her skin was on the lighter side and was very smooth, her nose was sharp and pert and she had cute dimples when she smiled. Her eyes were a bit of a disappointment, and as I mentioned before, eyes were a big deal to me. She had deep, brown eyes, almost black, and there were few if any variations of color and depth.
I had a bad habit of comparing everyone to Anna, even though she had been gone for over 20 years. She was a striking beauty, though she didn't think she was pretty at all. Her most intriguing feature was her eyes, which were undoubtedly the source for her artistic ventures. Anna had heterochromia, a fairly rare condition where her eyes were different colors. One eye was a mixture of blue and one was a mixture of brown, and they were the most unique eyes I've ever seen before or since. She had an amazing range of color and shapes within her irises, and they would change based on the light she was in. Her most famous paintings were the ones she did of her own eyes.
Those eyes were indeed memorable. Sara mentioned that she had spent hours looking at the detail of Anna's self portraits. She was going into the details of Anna's eyes when the captain announced we would be landing soon. It had to be the fastest flight I had ever been on. I couldn't quite put my finger on why, but I was utterly captivated, almost nervous talking to this young girl who was half my age and clearly out of my league. I'm not a bad looking guy, I have stayed fit over the years, but I had no great pretensions that a girl in her early 20s would be interested in a guy pushing middle age. I guess a guy can dream though, and I couldn't help but do just that.
All good things must come to an end though, and we went from our pleasant chat to the hustle and bustle of getting off an airplane, finding luggage and trying to figure out how to leave. We bumped into each other a few times during the process, and said that we would see each other later that night at the gallery event.
Now would seem like an appropriate time to bring up a few significant facts about myself. Anna and I had met when we were 15, and we had spent less than a month together before we were convinced that we were soul mates. We enjoyed the same things, we did the same things, we thought the same way. Sometimes it seemed like we were two parts of a half. We married at 17, against the wishes of both of our families, and began to pursue our artistic dreams. She was almost immediately successful, and by the time she was 20 had begun to get a following. Her talent was so far beyond mine that I gladly stepped back into the role of promoting her work, rather than creating my own. She was quite prolific in her brief years. When she tackled a project, she would become obsessed, almost hypnotic, and paint non stop until the vision was complete.
Just as she was becoming internationally known, we were driving across town and got t-boned by a drunk driver at midnight. She was killed instantly, I was in a coma for a few months. When I woke up, my whole life had changed. I had long term physical problems, I suffered head injuries that had some odd effects on my life, and worst of all, I had lost my soul mate. I spent five years recovering physically, another five years recovering emotionally, and the last dozen years, well, just going through the motions. I had dedicated my life after Anna's death to promoting her work, and that was really the sole focus on my existence. I was not interested in finding another soul mate, or relationships, or even finding someone to date. This is going to sound crazy, but in the 22 years that Anna had been gone, I had not had sex with another person.
I checked in at my hotel near the gallery, made the necessary calls and collapsed on the bed. I had enough time to take a solid nap before my speech and wasn't going to waste the opportunity. My last thought before dozing off was to wonder if Sara was staying the night in Chicago.
I woke up on the bed with a start, and realized it was from a noise coming from the bathroom. Someone else was in the room. Just as I was standing to walk toward the bathroom, the door opened and out came Anna, dressed to the nines and putting on an earring as she walked towards me. She looked fantastic.
"Better get going," she smiled. "You don't want to be late."
I smiled back at her. I was having one of my dreams that Anna was alive again. This happened to me so often through the years that it didn't even phase me anymore. These were the dreams that allowed me to never have any reason to pursue any other relationships, or even have sex. I had actually reached the point where I could control my dreams, I could keep myself from waking up so that we could spend time together, and more importantly, I had become so adept at controlling my dreams that I could manipulate the characters in my dreams to do what I wanted. I lived in a dream world where I could have whatever I wanted, whoever I wanted, and however I wanted. I didn't need reality.
While I had to work at it to gain this ability, I think it was in part due to the brain damage that I suffered in the accident. As I mentioned, my head injuries in the wreck caused some odd effects, and this was the biggest. My brain had been damaged in one way but had simultaneously developed an incredible skill.
So Anna would come to me in dreams, and we would talk, and laugh, and enjoy each other just as before. Sometimes it almost seemed like she knew it was a dream too, but we didn't talk about that, we just enjoyed the time we had. We also had sex, and when you are in complete control of all the images and words and people, sex is pretty fantastic. Imagine being able to do whatever you wanted in your dreams and have other characters look and act the way you want. I could instantly change their hair color, or have them suddenly change into sexy lingerie. I could make them taller or fitter or tanner or whatever. I could give myself a 12 inch cock. I could bring in a third party and have a threeway. Since I controlled the dream, I could control Anna's reactions, so if we had group sex with Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie, she would enthusiastically enjoy it, and so would they. If I wanted to, I could have Anna suddenly grow an attractive cock and rub it up against mine as I licked and sucked her breasts. I'm not saying I have done that, not saying I haven't, just saying I could. It was realistic, fabulous fulfillment of every fantasy, guilt free.
And here she was, visiting me in my hotel room.
"I'm almost ready," I said, standing up to wrap my arms around her in a warm embrace. I could feel her, hold her, and smell her. The only shortfall of my dreams was that I could never manage to focus on her eyes. When I looked into her eyes, they became fuzzy and unfocused. If I looked away, they seemed to sharpen, but as soon as I looked back they were out of focus. So I spent a lot of time looking at her almost sideways.
She looked fantastic, in a silky black dress that I often dreamed she was wearing. It came up to about mid thigh and showed off her toned and tanned legs, my second favorite thing about her. It also showed just a hint of cleavage up top, and when I wished it I could see her nipples through the fabric.
I effortlessly moved the dream in the direction I wanted. I chose to be sitting naked on the edge of the bed, in a candlelit hotel room. I chose to have an impressive eight inch cock (no reason to overdo it) and chose to be semi aroused, so that my cock hung heavy in front of Anna's face. I chose to have her look at me hungrily, licking her lips for a moment, before she moved in and softly kissed my cock, first one side, then the other, then softly again on either side of the head. Then I had her lick the head, her tongue long and full, so long in fact that it could twirl around my cock. My cock quickly became fully aroused, and she had to move up on her knees to take me enthusiastically into her mouth. It didn't take long for my orgasm to well up inside me, and when I came it was like an exploding firehose, the volume and intensity ridiculously well beyond reality. I came in volumes, coating Anna's chest with a thick white cream.
"Wow, I think you've missed me," she smiled, as she dragged her index finger across her chest, scooping up some of the milky liquid and sliding her finger seductively into her mouth.
"I always miss you," I replied. "You need to visit more often."
She smiled and leaned back away from me, she was naked now. She took another handful of the creamy white coating on her chest and used it as a warm lube as she rubbed it on her pussy.
"I'm here anytime," she said.
"I wish I could see your eyes," I said.
She blushed and looked away. She was back in her little black dress again, looking clean and beautiful and ready to go to the art show. After a moment she raised her eyes back up towards mine, and I gasped as I suddenly realized that for the first time in over 20 years of dreams, I could see her eyes, one brown, one blue, both glowing up at me. As I recovered from the initial shock, my eyes refocused, and suddenly I realized that I wasn't looking at Anna anymore. The reason I could see her eyes was that it wasn't her. It was Sara, looking up at me warmly.
I jolted awake to find myself alone on the bed in the hotel room. Where did that come from, I thought. Before I could figure that out I got a wake up call from the front desk, and I had to get ready for the show.
In the short walk to the art gallery, I couldn't stop thinking about Sara and the dream. I had been controlling my dreams so completely for so long it was shocking to have something change unexpectedly. I had to admit that it was a pleasant surprise, I was wishing I hadn't been startled awake.
The art show and my presentation went quite well, it was a script I had been doing so long I could have done it in my sleep. Meet the important people, have the usual conversations, give the speech that I have given once a month for the past five years. My favorite part of the entire process was watching people look at the paintings before and after the presentation, they were often visibly amazed and moved at Anna's work. It made me feel good that her work was still having an impact on people.
One thing I didn't see was Sara, not before, during or after the presentation, and I spent a lot of time looking. There were several hundred people at the event, so I easily could've missed her. I had pretty much given up as I watched the crowd thinning out. I found myself standing in front of a large painting of Anna's eyes, gazing into her eyes and remembering what it was like to look into them earlier, in the dream.



"It's almost like she's here, isn't it," said a small voice behind me.
I turned and I realized, after a double take, that it was Sara. It was Sara, but she looked a lot different. She was neatly dressed in a sexy librarian look, with a simple white blouse, medium black skirt and black high heels. Her wavy brown hair curled around her face and went down past her shoulders. She was stunning, and so much different that she could have been in the crowd and I wouldn't have noticed.
"Sara, so glad to see you," I managed to stammer. "You, uh, dress up quite well."
"Thanks," she blushed. "I enjoyed your presentation, very intriguing."
We went and got a glass of wine as the crowd continued to thin out, and we walked around together looking at some of the paintings.
"There was one painting I was hoping to see that they didn't have on exhibit," she said.
"Which one was that?" I asked.
"Eyes at Midnight," she said. "It's my favorite. I've seen it on the computer, but I was really hoping to see it for real."
Eyes at Midnight was one of the last paintings Anna ever painted. It was not that well received by the critics or by the public, but it was my favorite. It was a dark, brooding self portrait that Anna had painted in the middle of the night. The eyes didn't have as much detail and color as usual, but there was a depth to it that I found mesmerizing. I was impressed that Sara had been moved by it as well.
"Interesting that is your favorite, it is mine as well," I said. "In fact, I have a full size print of that piece that I take with me when I travel."
The words were just out of my mouth when I realized what I had just said. "Wait, I have the print with me, I could show it to you now."
Sara's face lit up. "Oh, would you, that would make this trip complete."
"Of course, my hotel room is just a short walk from here, we can go see it now," I said. I suddenly realized that I had just invited a young attractive girl back to my hotel room.
To her credit, Sara did not react one way or another, she acted as though there were no implications. I had to remind myself that it was unlikely that a 20 something girl would be interested in a 40 something man, but I still became a bit nervous. We stepped out of the gallery into the cool night air and took a slow stroll down the sidewalk to the hotel. I struggled to make conversation as my mind raced. On the one hand, I was nervous about making an awkward advance to an attractive young girl, on the other hand I was nervous about letting the opportunity pass. And of course I was nervous about spending time with a real woman, something I hadn't done in over 20 years.
By the time we got to the elevator I was out of small talk. We went quietly up to the room and then went inside, where I spent the first few moments tossing dirty clothes aside. The room had a double bed and an adjacent living room area with a couch and other chairs. Interestingly, Sara walked by the couch and sat down on the edge of the bed, which I took as either a suggestion that she was interested in having sex or that the idea was so remote that the implications of sitting on the bed didn't matter.
I went to the closet and went into my wardrobe case, where I kept the print of the Eyes at Midnight. I hadn't told Sara this, but not only did I travel with the piece, it was generally the last thing I looked at every night before going to bed. The print was about two feet square, so when I handed it to Sara she could easily hold it in front of her to look at. As it came into her hands, she audibly gasped, and one hand came up to her mouth. I've seen a lot of strong reactions to art, but I don't think I have ever seen someone so immediately taken by a work. She didn't say a word, she just sat there, stunned and mesmerized by the painting. Her eyes misted up, but they never left the painting. For the next ten minutes or so, she just sat there, looking into the eyes, occasionally moving her fingers over the print. It was an incredibly moving experience, which she was having all by herself. It was like I wasn't even there.
In fact, when I mumbled something about going to the bathroom, she didn't even react. I went into the bathroom and tried to collect myself somewhat. Sara was here for the art, not for me. I splashed cold water on my face and looked at myself in the mirror. I looked into my own eyes, haggard, tired, lonely. As I did ever too frequently, I resigned myself to the idea that I was never going to be with a woman again, and it was best just to be satisfied by my dreams. I figured I would just go back out to the room, talk to Sara about the painting some, then walk her back to wherever she was staying.
But when I walked back out into the room, Sara was lying on her back on the bed, and I quickly realized she was fast asleep. She held the painting in her hands over her chest, and she looked peaceful, beautiful and angelic on the bed. I took the opportunity to admire her petite body. She was small, but surprisingly shapely. Even on her back, her breasts pushed impressively upward on her silk blouse. Her skirt had ridden up some on her thighs, and her legs were toned and attractive.
I tried to wake her, but I really didn't have the heart to, because she looked so peaceful. I was able to pull her long, delicate fingers off the print and then took her heels off and pulled the covers over her. I thought briefly about sleeping on the couch, but then I decided that the bed was big enough for both of us, it wasn't like anything was going to happen anyway. I stripped down to a t shirt and boxers and collapsed into bed. I left the light by the bed on in case Sara woke in the night. I was exhausted from the tension of my day with Sara, and I was quickly asleep.
I'm not sure when exactly that I woke up. I was on my back, and it took me a minute to remember where I was. Hotel room. Chicago. Oh yeah, and there was a young girl in bed with me as well. I turned to look over at Sara and my heart stopped. Her face was turned towards me, she was wide awake, and looking at me intently. By intently, I mean like she was practically studying me, her eyes were wide open. Her eyes were focused, intense, a little sad, but there was something else there as well.
I had no idea what to say, so I just looked back at her looking at me. I had a brief run of imagination that involved me being in a news story—man invites stranger into his hotel room and she goes crazy and murders him in the middle of the night.
We lay there a long time, just looking at each other, no words were spoken. Then, to my total shock, Sara leaned over and kissed me.
My head went into a tailspin and my body practically went crazy. My heart was suddenly pounding, my stomach was doing flip flops. She didn't wait for me to react, she just leaned in further and kissed me harder. I felt my mind go blank as I kissed her back. She was immediately aggressive, sliding over the bed and on top of me, and I realized as her warm skin covered my body that she was naked. Like a hungry animal, she pulled off my shirt and then pushed my boxers off, and before I knew it she had her legs wrapped around mine and her arms pulling me close. Through it all, she never stopped kissing me, warmly and passionately like a longtime lover. I never really had any time to react, she was totally in control. I suddenly realized that my cock was hard, and I could feel her warm, wet pussy poised above my cock. Her eyes met mine, and I noticed her eyes looked much different than before. They had more color, more depth, more emotion. I had seen these eyes somewhere before, and about the moment that I realized her eyes reminded me of a painting, she lowered herself onto me and I gasped as my cock immediately slipped inside her all the way to the hilt.
I was completely overcome with the feeling of being inside Sara. It felt incredible, beautiful, like it was meant to be. She was holding me so passionately, like I was some kind of divine object. For me, it had been over 20 years since I was inside a woman, but this was so much more than anything I had ever expected. The sex life of my dreams had been awesome and intense, but this was miles beyond any of that.
My hands roamed freely over Sara as she straddled me. I caressed her perfectly shaped breasts, ran my fingers over her face and through her hair. I stroked her arms, her legs, her hips. She continued to control the action as I was on my back. She was grinding her hips onto me, taking my cock deep inside her and then almost all the way out, then back deep inside again. Her eyes were closed with passion now, but I kept mine open, loving every expression, every moan, every time she leaned down to kiss me again. Her kisses were so soft and passionate I couldn't let her go, and I pulled her down close and kissed her hard, and then harder. My hands were on her lower back now, helping her to move her hips rhythmically. She was so small it was easy to move her body.
Then my hands moved around to her tight but shapely ass, and both my hands found a cheek. Her ass cheeks were so small and tight that they fit easily into my hands. I lovingly squeezed her ass with both hands, and she gasped with pleasure as I pulled her down hard on my cock. Even though I was on my back, I began to take control of the motion, gripping her ass and driving my cock into her, harder and deeper. I could feel my orgasm slowly beginning to build, and it felt like we were moving onto some other plane. My hips began to thrust upward off the bed, lifting her little body up as I drove my cock up into her, my hands still gripping her ass. She screamed into my mouth as we kissed, and I probably screamed back. My back arched high and I swear I lifted her two feet off the bed. As I exploded into her, I absolutely and completely lost all control. Then I passed out.
When I jolted awake, I was still in the bed, and sitting at the foot of the bed was Anna. She was dressed in a short football jersey and cowboy boots. I suddenly realized that I was in one of my dreams. I looked around for Sara but didn't see her.
"She's gone," Anna said, smiling slightly.
I immediately felt a strange pang of guilt. After all, I had just cheated on my soul mate, albeit one who had been dead for 22 years.
"I like her," Anna said. She grinned at me devilishly. "Maybe we could have a threesome with her sometime."
I briefly thought about pushing the dream immediately into that direction, but it didn't seem like quite the right moment. Instead, I held out my hand to her, and pulled her up onto the bed with me. She cuddled up beside me in the bed, her head on my chest and my arm around her shoulders.
"I love you," I said.
She was quiet for a while, I wasn't sure if it was her or me controlling this dream. "I love you too," she said. "But maybe it's time to try something new."
I couldn't think of a response, so I just held her in my arms and waited for sleep to come back. Or go away.
When I woke up again, it was dawn, and I was alone. I went and looked in the bathroom, stuck my head out the door to search the hall. I walked down to the lobby and looked around, no Sara. I went back to the room and looked around, there was no sign of Sara. Not only was she not there, there were no signs that she had ever been there. No note, no clothes left behind. The painting she had been so intrigued by was on the bed.
It took me a while to settle on the realization that she had left without saying goodbye, or leaving a note. I went through the natural progression of thoughts, that I had done something wrong, or done something offensive. But the glaring, overwhelming thought nagging my mind was a completely different concept—that she had never been there. Had Sara been a dream? I sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed my eyes, trying to clear my head. Had it been a dream? Did she even come to the room at all? Or worse yet, had I completely imagined her being on the plane, being at the art exhibit, being in my bed?
As I reviewed the details in my head, I realized I didn't know Sara's last name. Had she never given it to me, or did I forget it? I couldn't remember, or didn't know, where she was from. With a mild shiver, I realized that all I knew about her was that she was an artist named Sara.
I spent the rest of the morning holding onto hope that she would come back. I visualized her bringing coffee. Climbing back into bed with me. Making love the rest of the day.
But none of those things happened. I checked out of the hotel, constantly looking around. I went to the airport, and walked from one end of the terminal to the other, looking for Sara. I sat down on the plane and watched passengers coming down the aisle, desperately hoping that Sara would be one of them. She wasn't.
But the time I got home I was so tired and devastated I went straight home. In all honesty, somewhere in the air on the way home I had made peace with the idea that Sara had been all a part of my imagination. I climbed into bed and fell into a deep, disturbed sleep, a sleep that lasted for two straight days, and oddly enough, involved no dreams.
When I finally did wake up, I felt refreshed and rejuvenated, ready to get my head together and stop living in the past, and/or stop living in my fantasy life. I took a long hot shower, shaved, had a big breakfast. I cleaned up the old art room that Anna had used, throwing away all the old paints and supplies that had been collecting dust. I was going through some old paintings when I saw it. An old painting of a girl with deep brown eyes. Eyes, that were, without question, the eyes of Sara.
I felt a cold shiver down my back as I stared at the picture. How could Anna have painted the eyes of a woman who didn't even exist when she painted it? As I sat there looking into the eyes of the painting, I came to a more logical conclusion—Sara was all in my head, inspired by the painting.
I don't know how long I sat there looking at the painting, but at some point I fell asleep. I know this because I looked up and Anna was in the room. She had on a paint smock over pajamas and a fedora on her head. I never knew how she would show up for my dreams, so I was pretty used to random clothing.
Anna walked up behind me and embraced me, wrapping her arms around my shoulder and pressing herself into my back. "How's it going?" she smiled.
"Ok I guess, except for me losing my mind and not recognizing fantasy from reality," I answered.
"I wouldn't get too hung up on the details," Anna said. "Fantasy. Reality. Dreams. We all move back and forth between them."
"But don't you think I should be worried about imaginary people?" I said.
"You mean Sara?" she asked.
"Yes, Sara," I said, turning to look at her. "She doesn't exist, she's just a figment of my imagination, inspired by your painting."
"Are you sure?" Anna said. "She seemed pretty real. I mean, did she seem real to you when she was with you?"
I looked at Anna and put my head in my hands. I was having a debate about the existence of imaginary people, with an imaginary person. For the first time in a very long time, I didn't want Anna to be in my dream.
In the far reaches of my mind, I could hear a soft tapping noise. It gradually grew louder, to the point where I looked around to see where it was coming from. Anna was working on a painting, just a few feet away, and looked over at me and smiled. "You should get that," she said.
Then I was awake, sitting in Anna's art studio slumped into a chair in front of the painting of Sara's eyes. It was dark and quiet, and I was all alone. Then I heard the tapping again. I realized someone was knocking, very softly, on the front door. I went over and opened it up, expecting to see the mailman. I was wrong.
It was Sara. She was standing in front of the door, her head down, her eyes brimming with tears. She was dressed simply in jeans and a thin sweater. She looked cold, and a kind man would have asked her in. But while I was a kind man, I was incapable of putting enough thoughts together to verbalize anything. After a long silence, she broke the ice.
"Hey," she said.
I breathed for the first time since I had opened the door. I was still too stunned to formulate any kind of intelligent response.
"It's you," I stammered.
She nodded, and I noted a kindness and understanding in the way she looked at me. She had totally mind fucked me in Chicago, and it was understandable that I was in a stupor. She didn't give me much chance to collect myself.
"I need to show you something," she said.
Before I could say anything, she held out her hand towards me, and I didn't know what else to do. So I took her hand.
She led me to her car and we got in the front seat without saying a word. She drove the car slowly and deliberately, and I sat there in a trance, not even paying attention to where I was, where we were going, or even how long we had been driving. It wasn't long before I didn't even recognize where I was, even though I had lived in the area for over 20 years.
I finally managed to say something. "Are you real?" I asked.
She didn't respond right away, she seemed to be trying to gather her emotions.
Finally she answered. "Yes, I fairly sure that I am," she said.
Just then she turned off the main road and onto a dirt road. The one way road was long and dark and bumpy, and it was a long time before we came to a clearing, where there was a small, attractive cottage. Sara pulled in front and stopped the car. We got out, and once again, she took my hand and led me inside the house.
Her hand was warm and slightly sweaty, and it felt good to hold it. It made me feel like Sara was real, even if it was just for now.
She turned on some lights as we came in, the cottage was very simply and attractively decorated. She led me toward the back of the house, toward a set of french doors. When we reached the doors she paused, and took a breath. She looked over at me, almost as if she was measuring if I was going to be able t handle what she was going to show me. Then she turned the knobs on both doors and pushed them into the room.
The french doors opened into a larger than expected room. No furniture, stark white paint, no windows. In the middle of the room were several easels, with partially completed paintings on them. Covering the walls, in nearly every inch of available space were paintings. Paintings of eyes. They were Anna's paintings.
My mind exploded. How did these paintings get here? Had this strange girl stolen my wife's paintings? Why did she bring me here?
"What the hell..." I stammered, then suddenly I noticed a tiny detail, just out of the corner of my eye. I walked over to one of the paintings and looked at it closely. Then I looked even closer, looking at the detail. They were Anna's paintings. But she hadn't done them. I knew every painting Anna ever produced, they were filed in my head like an encyclopedia. These paintings looked exactly like Anna's work, but they were different, so subtly different that I may have been the only person to notice.
I began to walk around the room, slowly, examining each painting carefully. There were hundreds of individual paintings. I had to admit, each painting was very well done. Someone had done an incredible job of mimicking Anna's style.
I turned angrily towards Sara, ready to confront her, challenge her, yell at her. But when I saw her, I stopped myself before I said a word.
She looked so tiny, so innocent, so emotional. Her hands were on her mouth and she was crying as she looked at me. She looked almost like she was in pain.
I took a breath and reloaded. "Where did you get these paintings?" I said softly.
She gulped back tears. "I did them," she said.
My eyes squinted at her in disbelief. "You...painted...these?"



She nodded, and I feared she was going to fall to pieces the way she looked, so I waited a moment to let her collect herself.
"Sara, there are hundreds of paintings in this room, and you told me that you had only seen Anna's work a month ago in a magazine," I said, somewhat sternly. "How could you have possibly painted all these in a month?"
Her eyes glistened back at me, full of tears. Something was clearly tearing her apart.
"How could you paint all these in a month?" I said again.
"I didn't," she said softly. "I've been painting these since I was 12 years old."
I felt my knees get suddenly weak. How could she paint in the exact style of Anna—a very unique style—without ever having seen her work?
She had to be lying, or mistaken, or someone was pulling a giant hoax on me. Maybe she had seen Anna's work as a child and it had imprinted on her and she was some kind of genius mimic. Somehow she was using my dead wife to profit off of it all. My fingers were rubbing my temples as I tried to sort out the madness.
Sara walked slowly towards me. "I started having visions when I was 12. Visions of these eyes. They haunted me, haunted my thoughts, even my dreams. I didn't paint them, they painted themselves, using me to hold the brush. I've never even sold a single one."
Everything she said was confusing me more, I almost wanted her to stop talking so I could sort it out. But I also had to know what the hell was going on.
"I don't understand," I said rubbing my forehead. "This doesn't make sense."
"When I saw Anna's art in the magazine, I realized where my visions were coming from," she continued. She spoke so softly that I had to strain to hear.
I pushed two fingers hard into the center of my forehead. "So are you trying to say that my dead wife has been giving you visions of paintings?" I said.
"Not exactly," she mumbled, turning away from me. "Let me show you something else."
She walked over to an easel that was holding a covered painting. I followed behind her, my brain still whirling with all the data she was throwing at me.
"I painted this a year ago," she said. She reached up and pulled the canvas cover off, and my knees went weak once again.
I was staring into my own eyes. They were the exact color, shape, hue, it was like a photograph. Except for one thing. Showing up as a reflection in each pupil, you could see a man and a woman standing side by side, holding hands. As I stood there, completely stupefied, I realized that Sara was standing beside me, holding my hand. I looked closer into the pupil, looking at the detail. The people reflected in the pupils were me and Sara. Not only were we the exact reflection depicted in the painting, as I looked closer, I realized that the reflections in the pupil were wearing the exact same clothing as we had on.
I staggered back from the painting, completely overwhelmed. The room was spinning and I had to find a place to sit down. Luckily I collapsed into a chair before passing out. Sara came over and knelt in front of me. Her hands were on my knees and she looked up at me with deep concern.
"I didn't know how to tell you," she said. "I saw your picture in the magazine and I knew it was you. I found out you were going to Chicago and booked seats on the same flight." She stopped and smiled to herself. "I even bought two tickets, so we would have privacy to talk. After I met you, that night in the hotel...I suddenly realized what was happening to me."
My mind was still scrambling to make rational sense of all this. In a final, desperation grasp at a possible reason for all this, I settled on the idea that Sara was a deranged stalker who had somehow mimicked my wife's work and was probably going to kill me and bury me in the backyard. That made as much sense as anything. I tried to clear my head and start over.
"I still don't understand any of this," I said. "If these visions that you have that led you to create these paintings, if they aren't from my wife, where are you getting them from?"
Sara looked down for a few moments, collecting herself. She even reached up and took out her contact lenses, which had to be flooded from all the tears.
"The visions I'm having are not coming from Anna," she said softly. "I am Anna."
She looked up at me as she said it, and my whole body went completely cold as I looked into her teary eyes. One was blue. One was brown. She had been wearing colored lenses to hide it.
In a split second that seemed to last for an hour, everything became completely clear. Looking into her eyes immediately explained everything. Like I said at the beginning of the story, I had never seen another pair of eyes like Annas. Until now. And just like Anna had always said, the eyes are the windows to the soul, and looking into her eyes left me absolutely no doubt that I was looking at Anna.
I leaned down and swept Sara up into my arms, carried her to her bedroom and eased her down onto the bed. For the next four hours, we made love without speaking a word, stopping from time to time but never leaving each other's side. During the entire time, we never once, for more than a moment, stopped looking into each other's eyes. I was never warmer, never more aroused, never more satisfied. I was completely hypnotized, mesmerized. I was making love with my long dead wife, but I was also having sex with a beautiful young girl. She seemed to know just what to do, so it was almost like I was enjoying one of my controlled dreams.
When we finally stopped, we were on the bed, lying on our sides facing each other, looking deep into each other's eyes. It was midnight, dark and quiet.
"Do you know what today is?" she whispered.
I did not know what day it was. I did not know what month it was, or even what year it was. I did not know what was real or a dream, all I knew was that I was here, and Anna was here. I didn't care what was real or what was a dream, as long as I could be here with her.
"Today is the day I died, 22 years ago," Anna whispered.
I closed my eyes as the date suddenly hit me. Today was the anniversary of the wreck.
"Today is also the day I was born, 22 years ago," Sara said. "Today is my birthday."
Epilogue: Dr. Sara Williams was busy finishing up her rounds in the coma patient ward, affectionately known by the staff as the endless party zone. She was neatly dressed in a white blouse and a medium length black skirt, and her wavy brown hair framed up an attractive face. She pulled a chart off the bed of a patient and then checked a printout coming off of a machine hooked up to the patient.
"Hm," she said.
The attending nurse stepped up closer and looked over her shoulder at the printout. "What is it doctor?" she asked.
"Just an interesting anomaly with the brain activity for this patient," she said. "Every year at this time he has a spike in brain activity."
"What happened on this date that would cause that?" said the nurse.
"Twenty two years ago today he was in a really bad car accident, his wife was killed in the wreck," she said.
"Wow, that gives me chills," said the nurse.
As Sara put the chart back on the bed and walked towards the door of the room, she glanced up at the wall. Hanging up on the wall was a haunting painting of a pair of eyes, looking down towards the patient on the bed.
"Who knows," she said as she walked out the door. "Maybe he's having some really great dreams."
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They arrived at the hotel door at the same time, which always happened. They smiled at each other like two people sharing an inside joke. He inserted the hotel card and pulled it out, as she smiled and raised her eyebrows.
"How appropriate," she said. "In and out."
They laughed entered the room. Once inside, they turned toward each other and embraced, a warm, but not passionate hug. As they pulled apart he softly kissed her cheek, and she smiled and gave him a look of minor disapproval.
A warm hug, while clothed, was ok. Kissing was outside the rules.
They stood facing each other in the hotel room and slowly they undressed. First he would remove an item, then he would watch her. They stood not quite three feet apart and one by one removed items until they were standing in just their underwear. She looked amazing in a little black teddy, while he looked her up and down in his white boxers. They were both fit, attractive people. Truth be known, one of the main reasons they stayed fit was because they wanted to look good for their little rendezvous. He ached to reach out and pull her toward him, but they both knew that wasn't going to happen.
Body contact was ok when they were dressed, but only minimal, incidental contact was allowed once the clothes came off. Nude contact was against the rules.
They moved over to the bed and climbed in together, coming close but not touching. They slid into the 69 position, and his hand slid down inside his boxers and around his already hardening cock. She moved her hand down to her warm crotch and began to touch herself, lightly at first but as she watched him becoming aroused it caused her to rub herself harder and faster. He pushed his boxers down so she could watch him stroke his cock, and she watched him, mesmerized. She leaned over and put her mouth close enough to his cock so that he could feel her warm breath. She brought her open mouth to the tip of his cock and came so close that he was inside her mouth without any touching. Then she moved her mouth up and down the length of his cock, blowing lightly and licking her lips.
Teasing was allowed. Touching was against the rules.
He rolled over on his back and she straddled him now, and his face sat just inches from her now wet panties, and he could smell her arousal. She gyrated above him slowly, closing her eyes, rubbed her clit, and imagining how good it would feel if his tongue was inside her. She moved down so close to him that she could feel his warm breath on her, and she was aching to grind her pussy right down onto his face.
But that was against the rules. No contact of any kind with the good parts.
After a while she climbed off him and sat kneeling beside him. They both continued to masturbate as they watched each other. Slowly she removed the black teddy and panties, and he removed his boxers, and they enjoyed each other's naked bodies. She moved over to straddle his hips, and once again without touching him, began to gyrate over him. Her fingers lightly caressed her clit as she watched him slowly stroking himself from end to end. From behind, it would look like she was fucking him hard, but there was no actual contact between them.
She knew just how to push him to the edge. As she masturbated herself with one hand, the other came up to her mouth and she sucked each of her fingers long and hard. As he looked up at her he licked his lips in appreciation.
Being irresistible was not against the rules. Torturing the other person with the understanding of unrequited sex was not against the rules.
They knew each other very well, and they could both sense that the orgasms were coming. Their motions became more impassioned, and in the middle of it, it became impossible to avoid all contact, and her body collapsed down onto his thighs and her hands came down onto his stomach as she lost control. The contact, minimal though it was, pushed him over the edge, and his cock exploded into the open air between them.
After a while, she rolled off of him and lay beside him on the bed, and they were quiet for a long time, enjoying the warm feeling of passionate sex, even though it wasn't quite. It wasn't quite sex because of the rules, rules that were there because they both had other lives, lives with other people, people who kept them from being unfaithful. The cleaned themselves up, watched each other get dressed, and then headed for the door. They hugged, more warmly this time, but still without passion. A warm, non-committal hug. Which was within the rules.
"In and out," she smiled. "How appropriate."
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Sam Cooper had enjoyed every minute of his final summer before his senior year in high school. It was mostly hanging out on the beach all day and partying all night with friends. The party went into high gear when his parents left for a three week European vacation, leaving him at home with his twin sister Katy.
But both Sam and his sister were in for a rude awakening when they both started summer soccer practice. Sam was the star on the men's team and Katy was a pretty strong player for the women. Both teams started practice a few weeks before school started back up. Their coaches had a short time to whip the teams into shape, and they were not wasting time.
Both practices were held at 9 am sharp, before it got too hot, but the mornings were humid and sticky. They would finish practice at 11 am, and then both kids would stagger home and lay on the couch in the ac and recover. Occasionally they would muster up enough energy to crawl into the shower, but mostly they just sat on the couch, watched tv, and ached all over. By the third day of brutal practices, both were having a hard time lifting their legs to walk. They were laying on the couch sharing their misery.
"This is murder," said Sam. "My legs hurt so bad from running it feels like someone is jabbing darts into me."
Katy nodded. "I can't ever remember being this sore, my whole body hurts. I'm not sure how I can keep this up."
"I remember last year it was bad at first, but eventually it started getting better, but this year it seems a lot worse," Sam replied.
"Agreed, much worse," said Katy. "One of the girls on the team said she went and got a massage, and that helped quite a bit. I'm thinking about giving it a try."
Neither had ever gotten a massage, but it sounded pretty good. They decided to give it a shot and set up a pair of appointments the next day right after practice.
Turns out that the massages exceeded their expectations in nearly every regard. They both felt better, were able to move around better, and were even looking forward to practice the next day. The only downside was that each massage cost $100, and neither one of them had that kind of money.
"I almost wish we hadn't gotten a massage now, it's going to kill me to know what I'm missing out on," said Katy.
"Me too, but there's no way I can come up with a $100 again for a massage, I'm broke," said Sam. "How about if I give you $10 and you give me a massage," he added jokingly.
"Yeah right," she snorted. "Dream on bro, there's no way I'm giving you a massage."
"How bout $20 then?" he laughed. "Or better yet, we'll trade, I'll give you a massage, and then you give me one."
Katy looked at him seriously for a minute, like she was either considering it or trying to figure out if he was serious. Sam had been kidding, but her reaction got him to thinking about it. He thought about it that afternoon, that night, and the next morning after a particularly brutal practice. He was laying on the couch in pain, staring at a blank tv, when Katy dragged in and fell face down on the couch, without even taking her cleats off.
"Good practice?" he asked.
"Ugh," she answered.
They sat there in silence for a while until Sam spoke up.
"You know sis, I've been thinking about the whole massage trade thing. I felt so much better after getting that massage the other day, but right now I'm not sure I'll be able to get out of bed in the morning. I don't see anything wrong with us trading massages, I work your sore muscles out and you work mine out, nothing weird there."
Katy didn't respond for a few minutes, and Sam was thinking she was either pissed off or asleep. Sam and Katy had the kind of relationship that they openly talked about anything. Being twins they had a special connection, but the best part of their relationship was the casualness of it. There was no subject that was taboo, no conversation they were uncomfortable having with one another.
"There's something weird about having your brother give you a massage, but I'm seriously considering it," she said finally.
"Ok, maybe a little weird, but it's not like we're having sex," he said. "There's nothing sexual about massage."
"Right, except that one person is rubbing the naked body of another person," she said.
"Well you can leave your clothes on if you want," he said. "We'll call it Massage Club.
"I'll think about it," she said.
The next day after practice, Sam was once again laying on the couch, eyes closed when Katy got home. She limped up to him on the couch.
"So do you want to go first, or second?" she said.
"All right then!" he yelled. "I'll do you first!"
"Ok, but first I need to establish the rules about Massage Club," she said. "Rule One is, we don't tell anyone about Massage Club. Rule Two is, we don't tell ANYONE about Massage Club. I don't want it to get out that I'm swapping massages with my brother."
"Agreed," he said.
There was a pause as the concept of a massage trade went from theory to reality.
"I, uh, guess we can do it here," said Sam, pointing to the couch.
"Right, that should work" said Katy. She awkwardly began to remove her cleats and socks, and for a moment it looked like she might go further, but then she opted to leave her shirt and shorts on and laid face down on the couch.
Sam got on his knees beside the couch, and suddenly realized he didn't know the first thing about giving a massage. He looked at the body in front of him and then at his hands, then tried to remember some of the techniques and areas that the masseuse used on him. He decided to start with the basic shoulder rub. He put both of his hands on her shoulders and began to squeeze and rub them.
To say it was awkward at first would be an understatement. Katy couldn't relax and Sam wasn't sure where and how to rub. But it didn't take too long before Katy was murmuring her appreciation and Sam was gaining some confidence. He worked his way down Katy's back, spending a lot of time working the areas that he knew were probably hurting her, because they were hurting him. He pushed his fingers down hard into her lower back, working his thumbs in tight circles, and he could feel her muscles gradually relax.
Next he moved down to her legs, where he knew she was hurting the worst. He started out gentle, mostly light rubs and caresses on one thigh, then the other, then moving down to the calf muscles, which he squeezed and rubbed. Finally, he got down to her feet, and he quickly discovered what Katy's favorite part of the massage was going to be. The first time he squeezed and rubbed her feet, she squirmed and sighed and practically screamed with pleasure.
When he finished, Katy couldn't stop raving about it.
"That was fantastic," she said. "I was tense at first, but after I started to relax it was awesome. Very good job bro, I think you have a future as a massage therapist."
Sam was happy that she enjoyed it, but his mind had moved on to the second half of the massage trade. He took his shirt off and got into position, face down on the couch.
He felt Katy's warm hands move into position on his shoulders and back. At first he sensed that she was a little uncertain about what she was doing, but gradually he felt her working into a rhythm. It was weird at first, but it also felt great.
"Let me know if I'm pushing too hard," she said. "The guy who gave me a massage the other day was a little too hard at times, your pressure was perfect."
"You're doing fine sis, just keep up the good work," he said.
It wasn't long before Sam was groaning with pleasure, part for the humor effect but part because it felt both good and bad to have his sore muscles worked. He had to admit that Katy had excellent, strong hands as she worked from his upper back to his lower back.
When she got to his tender, sore legs, he had to back her off a few times. His hamstrings were aching, and as she worked her fingers down the muscle he got to experience an odd combination of pleasure and pain. Then she worked down to his calves, and then onto his feet, and he quickly realized why she had enjoyed the foot massage so much. It was epic.
It was over too soon, and after they were done they sat and chattered on about how awesome the respective massages were, what they liked best, and how great of an idea it was. Katy felt the need to clarify one item and institute a new rule to Massage Club.
"Rule Three, no touching of private parts," she said sternly.
"Of course," Sam replied.
They also agreed that the couch was not too comfortable for the person giving the massage, so after scouting out different options they decided that future massages would take place on their parent's bed. It was big enough so that the person giving the massage had room on either side to kneel while giving the massage. They both agreed to set up another massage for the same time tomorrow after practice.
The next day it was raining, just not bad enough to cancel practice, so Sam and his sister trudged off to practice and played in the rain and mud. When he got home, covered in mud, Katy had already taken a hot shower and was waiting for him in a robe.
"I'm not touching that dirty body," she said, throwing him a towel. "Hit the showers, bro."
Sam took a quick hot shower, threw on some shorts and then went looking for Katy, who he found ready and waiting, face down on their parent's bed.
"Hurry up," she grinned, "I've been waiting for this all day!"
Sam laughed and quickly obliged. Katy had opted for a sports bra and panties today, which was a bit of a surprise to Sam, but in all honesty it was no more revealing than wearing a bathing suit. Still, she was showing a lot more flesh, and he couldn't help but admire the smooth, sleek, athletic curves of his sister. She also smelled deliciously clean coming out of the shower, and her tan skin felt smooth and supple under his fingers. He also liked the feeling of the soft bed a lot more than working from his knees on the couch, it was much more comfortable.
He followed the same routine as the day before, though he did end up going a little lower on her back and a little higher on her thighs. He stopped short just at the curve of her ass, but he idly wondered what she might do if he moved his hands higher. After all, the rule was no touching of the private parts, but would the ass qualify as private parts? He opted to play it safe. Once again, her favorite part was the foot massage. She jokingly made sounds that suggested that she was having a full on orgasm as he rubbed her feet.
"Okay, all finished," he said. "It sounded like it was good for you too."
She rolled over on the bed. "Hey, would you work the front of my legs this time, they are really sore," she said.
"Um, yes sure," he said, looking down at her beautifully toned legs. This was going to be a treat, even if it was his sister, he thought.
"I'll do your's if you'll do mine," she grinned.
"Deal," he said, and his mind went off on a tangent thinking about both of those events.
Sam squeezed and rubbed Katy's thighs, going as high on her leg as he could without coming into contact with her panties, but his fingers still managed to occasionally brush up against her panties. He could tell that Katy was really enjoying him massaging her thighs, her head was moving slightly from side to side and her mouth would drift open on occasion. He worked all the way up and down one leg, then clumsily climbed over her on the bed and followed the same routine on the other leg.
When he was finished, Katy once again gave him an enthusiastically positive review, adding that she had a feeling that he was really going to like it when she massaged the front of his legs too. Actually Sam had been thinking about how good that was going to feel the entire time he was doing it.
He took his place on the bed and felt his body relax as Katy's hands worked their magic. It may have just been that he was more relaxed today after going through it once, but it seemed like the massage was even better than the first one. He also noted that she went a little lower on his back, even lower than he had on her. Her hands worked right down to the top of his ass, and he really liked the way that felt. She also went even higher on his thighs. Her fingers worked their way up under his shorts and he loved the way she brushed up against the curve of his ass. He found himself wishing that she would just go ahead and give him a full on ass rub, but he wasn't bold enough to ask.
But the best part of the massage was definitely when it came time to roll over. He leaned back and closed his eyes as he felt her warm hands on the front of his legs. She started with his feet and worked her way up, first one leg then the other. As she neared the top of his thighs he couldn't help but feel tingly, even though it was his sister. Her hands were moving up achingly close to his groin, and the curse of being a teenager quickly took shape. He started getting aroused, and nothing he could do or think about would stop it. He opened his eyes and looked down. There was no denying the bulge in his shorts, but it seemed like his sister's attention was focused on his legs, so he hoped she didn't notice.
Eventually a combination of thinking about algebra and biting down on the inside of his cheek ended up reducing the swelling down to a reasonably unnoticeable level, just in time for the conclusion of the massage. He decided that she may have noticed, but if she did, she didn't seem to be making a big deal out of it, so he wasn't going to either.
Just like after the first massage, they both raved about how good it was and gave each other great reviews. They both agreed that it definitely felt better to get the massage after having a hot shower, and it was definitely better for both of them to do it on the soft bed, so they agreed to do the next one the same way.
"Rule Four for Massage Club, all massage sessions must be preceded by a shower," Sam said. "And Rule Five, all massages must take place on this awesome bed."
"Second the motion," stated Katy, trying to sound official.
"The motion carries!"
They were sprawled out on the bed, Sam in his shorts and Katy in sports bra and panties, relaxing and making jokes about what people would say if they found out they were giving each other massages.
"No matter what, this has got to stay a big time secret," said Katy. "Like Dad's porn stash."
"Wait, what?" asked Sam. "Dad's got a porn stash?"
"How could you not know, it's in the back of their closet," she said.
"Well I don't spend a whole lot of time in the back of their closet," he answered.
"I guess I'm more of a snoop than you," Katy said, climbing off the bed and walking over to the closet. She came back with a couple of glossy magazines and tossed one to Sam.
"Check it out," she said. "The 'rents got some pretty wild stuff."
Sam's eyes went wide open from just the cover of the magazine, it featured a girl with her hand wrapped around a guy's hard cock.
"Good gosh," Sam gasped.
Katy laughed as she climbed back on the bed and starting flipping through a different magazine. "Yeah, that's what I said."
Sam quickly became mesmerized looking at the magazine. It was high quality, the girls were hot, and it was quite explicit. His heart was beating fast and his breath was quick and shallow. He flipped a page and got to a picture of a girl who looked a lot like Katy, poised above a guy's hard cock with her mouth open, licking her lips as she was obviously about to take him into her warm mouth. Suddenly he realized that a tent had developed in the front of his shorts, and about that same time he realized that he was in bed with his half naked sister looking at porn magazines, and that he was aroused, and that was really weird. He looked over at Katy, who was thankfully too engrossed in a magazine herself to notice him. He rolled out of the bed, facing away from her, and headed toward the bedroom door.
"I gotta go," he mumbled, sounding pretty unconvincing.
"Don't forget to put that magazine back," Katy laughed. "When you're done with it..."
Sam slinked off to his room, closed the door and spent some more quality time with the magazine. Eventually he found himself jerking off to the picture of the girl who looked like Katy, and when he closed his eyes and felt the coming orgasm, it was Katy's face who was poised above his cock, ready to suck him dry. After his orgasm subsided, he reminded himself that he shouldn't be thinking about his sister that way.
The next day, Sam woke up feeling great, much less sore, and he attributed that to the two massages. He felt strong during practice, and as soon as it was over, he was anxious to get back home for another massage session with Katy. Occasionally he would get distracted by a fantasy about the massage becoming more intimate, but then he would remind himself that it was his sister he was fantasizing about.
He got home first and took a quick shower. He wasn't sure when Katy was getting home, so he wrapped a towel around himself and climbed faced down on his parent's bed. At some point he must've dozed off, because he woke up to the feeling of oil begin drizzled on his back.
"Hey, sleepy head, I found some massage oil in the back of the closet, I thought we'd give it a try," she said.
Sam felt the oil warming up his skin and it made her hands feel even better gliding across his body. She worked his shoulders for awhile, then she surprised him with a request.
"Would you mind if I sat on your back," she said. "It would make it easier to use both hands."
"Absolutely, whatever makes it easier," he said.
Katy swung a leg over and straddled his back, which allowed her to use both hands and lean hard into it. It made it a lot easier for her to use both hands at the same time, but it was also a lot more intimate. Sam could feel her warm crotch sliding across his back. As she worked her way down his upper and lower back, she slid down until she was resting on the backs of his legs. Sam could definitely tell a difference, she was able to use her weight to push down harder.
When she finished his back she flipped around so she was once again sitting on his back, but now she was facing his feet. She used both hands to go all the way up and down one leg and then all the way up and down the other. It was amazing, Sam couldn't help but groan. The towel was hanging pretty loose on him, and her hands would come all the way up and brush up against his ass.
Sam started thinking about how good it would feel to have his ass rubbed, and then it became all he could think about. Eventually he got the courage to ask.
"Hey sis, what would I have to pay extra to have you massage my ass?" he asked. He framed the question so that if she got offended by it, he could just say he was joking. He kind of expected her to slap him on the ass and tell him to rub his own ass.
Instead, she didn't say anything. She climbed off of his back, and he assumed that she had been so offended she didn't want to respond at all. He was about to apologize and roll over when he felt her climb back on top of him, this time on the backs of his knees. Then she carefully manipulated the towel so that one ass cheek was exposed, and she went to work rubbing his ass.
To say that having his ass rubbed felt amazing would be an understatement. She pushed down hard, rubbing his ass in little circles, and driving his hips down into the bed. The motion of his hips grinding into the mattress and her hands on his ass quickly led him to become rock hard, and he became harder still when he felt her fingers deftly moving the towel around to allow her access to the other cheek. It felt like her hands brushed up against his balls, and he almost became dizzy with arousal.
She was about halfway through the right ass cheek when Sam began to realize that he was going to have a tent pole sticking out of the towel when he rolled over. Try as he might, he could not distract himself to lower his arousal. When the time came to roll over, he did his best to bunch up the towel some in the front so it wasn't so obvious. He also kept his eyes closed and just pretended like he didn't notice that there was a giant erection filling up the towel.



To her credit, Katy said nothing, just dutifully continuing on with the massage. Sam could not help but be impressed with how Katy's massages had gotten better every day. She seemed to know just how hard to push and just where to rub. He felt like he might be imagining it, but it also seemed like she was teasing him with some of her touches. When her fingertips came up lightly on his upper thigh, it felt like she had to be millimeters from coming in contact with his balls. When she rubbed his upper thigh and hip, he could feel the sides of her hands coming tantalizingly close to his ever hardening cock.
"Want me to do your chest?" she asked.
"Um, yeah, I guess so," he answered.
"This does not mean you can do my chest, by the way," she grinned, as she dribbled some oil out on his chest and began to massage it in.
"Darn," he answered, and meant it.
Katy rubbed and massaged his chest, then moved down lower, rubbing her hands back and forth across his stomach, just above where the towel was. Sam's cock was on full alert. Just as he felt like he was losing control, she stopped and declared that his fun was over, now it was her turn.
Sam groaned his disapproval at his turn ending. "That was incredible sis, there's no way I can match that," he said.
"Well you can sure try," she answered.
Sam leaned up from the bed and opened his eyes, his sister was dressed in a short, silky white kimono, her hair still wet from the shower. The white silky robe looked fabulous on her tan body, Sam couldn't help but think to himself that if she wasn't his sister, there would be things he'd be doing with her in addition to massage.
She pulled off the robe to reveal that she was wearing a white sports bra and some lacy white panties. The panties were less revealing than the ones she had on yesterday, but they were also looser fitting.
Sam, still dressed in his towel, set in to trying to match his sister's epic massage. She cooed when he poured oil on her, and he liked the way the oil had his hands gliding over her. Following her lead, he straddled her as he rubbed her shoulders and back. Because he was taller he could straddle her upper thighs and still reach her upper back, all the while doing the best he could to keep the towel wrapped around him. There was no way he wasn't going to be aroused rubbing a hot girl in that position, even if it was his sister, and he was thankful she was face down. As he rubbed her back, his hips would move back and forth across her ass. If it weren't for the towel his cock would be sliding back and forth across her ass cheeks, an image that he could not help but imagine.
He slipped his fingers under the bra strap to massage that area, then worked his way down to her lower back. As he worked his thumbs into her lower back, his imagination took hold once again, and he visualized himself lifting her up on her knees and ramming his cock into her doggy style. The very thought of that, plus a soft moan coming from Katy, suddenly and unexpectedly pushed Sam over the edge, and he felt his cock exploding into the towel.
Somehow, someway, he experienced an epic orgasm and what had to be a gallon of cum without giving off any obvious signs of what had happened. He continued to rub and massage his sister, and thankfully the towel absorbed all of his load.
The intense orgasm relaxed him some, and he got back to focusing on the massage. He moved around so he was straddling her back and facing her feet, and began working on her legs, using the same method that she had used on him, using both hands to go from the top of one leg to the bottom. When he got to the top of her thighs, he would lighten his touch, seeing how close he could get to actually touching her pussy without actual contact. He sensed from her slight gyrations that she kinda liked it.
"Do you, um, want me to rub your, uh, butt?" he asked.
"I guess so," she said softly. "But I'm not taking my panties off."
"Ok, I think I can work under them," he said. He was still straddling her lower legs, so he poured more oil onto his hands and worked them gently under the loose fabric of the panties. He alternated between pushing his fingers into her ass cheeks, rubbing in tight little circles, and then he would back off and rub the full cheek with a more medium pressure. He didn't know how much Katy was liking it, she seemed a bit tense, but he was sure enjoying rubbing his hands over her fabulous ass. Even if it was his sister's fabulous ass. His dick was already hard again.
He didn't want it to end, but he was worried that Katy seemed a little tense, so after a few minutes of ass rubbing he gave her a gentle slap on the cheek. "All done with this side," he said cheerfully, trying to break the tension some.
She rolled over, looking a bit flushed, and Sam set in to working on her front side. She seemed pretty quiet, and he was worried that he had gone too far with the ass rub. But he also noticed that the front of her panties seemed to be wet. He spent a long while massaging her legs, and she seemed to relax and maybe even doze off. Since she had done his chest area, it seemed only fair that he would massage her torso area, but he wasn't too sure how to go about it.
"Do you want me to do your chest," he whispered.
She may have been asleep, or at least groggy, and she didn't answer right away.
"Um, I guess so," she said. She reached up and pulled the straps of her sports bra down, so her breasts were still covered but he could access her chest area. "But don't think about touching my boobs," she said laughing. "In accordance with Massage Club Rule Three."
"I'll be a perfect gentleman," Sam said. He worked his fingers in little circles on her chest, all the while admiring the gentle curve of her breasts. He had never really noticed it before, his sister had a great body. After a while he moved down below the bra area, rubbing her stomach with both hands for a while. There were a few times when the back of his hand grazed the bottom curve of her breasts, and a few times when his other hand grazed over the panties, but he kept his distance as best he could.
When he finished Katy was quick to slip her robe back on. She told him the massage was great, but she seemed pretty flustered, and then she said she had some stuff to do and had to run.
Sam was still sitting on the bed in the towel, wondering if he had gone too far with his massage, when she stuck her head back into the room.
"Rule Six, ass massage is definitely permissible," she said.
"Confirm that," said Sam.
"Same time tomorrow?" she asked.
"Absolutely," he said.
For the next several days, they fell into a similar routine, coming in from soccer and going straight to the massage trade. Sam became more relaxed with the massage every day, and he sensed that Katy was getting more relaxed as well. They had fallen into a comfortable rhythm where they knew what to expect from the other's massage, and both of them had taken to nearly dozing off during their turn. Sam wasn't sure if he liked giving or receiving the massage more, they were both fantastic.
Sam had taken to just wearing a loose towel during the massages, while Katy stuck with the bra and panties look, though her panties seemed to be getting smaller and smaller. Sam had respectfully kept her panties in place, letting his hand go under but resisting the urge to move them. But on occasion his ass rubbing would cause her panties to bunch up, giving him epic views of her shapely ass. She seemed to enjoy the ass massage part more and more every day, to the point that she was lifting her hips up off the bed just slightly, spreading her legs a bit to give him more access, and even grinding her crotch softly into the bed.
On Friday they had to make a change in schedule, they both had something going on after practice so they couldn't do the massage until late in the afternoon. But they both decided they'd rather reschedule than miss out on the best part of their day.
Sam was in his towel on the bed waiting for her when Katy came in with her white robe. She blushed a little when she saw him.
"I, uh, went to the store today and got something, to, uh, make it easier for you to massage, um, me," she stammered. Then she turned around and let the robe fall off her shoulders. She was wearing a thong.
Sam gasped and whistled. "Wow, looking good sis," he said.
"Thanks, I've never worn a thong before, and I really kinda like the way it feels on me," she said. "I really didn't like the ass massage part at first, but I started to like it more and more, and I figure a thong will make it easier for you."
Sam could feel his hands shaking at the thought of rubbing her bare ass. It might make access easier, but it was going to make some other things a lot harder.
Katy climbed into the bed and Sam set in on the massage. No matter what part of her body he was working, every time he got the chance his eyes were glued to her ass, and he couldn't wait to get his hands there. He was so distracted that he fumbled the oil trying to get it open and a bunch of it poured out onto her upper back and began rolling down toward her lower back.
"Shit sis, sorry about that, I'm getting your bra strap soaked with oil," he said.
"Just pop the clasp off," she said quickly, and Sam did as he was told. After a few moments she leaned up on her elbows and slipped the bra all the way off.
Now his sister was naked, face down, except for a thong. Sam was straddling her beautiful ass while wearing a small towel, and he was leaning back and forth as he rubbed from her lower back up to her shoulders. Then he moved down to her thighs, and calves, and feet, before moving back to the area where he most wanted to be. He put plenty of oil on his hands and began to rub and caress her ass. Without the panties in his way, he was much more free to work, and he could tell by the way she was moving her hips up and down and sighing that she was liking it as well. The room was starting to get dark and her ass looked amazing in the fading light.
After an extraordinarily long ass massage period, Sam let Katy know it was time to roll over.
"I can't exactly roll over without my bra on," she said.
"Well it's pretty dark, I probably couldn't see anything anyway," grinned Sam.
"Yeah right, you could see plenty," she responded. "I'll tell you what, you give me your towel and I'll close my eyes."
Katy said it like she was kidding, but Sam jumped at the idea. He took his towel off and draped it across her back.
"Ack, are you naked?" she screamed.
"Yes, you said you wouldn't look," he said.
"Ok, I'm rolling over," she said.
"Ok," Sam answered.
"Are you sure?" she said.
"Yes, go ahead!"
She carefully moved around so that she was laying on her back, and the towel was covering up her breasts. Sam thought he saw her glance over at his naked body, but it was hard to tell in the darkening room.
It was a completely different sensation for Sam giving a massage while nude, and it was better in every way. As he gave her a thorough rubdown, his cock was rock hard. He was taking Katy at her word that she was keeping her eyes closed, because periodically he could not stop the urge to stroke his cock a few times. With the room darker, him naked and Katy in just a towel and a thong, it had rapidly become by far the most erotic massage they had shared. His cock was rock hard the entire time, which was good, because if he had been semi erect he probably would've been jabbing her with his cock during the rubdown.
When he got up to her chest, he was dying to rip the towel away and massage her breasts, and he was thinking to himself that she wouldn't have resisted, but he couldn't bring himself to do it. Instead, he spent some extra time just above and just below her breasts, coming closer than he ever had to actually touching them.
He finished up with her stomach rubdown, and when he was finished and time for his turn, he just rolled over face down. He was loving the feeling of being full nude, and he was hoping she didn't put the towel back on him.
She didn't, and he also noted that she put the towel down on the bed, so while he couldn't see her because he was face down, he knew that she was now dressed just in a thong as she gave him his rubdown. He loved the feeling of having his ass exposed, and feeling Katy climb around on top of his bare ass as she rubbed his upper and lower body. But he nearly stopped breathing when she began to massage his ass. She took both of her hands and rubbed and caressed one cheek, then the other, and as she slid her hands from one side to the other he could feel her hands lightly brushing up against his balls. Then she began pushing him down into the bed as she rolled her hands over his ass, allowing him to grind his hard cock into the bed.
While that part ended too soon, it was only to get better when the time came to roll over. He wanted nothing more than to roll over, fully nude, with his cock proudly reaching towards the ceiling. But he wasn't sure what his sister would think about that.
"Hold on a sec," she said. Sam felt her move over on the bed and he realized she was putting her bra back on. That was a let down, but the way he felt now, he would rather be naked than see her naked. Then she got off the bed and he heard her light a match and looked over to see that she was lighting a candle by the bed. The room had gotten much darker, and the candle put out a dim but warm glow across the bed.
"Ok, time to roll over," Katy said, and just as he was about to roll over in the full nude he felt the towel on his back. She had thrown him the towel to cover up with.
Oh well, he thought. Probably for the best. He rolled over awkwardly, moving the towel over him. But rather than wrap the towel around himself, he just let a small portion of the towel cover up his midsection. His privates were covered, but in the most minimal way possible. He felt incredibly aroused thinking about Katy looking at his nearly naked body. When he opened his eyes briefly to look down at her, he became even more aroused. She looked incredibly sexy in her bra and panties, and while her hands were working on his legs, her eyes were on his crotch.
As she worked on his thighs, the towel kept shifting slightly, slowly exposing him more. He easily could've reached down and moved the towel back into place, but instead he shifted his legs, rotated his hips, and even subtly used his hands to pull the towel to the side.
Katy was working on his thigh, letting her long thin fingers move up to his hip, when the towel suddenly gave way and slipped off his body, exposing her to his full nude glory.
Sam held his breath while he waited for a reaction, he assumed that she would probably just pull the towel back over him. Instead, after a momentary pause, she went back to the massage. She ran her hands up one thigh and then the other, coming achingly close to brushing up against his rock hard cock, before moving up to rub his lower abdomen.
He took a deep breath, and then let it slowly out. Then he sighed, and then sighed again. He was having the most erotic experience of his life, and he had to say something.
"Feels sooooo good," he said softly.
"I can tell," she whispered back.
She moved up and began rubbing his chest and abdomen, and Sam's cock got harder than ever. She was moving her hands down over his stomach, covering every inch of his torso except for his aching cock. It was a fabulously sensuous tease, and he couldn't help but let out a soft moan every time her fingers came close to his cock.
She may have brushed up against him accidentally, or it may have been completely in his imagination, but whatever it was it sent him over the edge, and with a loud groan his throbbing cock released a torrent of fluid all over his midsection.
It didn't take long for Sam to go from being orgasmic to feeling guilty.
"Sorry about that sis, I guess I kinda lost it there."
"That's ok," she answered. "Is that the first time that's happened during our massages?"
"Not the first time, it has happened a few times," he said. "Your massages are so good you don't even need to touch the good parts."
"I wondered about that," she said. She took the towel and began to dutifully clean Sam's torso. She paused briefly to get a little bit of his load on her fingers, which she tested out by rubbing between her fingers and thumb. Sam made a mental note to remember that image for later. She finished cleaning him up and tossed the towel aside.
"So what about you," said Sam. "Have you had an orgasm during our massages?"
"Not quite, but close," she answered. "I tried for a long time to not be aroused, but well, it is just not that easy. Having your body massaged, even by your brother, is a pretty sensual experience."
"Very sensual," said Sam. He was relieved that they were talking openly about it. "I guess it is a good thing we have Rule Three."
"Yes, the rule about no touching of the private parts, is pretty key," she said. "Thank heavens for Rule Three. However, I think we should authorize a Rule Seven, that nude massage is allowed, as long as it is done in strict accordance with Rule Three."
"I concur on the addition of Rule Seven," Sam said.
"I would suggest that it is also prudent to include a Rule Eight, that states that there is nothing wrong with either participant becoming aroused, even to the point of orgasm, during said massage," Katy added.
"Motion seconded and enthusiastically passed," grinned Sam.
They sat there quietly on the bed for a while before she spoke up again. "You know, there is a way we could, sort of, get around Rule Three," she said.
Sam cocked and eye and looked at her. "Oh yeah?"
Katy got off the bed and walked over to the closet. She looked so damn sexy walking away from him in that thong. She disappeared inside for a moment and came out carrying something.
"Another treasure from the parent's sex closet," she grinned.
As she got closer, Sam realized that she was carrying a vibrator, a fairly life-like version. She turned the switch and it came buzzing to life. "This is the way around Rule Three."
"I'm not sure I'm following you," Sam said.
She smiled at him. "Well Monday is going to be our last day for Massage Club, because the parents are coming back Tuesday. So you have all weekend to think about it, I'll bet that you'll figure it out before Monday."
She tossed the dildo on the bed beside him and walked out of the room. It took him about five minutes of looking at the dildo and thinking about Rule 3 before it hit him. Like a ton of bricks.
It hit him like a ton of bricks all day Saturday and all day Sunday, and by the time Monday rolled around he had developed some pretty extensive ideas on how to violate Rule Three. Sam went to soccer practice in the morning in a complete state of distraction and somehow didn't injure himself. He rushed home after practice, when he walked into his parent's bedroom there was a note on the bed from Katy. It said that Final Meeting of the Massage Club would be delayed until 7 pm, and that she would see him then.
So now Sam had to endure a full afternoon of torture waiting for the next massage adventure. He couldn't help but wonder if Katy was just trying to drive him crazy. It was working, he was so wound up that he actually went for a run around 6 pm, and didn't get home until around 7.
When he walked into his parent's room, Katy was already there, face down on the bed covered by a white silk sheet. She had candles lit on either side of the bed, and the dildo was on the bed beside her.
"Hurry up," she said. "I've been thinking about this all weekend."
"Me too," he said. He took the world's fastest shower and came back wrapped in a towel. He got into the bed and pulled back the sheet to find what he had hoped, his sister, nude except for a lacy thong. Fully nude would have been better, but he could see her point in keeping things at least somewhat covered.



He wasted no time, getting her body oiled up and going through the usual sequence, starting with her shoulders and back, then legs. But he also incorporated the dildo into each segment. He turned the vibration on high and ran it all over her back, then her legs, and even on her feet, which tickled her so bad she had to squeal.
Then came the ass massage. He started with his hands, rubbing, caressing, tickling. Then he turned on the dildo and rubbed it across both of her ass cheeks, getting it oiled up. Then he slipped it down in between her legs, letting it slide once up and down the length of her thong covered pussy. Her body convulsed with the contact, and she moaned. She was no longer pretending that massage club wasn't erotic.
Sam teased her mercilessly, running the dildo slowly up the inside of her thigh, and then coming achingly close to her pussy before sliding it over to the other leg and repeating the process. He could tell from her subtle gyrations he was getting to her, she was trying to move into position so that the dildo contacting her clit. She spread her legs slightly wider and raised her hips off the bed, allowing him full access. Still, he teased her, keeping the vibrating dildo just inches away from her warm pussy.
Sam was enjoying teasing her and watching her react, but he was also uncertain about how far she wanted him to go. The fact that she had kept the thong on suggested that maybe he wasn't supposed to go too far with the dildo, maybe he was just supposed to massage the outside.
Katy put that issue to rest when she reached behind her and pulled the thong over to one side, exposing her glistening pussy. Sam got the message, and began to move the dildo closer, first massaging her outer lips, then slowly and carefully easing the head of the dildo inside, just barely. Katy gasped at the contact. Sam realized she was so wet that he could've easily slipped it quickly inside her, but once again he took his time, putting the vibrating tool in a little bit at a time, going a little bit deeper every time. She looked back and glared at him with a look that screamed "Put it in!" and she reached back and ripped the thong off. Finally, after a long and erotic torture, he slipped the vibrating cock all the way in, and Katy put her face into a pillow and groaned loudly.
Sam worked the vibrator in and out of her pussy, slowly at first and then gradually faster. He also turned the vibrator up so that it was now on high. At some point his towel had fallen away, and he was on his knees beside Katy, one hand on her lower back, the other working the vibrator in and out, with his cock as hard as nails poised just above her. She was beginning to move in rhythm with his thrusting of the vibrator, and then suddenly she got up on her knees so that he was fucking her doggy style with the dildo, and then she collapsed back down in a convulsion onto the bed. He sensed that she had enjoyed the benefits of the newly instituted Rule Eight, which approved all orgasms. He turned the vibrator down some and let it linger softly around the edges of her wet pussy.
"Fuck," she said.
Sam laughed. "Ready to turn over?"
Still in a post orgasmic funk, Katy turned over without even thinking about the fact that she was now completely nude. She put a pillow under her so her head was propped up and looked over at Sam. "Ready when you are," she answered, and closed her eyes.
Sam stood frozen above his sister, he was seeing her fully nude for the first time, and she was a vision. Her breasts were perfectly shaped and awesome to behold, and her pussy was clean shaven.
"Wow," he said.
"What?" said Katy.
"Wow, like, as in wow, you've got a fabulous body," he said.
"Oh, thanks," she said smiling. "You too."
Sam took a deep breath and collected himself. He went through the usual massage process, using his hands at first and then switching over to the dildo. It was super erotic to watch the vibrating cock move up and down her legs. Then he moved to her upper half, rubbing the cock over her stomach, then her upper chest, and then around her shoulders. Just when he thought it couldn't get more erotic, he moved the cock up to where it was massaging her neck, and then her cheek. Her eyes were closed as he was doing this, and he couldn't help but imagine that the cock he was rubbing on her face was his. As he moved it across her face, she turned slightly so that her mouth came in contact with it, and she kissed it softly.
From there he moved it down to her breasts, and, taking a chance, he moved the vibrating cock in slow circles around her breasts, moving closer to the nipples with each pass. Not sensing any resistance, he gradually rolled the cock over her nipples, which immediately caused her to roll her head to one side and sigh. He spent the next mesmerizing moments moving the vibrating cock in small circles around her nipples. He spent so much time on her nipples that he had to add oil a few times. He was pretty sure that she really enjoyed it, but he KNEW that he was enjoying it.
Next he moved the vibrator back down to her midsection, where he once again tortured her with teasingly coming closer and closer to her wet pussy. By the time he slipped it down between her legs, the vibrator practically slid all the way inside her with no friction at all.
Sam sat on his knees perched above her, one hand gently massaging her pussy with the vibrator, the other hand moving around and massaging her wherever the rules of Massage Club allowed, which was pretty much everywhere except the good parts. As sensuous as it was to watch her beautiful body writhing around beneath him, perhaps the most erotic thing was that she had opened her eyes, and she was staring at his cock. She had a pillow propping up her head, so she was close to eye level with his cock, and as he massaged her she ogled his body.
He turned up the vibrator and stepped up the pace just a bit, and before long she was wiggling around the bed and moaning. He felt her body tense up, and her hips lifted up off the bed. She squeezed her legs together so tight his hand couldn't move, but luckily the vibrator was inside her to the hilt. She jerked a few times and then she fell back on the bed, letting out a long, deep sigh and melting into the bed like jelly.
"Fucking hell," she gasped. "That massage was worth every penny."
Sam laughed. "Right, especially since it was completely free!"
"Not completely free, since now I have to give you your final massage," she grinned. "I guess I'd better make it memorable."
"It's already memorable," said Sam, moving over to lie face down on the bed. He put the towel down first, because he had a feeling he might need it.
It wasn't long before he KNEW he was going to need it. Katy climbed onto his back, as she had done previously, but this time, she was naked, and the very idea of that had his head spinning and his cock growing. She was straddling his back and rubbing his shoulders and back, and he could feel her moist crotch sliding up and down his oily back.
Then he heard the vibrator turn on, and he held his breath waiting on what would happen next. He wasn't sure how he felt about having a dildo massage, but the vibrations felt amazing on his body and he relaxed quickly. She worked it over his shoulders and neck and back, stopping just above his ass. Then she swung around so she was facing his feet and started giving his legs a rubdown. When she leaned down to reach his feet, Sam could feel her breasts dangling down onto his legs. Then she did his legs with the vibrator. It felt terrific, and the visual that he had of Katy's hands on the vibrator made it even better.
She switched positions again, this time straddling his lower legs, and started massaging his ass. It seems to Sam that she was pushing extra hard, grinding his cock into the bed, and he was starting to worry how long he could last like this without losing it.
Then he felt the vibrator, running up his upper thighs and over his ass, working one cheek and then the other, and then dipping down briefly into his crotch. The contact on his balls was electric, and there was no hiding it, his body jerked in response. She slid the dildo up and down the inside of his crotch, making contact with both his balls and his cock. The vibration feeling was well beyond anything he anticipated, and he felt himself losing control fast. He exploded forcefully into the towel, groaning loudly. He didn't care about hiding it, which made it much more intense.
Katy had climbed off of him and was kneeling beside him, lightly running her fingers over his back, down his ass and legs. When he finally caught his breath he rolled over, holding the towel to his stomach. Once he was on his back he used the towel to wipe up the load that was mostly on his stomach.
"Fuck," he laughed. "Now I know why you said that earlier."
She laughed back at him. "Good so far, huh?"
"Perfect," he said, tossing the towel aside. He propped his head up on some pillows, because while he was looking forward to having his front side massaged, he was really looking forward to WATCHING his front side being massaged, and he was really, really looking forward to watching his nude sister massaging his front side.
Katy didn't waste any time, getting right back to work. She moved down to the foot of the bed and started at his feet, alternating rubbing them first with her hands then with the vibrator. The vibrator tickled at first, but once he got used to it he really liked the way if felt on the bottom of his feet. Then she worked his calf muscles, slowly working her way up his legs. When she got to his thighs, she shifted herself up onto his legs, so now she was straddling his lower legs as she rubbed his thighs down with her hands and the dildo. The combination of seeing and feeling her fabulous naked body on top of him and having her caressing his thighs had his cock rapidly stiffening back up again.
Katy worked her hands up his upper thighs, being careful to steer clear of any direct contact with his cock. As she worked her way upwards, she would lay down a stream of oil first, then follow up with her hands and then the vibrator. She had a hand on each thigh, and she would slowly move her hands upward on his legs, and as she did so she would bend forward at the waist. Then she would glide up past his groin and then over his stomach, then back again. After a while, she crawled up past his knees, so now she was perched on his thighs, and she continued the pattern, sliding her hands all the way up to his chest and shoulders. For her to reach up that high, she was bending over so that her stomach was nearly brushing up against his cock. Then she would move her hands back down until she was once again in a sitting position. After a couple of epic repetitions of this, she took the oil bottle and dribbled some more out onto his thighs, then his stomach, then his chest. Then she moved the bottle over his cock and squeezed a drop out of the bottle. Sam watched mesmerized as the drop appeared at the bottle opening, gradually gathered enough weight for gravity to take over, and then moved through the air in slow motion until it landed with a splash on the top of his cock. He smiled and groaned his approval, so she did it a few more times, until his cock was nice and slick with oil.
She turned on the vibrator and began to systematically work the tool over his upper and middle body, coming close, but not quite touching, his now throbbing hard cock. His eyes pleaded with her to rub it up against his cock, but she was enjoying torturing him as he had tortured her. And it was torture, wonderful torture.
Just as he decided he couldn't take it anymore, she sat upright on his legs and held the dildo in her hands where he could see it. She grinned at his pleading eyes, and then she began to stroke the dildo with her long thin fingers. She poured some oil on it and began to slowly jerk it off, stroking it through her fingers. Then she lifted the cock to her mouth and she kissed it, once, twice, and then she licked it the entire length.
"Ohhhh, you are sooo, sooo bad," Sam said.
She laughed wickedly at him. "Yes I am," she said.
She shifted on the bed so that she was straddling his right thigh, her wet crotch slick on his leg. She turned the vibrator up and lowered it slowly to his cock. She ran it slowly around his balls and then up one side of his hard cock and then the other. He realized with utter disappointment that there was no way he was going to last very long. He didn't want this to end, his cock had never felt better. He breathed deeply and tried to relax to make it last as long as possible.
Meanwhile Katy seemed to be having a fantastic time giving him a cock massage, and it also seemed to be turning her on. As she ran the vibrator over his cock and balls, she was grinding her pussy into his leg, gyrating slowly back and forth.
He felt the orgasm starting in his toes, working up through his legs, in every hair follicle on his head, all welling up. His whole body felt like it was on fire, and as Katy leaned forward and put her face within inches of where the two cocks were rubbing together, he began to lose control. She was moving the dildo in circles around his cock, and he was so completely aroused that time seemed to slow down. His cock was pointing straight up at the ceiling, and she was looking at it with fascination as she slid the oily dildo around and around the head of his cock. His back arched up and he made some kind of primal groan and then he was exploding, seemingly everywhere. Katy reacted as well, humping his leg faster as she watched his cock spewing uncontrollably. In all the thrashing they both lost sense of where they were.
When the wave of passion had passed, Katy fell over sideways onto the bed, and he tried to catch his breath. Eventually they ended up laying on the bed, side by side, quietly regaining their composure.
Neither said a word for a long, long time, and then out of the blue, Katy started to giggle. Slowly at first, then faster, more out of control. It was contagious, and before long Sam was laughing as well, and it fed on itself until they were both laughing hysterically.
Eventually Sam finally caught his breath from laughing. "We are both completely nuts," he gasped.
"No doubt," said Katy. "It's a good thing for Rule One and Two or they'd put us in the nut house."
"We're nuts, but wow, that massage was beyond all my fantasies," he said.
"Oh, you had fantasies?" she grinned.
He blushed but she saved him.
"Me too," she said. "I'll say this, us not having sex was the best sex I've ever had."
"Ditto," he said.
They lay quietly in the candlelight on the bed for a while.
"I guess it is probably a good thing that Massage Club has to come to an end tonight," Sam said. "Who knows what we'd have done in the next session?"
"Right, we'd probably get some crazy ideas about adding some new rules," she said. "Like Rule 9, that while we are not allowed to TOUCH each other's SPECIAL areas with our HANDS, maybe we could TOUCH each other's SPECIAL areas with OTHER parts."
As she said this, she illustrated by taking the dildo and slipping it into her grinning mouth.
"Oh my," he said. "I think Rule Nine would be crazy. Insane. Out of control. And I am completely in favor of Rule Nine."
She laughed and hooted. "Rule Nine approved!"
"We might also consider Rule Ten," Sam said. "While Rule Three prohibits touching each other's privates, Rule Ten would clarify that it is permissible for each other's privates to come in contact."
"Eeeck, pervert alert," she screamed, throwing a pillow at him. "You're talking about your sister you sick twisted freak. But since we are never going to have another Massage Club meeting, I am going to vote in favor of Rule Ten."
"I guess it is a very good thing that Massage Club is closing for business, I think we're having a little too much fun," Sam said.
"Fun while it lasted," she replied.
Just then the phone beside the bed rang, and Katy reached over and picked it up. Sam couldn't hear the voice on the phone, he just heard Katy's side.
"Yes. Uh Huh. Ok. I understand. Ok, that's no problem, we'll see you then."
She hung up the phone and got a weird look on her face.
"Who was that?" Sam said.
"Mom and Dad," she said.
"Ah, what did they want, to tell us what time to pick them up at the airport tomorrow?"
"Not exactly," she answered. "They won't be at the airport tomorrow, they decided to stay another week."
Sam felt the air coming out of his lungs as this news sunk in. "Another week?" he stammered.
"Yep, another week," Katy said.
"Wow," Sam replied.
The lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, in silence, letting the news settle in.
"So, I reckon that Massage Club might have a few more sessions," Katy said slowly.
"Indeed," said Sam. "I guess we'll have to come up with some more rules?"



        The Massage Club Pt. 02

        Siblings continue their massage trades.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-massage-club-pt-02

Title: The Massage Club Pt. 02

Author: SPEN STERLING

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Siblings continue their massage trades.

Tags: massage, sibling, brother-sister, incest

Series: The Massage Club


It was the morning after the seventh day of The Massage Club, the name that Sam and his sister Katy had come up with for their daily massage trade. They had started the massages to improve their aches and pains from summer soccer practice, and they had made a huge difference in helping them recover from sore muscles. But over the seven days the massages had slowly gone from therapeutic to erotic, to the point that they had graduated to nude, full body massages, albeit with some strict limitations on certain contact with key areas. The rules for Massage Club had started simple - 1. Don't talk about massage club. 2. Don't EVER talk about massage club. 3. Absolutely no touching of the private parts during the massage. But over time, they had made some changes to the rules, like allowing ass massage and nudity. Each day the massages had gotten more racy. On what they thought was the last night of Massage Club, things had gotten really crazy, with Katy pulling a life-like vibrating dildo out of their parent's sex closet, and they used it on each other as part of the massage.
They thought it was going to the last night because they thought their parents were coming home from a trip to Europe, but as fate would have it, the trip got extended a week. So suddenly they were looking at another week of massage club. Sam had been up all night thinking about the potential for more erotic massage adventures.
After a restless, mostly sleepless night, Sam staggered bleary eyed into the kitchen to find Katy looking pretty tired as well. She was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt and eating cereal. In the post arousal light of day, there was a bit of tension in the air. She looked up at him and blushed a bit, and Sam struggled for something to say to break the ice. As twins they had always been really open and frank in their conversations, but the last week had been a pretty wild ride.
"So," he said.
Katy blushed again. "So what," she said, smiling slightly.
"So the parents are gone for another week," he answered.
"I guess so," she said.
"So ... I guess that maybe The Massage Club has one more week then?" he said hopefully.
"Well, maybe," she said. "The Massage Club got a little crazy last night, and some of those rules we were joking about adding might need to be repealed."
"Right, like Rule 9, that stated it was ok to touch each other's private parts with other parts, or Rule 10, that stated it was permissible for private parts to come in contact," he said.
"Oh my lord, did we actually make that rule?" she said. "I suggest we repeal Rules 9 and 10, and reiterate that Rule 3 be strictly adhered to."
"I concur," Sam said, pouring them both a glass of orange juice. "Here's to Rule 3, absolutely no touching of the private parts." They toasted the deal with the orange juice.
They laughed and sat silently for a while. "I did enjoy making up the rules as we went along," said Katy.
Sam laughed. Making up the rules was half the fun," he said. "We can still add rules. Why don't we agree to allow one rule to be added each day until we reach the end of Massage Club."
"Sounds like a deal," she replied. "But in strict compliance with Rules 1 through 3."
It was getting close to 9 am, almost time for soccer practice.
"So I'll meet you at The Massage Club room at 6 pm sharp?" he asked.
"See ya there," she replied.
As he had every day for the past week, Sam spent the rest of the day fantasizing about the upcoming massage. Sometimes his fantasies involved breaking Rule 3, but then he would remind himself he was thinking about his sister, and he would limit his fantasies to everything but breaking Rule 3.
Rules 4 and 5 were that all massages were preceded by a shower, and all massages took place on their parent's big comfortable bed, so Sam was showered and relaxing on the bed at 5 pm sharp. He had a towel around his waist, but he was looking forward to being naked. He liked seeing his sister naked, she had a fit, tan, smoking hot body, but he honestly liked being naked in front of her even more. He liked the way it felt, but he also liked the way she looked at his body. He was aware that she had limited experiences with boys, so it seemed like she was checking him out in part out of curiosity.
He heard her coming down the hall and took a deep breath to relax. She came in wearing a short, silky black robe, her hair still wet from the shower. Sam made a mental note to thank his parent's for staying out of town longer.
"Who's first?" she asked.
"Well I'm already on the bed, so I vote me," Sam grinned. He rolled over on his stomach and threw the towel at her.
"Not the massage," she said. "Who gets to make the first new rule?"
"Oh, well, ladies first I guess," he said.
Sam felt her climb into position over the back of his legs and pour some oil on his back. He couldn't tell if she had taken off the robe and his face was in the pillow so he couldn't see. He decided to imagine she was, the massage was much better that way.
Her hands went to work on his back and shoulders and he was immediately in heaven. He spent a lot of time fantasizing about the erotic elements of the massage, but in all honesty the therapeutic benefits were equally memorable. Soccer practice was brutal, and Katy's massages made his body feel remarkably better.
Katy's massage routine started at the shoulders and worked down to his ass. Then, she would shift over so that she was sitting on his back facing his feet, and do his legs and feet. She was about middle way down his back when he spoke up.
"So what's today's new rule?" he mumbled blissfully into the pillow.
"Well, I had a thought ... it's a little embarrassing, but ... well, here goes," she stammered. "Today's rule is that after the massage, you can, um, I get to, um..."
"Spit it out sister," he laughed.
"I want to watch you masturbate," she blurted out.
The statement hung in the air for a while, and they were silent as she continued rubbing his lower back. The very thought of that had Sam's cock making a serious dent in the mattress.
"I'd be ok with that," he said finally. "But I'm not going alone, you have to masturbate in front of me too."
Sam felt Katy pause for a brief moment, then her hands went back to work rubbing his back. After a while, she softly said ok, and Sam's cock got even harder.
Katy's hands worked their way down to his ass, and Sam ground his cock into the mattress. Since she wasn't allowed to massage his cock, the ass massage was the closest thing to illicit contact, and it was easily Sam's favorite part of the face down part of the massage. During some of the previous sessions, it had aroused him so much he would lose a load into the towel underneath him.
He could've easily allowed himself to come today as well, but the thought of masturbating in front of his sister made him want to hold off.
Katy spent a considerable amount of time working on his feet, squeezing them so hard they almost hurt. Then, wrapping up the backside massage part, she lightly dragged her fingertips from his calves all the way to his ass, briefly tickling his balls with the lightest of touches. Then she smacked his ass with both hands and told him to roll over.
Sam rolled over on the bed and noted that Katy was still dressed in the robe, so he was mildly disappointed. He could sense, however, that she was naked under the robe, and it was practically falling open.
The front side of Katy's massage routine was even more epic than the backside. After the back was complete, Sam would roll over, and she would do his front, usually starting at his feet and working slowly up his legs. Being naked, it was impossible for him to not be aroused, and he had become comfortable with the idea of having a massive erection on display during this time. She knew just how to tease him, coming tantalizingly close to rubbing his cock as she rubbed his upper thighs and lower stomach. Sometimes he would become so aroused it was all he could do to not grab her hands and wrap them around his cock, but he knew he would be in trouble for breaking Rule 3.
The front side massage would generally conclude with Katy straddling his thighs, bending over him to make long strokes up his chest to his shoulders. Her stomach would come within inches of his cock, and again he would have to painfully resist the urge to bow up his back and thrust his cock up into her torso. By the time she was finished with him, he was rock hard and totally aroused, and feeling rather proud that he had managed to not unload during the session.
Giving the massage was nearly as much fun for Sam as getting it. Over the last week Sam had perfected his own technique, and was pleased at his ability to both give a great workout massage that also obviously had Katy quite aroused. Plus it was incredibly fun to be rubbing her hot body as his naked cock bobbed away above her.
She was still not quite as bold as Sam about getting naked, so he turned away and pretended not to look as she slipped out of the gown and last face down on the bed. It had been a few days since they had started doing full nude massages, but seeing her naked was still a treat that stopped his heartbeat.
Sam followed basically the same massage routine, starting with shoulders, working down the back and to the ass, and then flipping around and doing the legs and feet. Since the second massage they had been using massage oil, and Sam loved the way the oil looked and felt gliding over his sister's tanned and smooth skin. One of his favorite parts of the massage was working down to her lower back and working his hands around her hips and then down over her ass. At first, she had been tense when his hands worked on her ass, but eventually she began to loosen up, to the point that she would grind her hips into the mattress just like he did.
He also liked to tease her mercilessly, moving his fingers over her inner thighs and coming achingly close to her wet pussy. He would've been more than happy to do more than tease her, but he was also committed to obeying Rule 3.
As much as she seemed to like the teasing part, he seemed to sense that the foot massage was equally satisfying for her. She would wriggle in pleasure as he worked on her feet, and he always devoted ample time there. When he was done with the feet, he would lightly drag his fingers over her, starting at her shoulders and moving all the way down to her toes. He could tell she liked that by how she shivered and sighed.
Of course, the whole time he was working on the massage, he was thinking about what was coming, and his cock was hard as steel just thinking about it. He was equal parts nervous and excited at the idea of stroking his cock in front of his sister.
Then it was her turn to roll over, and Sam's turn to admire the front side of her body. Katy had a great figure, athletic and toned, with pert, shapely breasts. He ached to put his hands on those breasts, but Katy had declared those off limits. He made a mental note to think about a rule change in regards to that as he started working on her feet and lower legs.
Another favorite part of his massage routine was working on her upper thighs. They were probably the most sore from running, but that wasn't why he spent so much time on them. He spent the time because he loved running his fingers up and down her legs and up to her hips, all while admiring the shiny look of her shaved pussy area.
Then it was on to the stomach, around the breasts and then up to her chest and shoulders. He liked to let his hands drift up the edges of her breasts, and he sensed that she enjoyed it, but if he ever got to high he would get a reprimand.
Katy's massage completed, Sam climbed off her and moved over on the bed. To his slight disappointment, she slipped the robe back on, but she didn't fasten it. He decided she looked every bit as sexy with it hanging open on her shoulders as she did fully naked.
There was an awkward pause, and Katy blushed. "So, I guess I get to see you masturbate now?" she said.
"I guess so," Sam answered. "I'd say it would be my pleasure, but that would be obvious."
She giggled. "I hope my request doesn't seem weird, I've just never seen a guy do it, and well, I am interested to see it, maybe learn what kind of, um, things, guys like."
"I am more than happy to be your guinea pig," Sam said.
He eased over onto his back and sat up against the pillows at the top of the bed. He took a deep breath and tried to collect himself. He realized that the idea of jerking off in front of his sister was a little different than actually doing it. He was kinda nervous.
"This is odd, this is usually something I do by myself," he said. "Actually, it is always something I do by myself."
Katy giggled. "Well how do you usually, when you're by yourself, get things started?"
He chuckled and relaxed. Katy had a way of making everything open and casual. "Well usually, I don't start out this hard," he said, pointing to his cock. "So I start out by just lightly stroking it until it gets hard."
He showed her, using the fingers on his hands to lightly move up and down his cock, as she watched in rapt attention. It was probably good he was going with a light touch, because his cock was quite sensitive. It was a good thing he would be the only one touching himself, because he probably wouldn't be able to control himself.
"So after I get it hard, then I might pour some oil on it to make it slick," he said, reaching for the oil.
But Katy snatched it first. "Here I'll do that for you," she said. She held the oil bottle over his cock and dribbled several drops down, causing his cock to twitch.
"Are you coming?" she said.
"No, sometimes it just twitches and jumps like that," he replied. "Especially when a hot girl is dripping oil on it."
He slipped his left hand down over his cock, his thumb and fingers forming a tunnel that he used to caress up and down the length of his cock. Katy watched him closely as he slid his fingers up and down, occasionally changing the angle of his cock.
"If I get too aroused and I'm not ready to come, sometimes it helps to push it down like this," he said, pushing his hard cock over so that it was pointing down toward his feet. "The front and top of my cock are the most sensitive part, so if I want to back off I rub the back of my cock and my balls," he added.
He watched Katy watching him, nodding and studying him as he slowly stroked up and down. He was enjoying her watching him way too much to stop, so he was controlling the pace and intensity of his stroking carefully.
"Say, didn't we agree that I wouldn't be the only one doing this?" he asked.
Katy stared at him blankly for a few seconds of interpretation, then she blushed a bit.
"Fair is fair, I guess," she said softly. She sat up on her knees beside him and spread her legs just slightly. She reached down with one hand and slipped a finger into her pussy, but her hand was blocking Sam's view.
"Tell me how you do it," he said. In all honesty, he didn't know how girls masturbated, he wasn't that experienced.
"Well, I like to, uh, just kind of run my finger around my, um, clit area, just kinda draw circles around it," she said, gasping a bit as the erotic nature of describing the act made it even more arousing. Meanwhile, Sam was having a hard time keeping his mouth from falling open. He had dramatically slowed down the rhythmic stroking of his cock, because watching Katy had his balls ready to burst.
She caught up with him quickly, sliding her finger over her clit as she watched Sam stroke his cock. She leaned back and spread her legs even more, showing her open pussy, which pushed Sam beyond the edge of control. He gave her a subtle nod to let her know he was losing it, and he began to rapidly increase the speed of his cock stroking. He heard her moaning and realized he was moaning too as he lost his load all over his stomach.
Katy collapsed on the bed beside him, and they both sighed and then laughed.
"Wow, so that was pretty damn intense," she said.
"No doubt," he replied.
"So what does it feel like when you masturbate?" she asked.
"Well, it feels really good, intense. It's hard to explain. It feels warm and tingly, and it builds and builds and then there is just like this big release."
He paused and looked over at her. "So what's it like for you?"
She grinned at him. "Just like you said," she answered. "I just don't make the big mess."
He looked down at the sticky mess on his stomach and nodded. "Lucky you."
"Ok, I guess I'll see you tomorrow afternoon for our next massage session," she said. "This time it's your turn to pick a new rule, better make it a good one."
Sam nodded. "It will be hard to top that one, but I will work on it."
Sam did work on it, spending a good bit of time staring at the ceiling in the middle of the night thinking about it. At exactly 1:13 am, he came up with the new rule for the next session, then he spent the next hour fantasizing about it. He woke up thinking about it, and all day fantasizing about it more. By 6 pm he was fit to be tied.
He walked into the bedroom at a little past six and Katy was already there, face down on the bed with a towel draped over her waist.
"About time, where ya been?" she asked.
"I had to run to the grocery store," he replied.
"The grocery store?" she said, turning her head to peer back at him. "What for?"
"You just relax for now," he said, slipping out of his robe and easing onto the bed. He poured some oil on her back and set right in on the massage. He was halfway down her back before she spoke up.
"So what's the new rule for today?" she asked.
"The new rule is, after I finish your massage today, I am going to eat something that I put on your body," he said. "And after you finish my massage, you are going to do the same."
Katy cocked her head a bit as she contemplated that rule. "That sounds a little weird."
"Sometimes weird is fun," he answered. "By the way, it will all be done with strict compliance to Rule 3."
"Ok then, as long as Rule 3 isn't violated, I'm in," she said.
Sam had prepared for a more lengthy discussion and battle over his new rule, so when she so readily agreed he was practically trembling with anticipation. He had to slow himself down to complete the massage. After he finished her back and her front, he was straddling her legs and reached over to pick up a bag by the nightstand. He held up the back for her to see and then ceremoniously reached inside and pulled out ... a can of spray whipped cream.
Her mouth came open in surprise. "I thought we were going to be eating crackers or grapes or something," she said.
"That wouldn't be nearly as much fun," he grinned, shaking the can. "Get ready for a cool whip."
Sam pointed the can down and sprayed a spot on her belly, which made her jump a bit from the cold contact. Then he sprayed another spot on her belly, then another. Then he went for broke, spraying down a foam cover on both of her breasts.
She looked at hime suspiciously. "So you're going to eat this off my breasts without touching them?" she said.
"That's the plan," he replied, looking at her hungrily. "I'll prove it by doing your stomach first."
She gave him a long look that said "you'd better not," and then closed her eyes. "How creative," she said.
Sam started with the whipped cream on her belly, where it was ok for him to come in contact. He used those spots as practice, using his tongue to lick up the cream as close as he could without actually touching. Once he proved he could get it off her belly without touching her, he went ahead and licked her clean. He couldn't help but notice that the entire time he was doing it, she was tense, but she was also smiling.
His mouth watering now for more, he moved up on all fours to the breasts that he had been adoring for the last several days. His instinct was to plunge his mouth over her nipples and suck on them all night long, but instead he lightly worked around the edges, nipping at the whipped cream wherever it was thickest. He was cautious to not let his tongue contact her breasts, but he knew he was coming very close. He could tell by her trembling and sighing.



Eventually he had licked his way all the way around both breasts, leaving just a small dollop of cream on each of her nipples. He looked up at her face, she was biting her lower lip and looking down at him like she was in pain.
"Do you want me to clean up that last little bit?" he asked softly.
She looked at him for a long time, he could tell she was being tortured by the choice. She eventually gave in.
"Yes," she said softly. "But just this one time," she added sternly.
His mouth began watering uncontrollably, and it wasn't because of the cream. He leaned down and let the tip of his tongue drag lightly over the side of one breast, just off the nipple, and then he did it again on the other side. He looked up at her to see what kind of reaction she was having. Her eyes were closed and her mouth had fallen wide open. He had her.
Slowly he leaned down again and dragged his tongue around in slow circles around her nipple, coming closer to the last bit of cream remaining. He repeated the sequence on the other breast, this time coming even closer to her nipple. He looked up and her mouth was still wide open, almost as if she was in a silent scream.
He moved back over to the other breast and did another long, slow lick around her nipple, and then he slid his mouth over and engulfed the cream, his lips coming in light contact with her hard nipple. Then he moved back in for the full cleanup, taking the sugary cream and her nipple fully into his mouth and sucking softly, his tongue still moving in slow circles. He heard, and felt, her gasp. Then he moved over to the other nipple and finished cleaning it up in the same way. It somehow felt even harder than the first.
After giving it a brief but thorough cleaning, he stopped to look up at her. Her mouth was still wide open, and it was almost like she was in a frozen state. Then she gave out a long, slow exhale and her body slowly relaxed.
"Oh my," she said. "Oh, oh, my, my."
"Worth breaking the rule?" he whispered.
"Oh yes," she answered. "Oh, oh, yes, yes."
Then she collected herself just a bit. "But only this one time," she added sternly.
He nodded and watched her bite her lip just a bit. Then she reached over and picked up the whipped cream and carefully covered her nipples again.
"Maybe just one more time," she said.
She didn't have to say it more than once, Sam leaned in and got right back to work. This time he was more direct and more thorough, taking each nipple deep into his mouth and sucking and licking it hard. Katy was quite a bit more vocal this time, letting out a string of oohs and aahs that only encourage Sam to continue. He was still sucking on one of her nipples when he took the whipped cream can and squeezed out a trail of cream dots down her stomach, and then he covered her entire pussy with the cream.
As he began to follow the trail down her stomach, he could hear Katy muttering to herself, and it took him a minute to figure out what she was saying. It was the same thing, over and over.
"Rule 3, Rule 3, Rule 3, Rule 3," she mumbled.
When he got down to her pussy he was very careful and very slow, making sure that his tongue didn't make any contact with the areas forbidden by Rule 3. He took long, slow licks of whipped cream on her upper thighs and lower stomach, but when he got to where her pussy was he would back off just a bit. At some point she reached down with both of her hands and grabbed two fistfuls of his hair. He wasn't sure if she was trying to hold him back or pull him in, but he ended up in a holding pattern lapping at the whipped cream until there was only a thin layer of it between his tongue and her body.
She suddenly realized she was reaching the point of no return and she pulled him off her by the hair.
"You are so bad," she shrieked. "You wait until your massage is over, I'm going to make you pay for this."
Sam laughed and rolled over on his stomach, relieved in a way that she had stopped him, because he was not far from not being able to stop. As Katy climbed on top of him and set immediately in on the massage, he could feel her grinding her wet pussy into his leg.
As always, the massage was epic, but it seemed to last way too long. Throughout the entire massage, all he could do was visualize his sister licking whipped cream off his cock. By the time she was finished with the massage, Sam was fit to be tied. Katy quickly made it worse on him.
"I am going to torture you worse than you tortured me," she grinned. "Prepare to be as painfully aroused as possible within the confines of Rule 3."
Sam leaned back against the pillows and clasped his hands behind his head. "Bring it on sister, I can handle it."
Katy grabbed the can of whipped cream and buried his cock with six inches of cream.
"Whoa, that's a lot of cream, are you going to eat all that?"
Katy licked her lips and grinned devilishly. "Every inch," she said.
She moved onto all fours and moved her face close to the cream, her eyes watching him the whole time. She had gotten so worked up about her planned torture that she had not donned the robe, so she was totally naked. Just as she looked like she was going to engulf the first layer of whipped cream, she sat back on her knees, then slipped off the bed and walked over to the closet, leaving Sam bewildered on the bed. When she came back from the closet, she had her hands behind her back.
"I brought a friend to help out," she said. As she climbed back on the bed, she revealed the friend, which was the life-like dildo vibrator from the secret sex area of their parent's closet. They had played with it extensively in a previous massage.
Sam was a bit confused at where this was going, but it looked interesting.
Katy got on her knees beside him and looked seductively at the whipped cream pile. "If I'm going to eat all of that, I'm going to need some help," she cooed.
Then she took the dildo and dragged it through the pile of whipped cream, thoroughly coating the tip of the dildo. It looked exactly like a real cock, in fact, it looked a lot like Sam's cock, maybe a little bigger. Katy looked at Sam and then she lifted the dildo up slowly to her mouth, and then she licked at the whipped cream with her tongue, tentatively at first and then more ravenously. Then she slid the cock into her mouth and closed her eyes and moaned loudly. She purposely allowed the whipped cream to slip out onto her face, so as she sucked on the cock her face became coated with the white cream.
Sam whimpered. This was going to be painful.
Katy continued on mercilessly, seductively dragging the dildo over his cock and collecting load after load of the cream, and then licking and sucking it right in front of Sam's aching eyes. It was the most erotic thing Sam had ever seen, but it was brutal watching it, wanting to be the cock that his sister's mouth was treating so kindly.
It took her four or five good loads before his cock was reasonably clean, and Sam was pretty sure he didn't move or breath during the entire session. When she finished the final load, she took a finger and cleaned the cream off her face and sucked it off her fingers.
"You are so terrible," he moaned.
She laughed hard. "That's what you said, eat something off your body, and I did that!"
"Well played sister, though not exactly what I had in mind," he said.
"Really, what did you have in mind?" she said coyly.
He blushed, unable to put into words what he really had in mind. "That was pretty incredible anyway."
She smiled and winked at him. "He liked it too," she said, holding up the dildo.
"I bet," Sam said.
"Ya know, if I'm being honest, I'm still kinda hungry," Katy said softly. She picked the whipped cream up and put another load of it over Sam's cock. Then she put some more on her pussy. "Are you still hungry?" she said.
Sam didn't need to be asked twice, he nodded and they moved around on the bed so that they were side by side in the 69 position. Just as he was about to dig in, his sister stopped him with a wagging finger. "Just don't forget Rule 3," she said.
For the next several minutes, Sam didn't forget Rule 3, in fact that was pretty much all he thought about, as he carefully licked his way around Katy's pussy, as he felt her carefully licking her way around his cock. It was agonizing ecstasy, both the giving and receiving. While he was careful, every once in a while he could feel his tongue brush up against flesh, and he would occasionally feel her tongue brush up against his cock. He was fairly certain she was at least as aroused as he was. He was pretty certain that if he had plunged his tongue into her she would have happily engulfed his cock. He was completely certain he would never think about whipped cream the same again.
At some point he got to be too much, and even though she wasn't even touching him, he felt his cock swelling up in orgasm and there was no stopping it. He moved over on his back and unloaded a torrent onto his stomach as Katy watched in fascination. Then she took the can of whipped cream and sprayed it on the load of cum, and, in a moment that immediately became etched in Sam's long term memory, she licked up the whipped cream with his cream and swallowed it.
Sam put his hands on his head and tried to keep his head from completely exploding. He took a long breath and let it out slowly. "If you weren't my sister ..." he said.
She giggled. "If you weren't my brother ..." she answered.
"Fucking Rule 3," he said.
"Right," she answered. "If it weren't for Rule 3, we'd be fucking."
They lay there on the bed for another 30 minutes, revealing in the relaxing post-passion, occasionally taking belly shots of whipped cream off each other just for laughs. They declared the newest rule would be called the Whipped Cream 69 rule.
"So, same time tomorrow?" Sam said.
"Sure. It's my turn for a new rule, and I've already got a good idea," she grinned.
For the rest of that night and the entirety of the next day, Sam fantasized about what Katy's new rule would be. He was laying face down on the bed the next evening still thinking about it when she walked in the room, dressed in the usual silk robe, and got right down to business.
"Today's massage is going to be a little different," she said. "Today's massage is not going to take place on the bed."
Sam rolled over on the bed. "Really, where is today's massage going to take place?"
"Today's massage is going to take place in the shower," she replied.
Sam blinked a few times as he let that information sink in. "Hmmm. The shower eh? I think I am in support of this new rule."
The master bathroom was the pride of their parent's house. They had renovated the bath a few years ago, adding a swanky new whirlpool tub and a spacious, glassed in shower room with multiple shower heads. Katy led the way into the bathroom, turned on the water and slipped out of her robe. Sam had gotten used to seeing her naked in the bed, but seeing her naked standing up was even more impressive. She had such a fit, well proportioned body, with sharp, sexy tan lines on her smooth skin. As he slid into the shower with her, his cock was already pointed toward the ceiling. As the shower filled up with warm steam, he quickly decided that he was going to like this new rule.
It was Sam's turn to be massaged first, so Katy set to work. Giving and receiving a massage was a much different experience standing up, but she tried to follow the usual sequence. She started with him facing away from her, rubbing his shoulders and back, and then kneeling down as she gave his ass and legs a rubdown. Having the constant flow of hot water jetting down made the massage all the more relaxing. Katy's liberal use of liquid soap made the massage all the more invigorating. Being nude in the shower with a hot sister made the massage all the more erotic.
The front side massage was even better. She had him lean against the tile wall of the shower as she poured soap over his chest and then thoroughly rubbed down his chest and torso. Then she carefully worked her way around the area forbidden by Rule 3, then kneeled down in front of him and did one leg at a time, soaping, rubbing, rinsing and repeating. The entire time she was rubbing his legs down, her face was level with his cock. Sam had never felt so clean, and yet so dirty, looking down at his naked sister. His mind wandered uncontrollably, as he imagined her soapy hands caressing his cock.
Unfortunately Katy continued to rigorously abide by Rule 3, dashing his fantasies, and his turn to do the massaging came too quickly. Not that he minded. The only thing better than having your hot sister rubbing your soapy body down in the steamy shower was having the opportunity to rub your soapy hot sister down in the steamy shower.
She stood in front of him as he started on her neck and shoulders. She had her hands on the shower wall to steady herself as he rubbed and massaged her soapy back. Looking down, he could see his hard cock poised just six inches or so from her ass. All he could think about was how good it would feel to close that gap, to rub his cock against her soapy ass. Was that against Rule 3? His mind tried to swirl together a justification. She wasn't touching his privates, he wasn't touching hers. There had been lots of times when she had rubbed her pussy on his leg while straddling him during massages. Rubbing his cock against her ass was less of a violation.
He continued rubbing her back and inched a bit closer to her. Now his cock was so close if he moved at all he would brush up against her. As he moved his hands down lower on her back, the inevitable happened, his rock hard cock grazed up against her ass.
Katy jerked her ass forward slightly, almost as if she had been surprised at the contact. Sam was just about to apologize when she bent forward just slightly at the waist and pushed her ass back into him, his cock sliding into the groove of her ass. It felt so good it was all Sam could do to not come immediately.
He moved his hands down to her lower back and started working his fingers around her lower back and waist. He noted that she wasn't allowing him to grind into her ass really hard, she was controlling the contact, and she was keeping her ass up against his cock but only lightly.
When it came time to rub her ass, Sam put one hand on each cheek and rubbed her ass deeply. As he worked on her his cock was sliding all over her soapy ass, as she bent over just a bit more at the waist. Between the visual of his hot sister bent over in front of him in the shower and his cock rubbing against her warm soapy ass, it was well more than he could handle. He didn't want to come just yet though, so he backed off and got down on his knees to do her legs. Working on her while she was standing up allowed him to work his hands all the way around her legs, so he could massage the front and the back at the same time. He did her feet by lifting them up one at a time.
Then she turned around, and Sam had the pleasure of rubbing his soapy hands across her front side, starting with her legs and working up. He was still on his knees, so his face was level with her waist, and he was really enjoying the view of the water trickling off her pussy. He stayed on his knees as he worked up past her hips to her waist. He was aching to lean forward and slide his tongue into her, but he somehow fought off the urge. He looked up at her face, her eyes were closed and she was leaning back against the wall, her elbows resting on a shoulder high shelf. She looked like she was in a state of advanced bliss. Looking up at her he noticed that the shower head near her had a hand held hose on it, and he became inspired.
He stood up and lifted the hand held shower head off the cradle. Getting back down on his knees, he turned on the jet setting and aimed it toward her pussy. At first contact, Katy jumped and her eyes came open, but when she saw what he was doing she gradually got a wry smile on her face.
He moved the water jets back and forth across her body, circling around her pussy and then honing in on her clit. He could tell by her reactions and her verbal encouragement that she was enjoying it.
"Oh shit don't stop that," she said. "Oh shit. Ohhh, shit. Right there, oh yeah, oh, no, yes, please, don't stop."
Sam loved pleasuring his sister, watching her writhe around the water jets in utter ecstasy, but he was also enjoying the close of view of her pussy. His face was just inches away from her as he expertly worked the shower head. Suddenly she lost control, reaching down with one hand and grabbing the hair on the top of his head. She shuddered and shook and her legs gave away and she slid slowly down the wall until her ass reached the floor. Sam replaced the shower hose and sat down beside her as the warm water continued to trickle down on them.
"That was absolutely unfucking believable," Katy eventually mumbled.
Sam laughed. "It did look like you were enjoying it."
"Un, fucking, believable," she repeated.
They sat on the floor of the shower for awhile before Katy had collected herself enough to stand up. Sam helped her to her feet.
"Ya know, I couldn't help but notice that you still seem a little tight in the shoulders," he said.
Katy looked at him, not getting his intent at first, but gradually he saw her face change from confusion to understanding. She reached over and got the liquid soap off the shelf and handed it to him, then turned so her back was facing him. "I guess my shoulders could use a little more work," she grinned. She bent over again slightly at the waist.
Sam was so horny he didn't even try to be cautious. He moved up behind her and lined his cock up with her ass crack and slid it into the warm wet crevice. Then he put one hand on her shoulder and the other hand on one ass cheek, and he set right into to pretending to give her a rubdown, when what he was really doing was rubbing his hard cock on her ass.
She didn't pull back this time, she allowed him to slide his hard cock up and down her ass, and she even bent over more and began to move with him in rhythm. Then she reached up and took the shower hose off the cradle again and this time she was in control, spraying the warm jets up into her pussy as he slid his cock up and down.
Eventually he gave up the pretense that he was rubbing her back and moved his hands to her hips, where he held onto her as he thrust back and forth. The thought of slipping his cock forward and slamming it into her pussy never really entered his mind, it felt plenty good enough to just be sliding along her ass cheeks in a warm soapy doggy style romp, and he didn't want to break Rule 3.
It felt too good, and he could feel a massive build up gathering in his loins. He could sense that Katy was also coming again, based on her jerking motions. As he felt his orgasm coming on he became almost transfixed by the vision before him, his cock, her ass, the soapy water splashing off both of them. He slipped his hands around to her breasts, and his fingers brushed lightly over her nipples. When she didn't object, he moved his whole hands over her breasts and began rubbing them vigorously. She moaned and said yes, at least two dozen times.
It felt like his orgasm lasted for five minutes, as he watched his cock exploding white fluid all over his sister's wet back.
When his orgasm had finally subsided, he slipped his hands around her waist and held her back up against him. She arched her back slightly and brought a hand behind her and rested it against his neck. After standing that way for a long, long time, they separated. Katy quietly rinsed off one last time, then stepped out of the shower into a towel.
"So I guess the last night for Massage Club is tomorrow then," she said as she dried off. "And it's your turn to pick a new rule."



"I guess so," Sam stammered out. "I don't have a clue how I could make it better than the last few days."
"Just make it good," she grinned. "No pressure."
Sam spent a mostly sleepless night trying to come up with a new rule. When he did sleep, he dreamed. He dreamed that he and Katy were enjoying another whipped cream 69, except this time his tongue was buried inside her and his cock was thrusting into her warm mouth. He dreamed they were in the steamy shower, and she was bent over to pick up a bar of soap while he plunged his cock in and out of her. And he dreamed they were on the bed, him on his back and her perched up on top, her hands in her hair and her mouth open as she rode his cock. Each time he woke up from the dream he had a cold sweat and a hard cock.
What he really wanted to do was suggest they repeal Rule 3 for just once. As wrong as it was, he was well past denying that he wanted to fuck his sister. He wondered if she didn't feel the same way. He wondered what rule she would come up with if it were her turn. But he wasn't confident enough to put it all on the line. If he came out and suggested they repeal Rule 3, she might freak out.
As bad as he wanted to just declare an end to Rule 3, he decided he just couldn't do it. If it was going to be repealed, it would have to be her idea. And that was how he figured out what his final rule would be for The Massage Club.
The final meeting of The Massage Club took place on a rainy Friday afternoon. Their parents were due back the next day, and Sam and Katy had decided that this was going to be it. They took their customary pre-massage shower and met in their parent's bedroom. Katy was dressed in the usual black silk robe, and Sam was wrapped in a towel. Sam had gotten pretty used to seeing Katy naked, but he looked forward to it more every time. His mouth watered thinking about it.
"So tell me brother, what new rule have you come up with for our last meeting of The Massage Club?" Katy said, grinning at him.
Sam took a deep breath and began his well rehearsed speech. "After careful consideration of all of my options, including a total repeal of Rule 3, I have made the decision that my final rule of The Massage Club will be ... to grant you the choice for the final rule."
Katy put her hands on her hips and smiled as she feigned her outrage. "That's such a cop out. Put it all on me why don't you?"
"I put it all on you," Sam said. He sat quietly grinning as Katy mulled her decision. He had made it clear to her that he was ok repealing Rule 3, but that the final decision was up to her.
After several anxious moments of silent consideration, Katy cleared her throat. "Well, I did have one fantasy... I mean...idea for another rule."
Sam smiled at her gaff. "Yeah, I've had some fantasies too," he grinned.
"Ok, my new rule is this," she said. She went over to her parent's dresser and opened up a drawer, pulling out two pairs of running shorts. They were short, silky, black shorts that their dad used for running. They always teased him about it because they were so short.
"Put these on," she said, throwing one pair and hitting him in the face with it.
Sam looked confused as he looked down at the shorts and watched as Katy climbed into hers. She slipped out of the gown and he was impressed at just how sexy his sister looked in those little shorts, and nothing else. But adding clothes was not the direction he thought they were heading in.
He shrugged and slipped out of the towel and pulled the shorts on. Just the thought of what might happen had him in a semi-erect state, so the outline of his cock showed pretty clearly through the shorts.
"Now, the new rule is that today's massage will take place simultaneously," she said. "You will be massaging me at the same time I am massaging you."
Sam was still pretty lost at where she was headed with this, and his confusion showed.
Katy blushed a bit before collecting herself. "Let's start with you on your back, and you massage my legs while I massage yours."
Sam still wasn't visualizing it as he reclined back on the bed. He still wasn't completely clear what was happening when she straddled his face and then moved her own face down to his crotch. As she began to rub his thighs, her face poised above his silky shorts, a picture began to emerge. When he reached up and began to rub her thighs, his face just inches from her crotch, the picture began to get clearer. And when he felt her face graze softly over the thin silk covering his cock, the picture came slamming into focus.
The shorts were there to protect Rule 3, but they would also allow the forbidden contact to take place. It just had to take place through the silky shorts. It was brilliant.
As he continued to rub her legs, he leaned up so his face came into direct contact with her shorts. He pushed his mouth up into her crotch and felt that she was already warm and wet. The shorts felt soft and silky, and he began kissing her pussy through the material. She gasped at the contact, and then she eased down, pushing herself down onto his face.
With the implications of the new rule change out in the open, both siblings took full advantage. Being on the bottom meant Sam's hands were free to roam, so he expanded his massage to the backs of her thighs and her lower back, all while his tongue explored his sister's pussy. The material of the shorts was thin enough so he could feel her and taste her, but he was not technically violating Rule 3.
Meanwhile, his sister was doing her very best to not technically violate Rule 3, as her mouth fondled his cock through the shorts. The silky feel of the shorts on his cock as she licked and kissed him felt incredible. She actually went so far as to take him all the way into her mouth, while he was still covered by the shorts. Being on top, her hands were not as free to roam, but she was able to move her hands around to his ass, and she squeezed his ass hard as her mouth played with his cock.
Sam's hands had also found his sister's ass, and he rubbed and squeezed her ass hard as his tongue pressed the silky material into her pussy. She wasn't holding back, as she gyrated and grinded her pussy into his face.
After a while she slid off of him and they continued with the silk-covered 69 side by side, and then eventually he ended up on top for a while. Being on top made it easier for him to slide his tongue up and down her pussy, and it was also better for him to control her contact on his cock. He had nearly come so many times he had lost count, and being on top allowed him to pull back when necessary. He would pull his cock away from her to briefly cool down, then he would ease back down and rest his cock up against her warm lips. He honestly wasn't sure what he liked better, feeling his sister's mouth on his cock or having his face buried in her crotch. Her shorts had become soaking wet, both from his tongue and her arousal.
Suddenly she pushed him over so he was on his back again, and she got up on her knees beside him. Her face was flushed. "Ok, now we are going to simultaneously massage each other's upper body," she said. Then she pointed at him sternly. "But remember Rule 3, no cheating."
Sam nodded solemnly as she moved into position, straddling him. She was up on her knees above him, and then she slowly lowered herself down onto him. Sam watched as she eased her waist down onto his, and he realized with a gasp that she was lining her pussy up with his cock. The contact was light and soft at first, but almost immediately, Katy began to grind her pussy up against his cock. They were both still wearing shorts, but for all intents and purposes, they were fucking.
Katy's hands found their way to Sam's chest, and she made a reasonable show of giving him a rubdown. Sam made every effort to return the favor, rubbing Katy's legs, torso and shoulders as she rode him. But the massage was an afterthought, the focus for both of them was the slow, rhythmic grind on his cock. As he watched his hot sister grinding her pussy on his cock, he realized that she had moved into another plane. Her eyes were closed, her mouth was hanging open and she wasn't breathing as she worked his cock over her clit. He took a chance and moved his hands up to her breasts. She opened her eyes and looked at him, he briefly thought she was going to stop him. But then she nodded, and he began to caress those beautiful breasts, which clearly she enjoyed as much as him. He took the massage oil from the nightstand and rubbed it into his hands, and then began to massage it into her breasts. She gasped and then took the oil from him and poured some on his body as well.
As much as he wanted to do this forever, watching his hands caressing her breasts and feeling her pussy grinding on his cock was rapidly becoming too much. He felt his orgasm begin to swell, and there was no way to stop it. His whole body felt like it was on fire when he finally came, shooting warm sticky load into the shorts as his sister moaned and writhed above him.
She felt him coming and collapsed on top of him, her head on his chest and her legs draped over him. After a while she eased off and reclined on the bed beside him.
"Wow," she said.
"Ditto," he answered. "I think I may have ruined Dad's shorts," he added.
They both looked down at the twisty mass of fluid soaked silk around his waist.
"He's got a dozen pair, he won't miss one," she said.
They sat quietly for a few moments, listening to the rain outside.
"Ya know, if I were to take these shorts off, and you left your shorts on, then technically we would still not be in violation of Rule 3," Sam said. As he spoke, the very thought of it had him becoming aroused again.
"Hmmm, I think you may have a point," she said.
Sam slipped out of what was left of the shorts and dried himself off with the towel.
"Now, where were we on that simultaneous massage?" he grinned.
"I think you were getting ready to give me a back rub," Katy said. She got off the bed and walked over to the dresser, bending over slightly and standing in front of the mirror. "A standing back rub."
Sam came over and stood behind her, his cock lining up with her ass crack, and he poured some oil on her back and shoulders. As he rubbed her body down, she gyrated her ass against his cock. Sam couldn't believe how hot it was to watch the action in the mirror, and he noticed that Katy seemed pretty transfixed but the mirror scene as well. At one point he slid his cock between her legs, so that the top of his cock was rubbing against her clit. She groaned in appreciation.
Over the next thirty minutes, Sam fucked his sister, or technically, he fucked his sister's shorts while she was wearing them, in just about every conceivable position. As they changed positions Sam would line up his cock so it was rubbing against her shorts covered pussy, massaging her clit but never actually coming in direct contact. All the while, they pretended to continue the massage. When he was fucking her doggy style, he rubbed her lower back and ass. When she went reverse cow girl, she rubbed his legs while he rubbed her back. When he had her on her back and her ankles were up around his shoulders, he gave her a foot rub.
Eventually they found themselves back over in front of the mirror, with Sam standing behind her gyrating his cock against her ass. He had been grinding his cock up against her in so many different ways that the shorts she had on looked like they were ready to fall apart. His hands were on her hips as he slowly gyrated against her, and then he suddenly found that his thumbs had found their way into the waist band of the shorts. He pulled them down slightly, then back up, then down further and then back up. He wanted to tear those shorts off so bad he couldn't stand it. He pulled up the sides so that they exposed her ass cheeks, like a thong, then moved them back. Then he pulled the top of the shorts down about halfway down her ass, then moved them back up just a bit. He looked into the mirror and saw Katy looking at him, her eyes full of lust and surrender. Slowly, carefully, as their eyes stayed in contact, he peeled the shorts down over her ass, so they came down to about mid thigh. She didn't object, so he went ahead and slipped them all the way off.
He looked at his beautiful, naked sister in the mirror. He wanted to fuck her right there in front of the mirror. He knew she wanted it too. But there was something in both of their eyes, something that said they were both afraid they would regret it.
He reached into the dresser drawer and pulled out a thin, silk scarf and draped it over her ass, pressing his cock up against the material.
"I guess as long as we have something in between, we aren't violating Rule 3," he whispered.
She smiled and nodded.
Now they were naked except the thin material in between them, and they continued to gyrate in front of the mirror, carefully, or not so carefully, keeping the material between them. Then Katy slid away and went back over to the bed. She reclined back on the bed and covered up her pussy with the silk scarf.
Sam walked slowly over to the bed, his cock swinging large and hard in front of him. He stood over his hot sister, dressed in nothing but a shear silk scarf. He climbed on top of her and felt her naked body up against his.
Slowly they continued their simulated fucking, still separated by the thinnest of barriers. After a while with him on top, she moved around so that she was on top, and they stayed in a tight embrace, humping their hips together faster and faster, and then finally they found themselves sharing a shattering orgasm. His hands were tightly gripping his sister's ass as he thrust his hips up into her, and both of them totally lost control as they thrashed around on the bed.
As his senses slowly returned to him, Sam realized he wasn't sure just what had happened in the passion of the moment. He couldn't feel the silk scarf between them, he wasn't completely sure that it was still there. He wasn't sure he hadn't been actually fucking his sister. He did realize that his hands were gripping his sister's ass so hard it was probably painful, and he relaxed his grip. They stayed there on the bed, caught in a tight, anxious embrace, for a long time.
Finally Katy rolled slowly off of him, and when he looked down he saw that the silk scarf was still there, plastered to his abdomen by the copious load of fluid he had unloaded.
Somehow they had managed to have simulated sex for over an hour in every imaginable position, but they had not broken Rule 3. It had been the most amazing sexual encounter of Sam's young life, without even having sex.
"I can't believe we just did that," Katy said.
"Yeah, I can't believe what we didn't just do," Sam replied.
She laughed. "I can't believe it either. But I'm glad we didn't break Rule 3."
"I agree," he replied. "But if it's all the same to you, when I have my future fantasies about The Massage Club, they will probably involve some fairly significant breaches of Rule 3."
She nodded in agreement. "No doubt," she said. "I suppose I will have those fantasies too. But just remember about Rules 1 and 2."
"Right, Rule 1, we don't talk about The Massage Club," he said.
"And Rule 2, we don't EVER talk about The Massage Club," she added.
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By reader demand I've added a third chapter. I liked the build up of this story, so resisted it going all the way for two chapters. You will enjoy this more if you read one and two.
*****
The next day, a Saturday, Sam was half asleep in his bed when there was a soft knock on the door at around ten am. He had been having a dream about the various ways he wanted to participate in rampant violations of Massage Club Rule 3 with his sister. While massage club allowed a variety of erotic interaction, from whipped cream 69s to shower massage, Rule 3 was always obeyed. Rule 3 stated that there was absolutely no touching of the private parts during the massage.
"Come in," he called out.
His sister Katy walked in, wearing the familiar black silk robe. "How ya' doin brother," she said softly.
"Exhausted," he said. "Too many fantasies keeping me up."
"Yeah, me too," she grinned. "Listen, I was just thinking. Our parents don't get here until late this afternoon, maybe we could, uh, have just one last Massage Club adventure."
Sam woke up fast. "I'm intrigued, what do you have in mind?"
She didn't answer, and instead took his hand and led him out of his room and into the shower. Without a word, she turned on the water, slipped out of the robe, and guided him inside. Once they were under the water, she leaned into him and wrapped her arms around him, holding him close. He put his arms around her and stroked his hands up and down her back. They stood their holding each other in the warm water for a long time.
After a while she reached over and got the massage oil, and poured a ridiculous amount of oil in between their bodies. Then she slid her body up and down against Sam's spreading the slick oil in between them. His hard cock quickly became covered in oil, and it felt amazing sliding across her oily body.
Then she turned away from him and put her hands up on the wall, bending forward slightly and inviting him to rub his cock on her ass. He stepped forward and put his hands on her hips, lining his hard cock along her ass crack and sliding it up and down. He poured more oil on her back and watched it slide down onto her ass and his cock. He watched mesmerized through the steam and splashing water of the shower as his cock glided through the oil and spread it around on her ass.
They had put so much oil on that the contact between them had become super slick, and as he slid his cock downwards, it suddenly slipped forward between her legs. She froze for just a moment as they stood there in the shower, his hard, slick cock poised at the entrance of her warm, wet, oily pussy.
Neither moved an inch, not up or down or forward or backwards. They both just stood there quietly in the shower, feeling the intensity of the moment. The head of his cock was right there at the forbidden zone, the place where they had both said they didn't want to go. But Sam knew he couldn't stop now, and he could sense that his sister wasn't stopping either.
Still, neither moved a muscle. Even though neither of them were moving, it felt like his cock was very gradually moving up inside her. Gradually, almost imperceptibly, his oily cock inched upwards, and her oily pussy inched downwards. After a good five minutes had passed, Sam felt like the head of his cock had fully entered her. Another five minutes went by, and he felt like another inch had eased it's way inside. Then it felt like he was halfway inside, and they both realized it was inevitable.
He held her hips and looked down at the remaining half of his cock that had not yet entered her. He watched in fascination as he moved forward with only the slightest exertion and he saw it and felt it as his cock slipped in, all the way to the hilt. Katy exhaled and her body seemed to collapse back into him.
They had fully given in, and now that his cock was buried inside her neither wanted to even move. They stood there in the shower, joined at the hip but frozen in place, as the warm water splashed down around them. If Sam hadn't come nearly twice a day over the past week and a half, he likely would've lost his load immediately, without even moving.
Gradually, he began to slowly move his cock in and out, just an inch or two, then a little more, as they both warmed up to the motion and gave way further. It wasn't long before Sam was taking long, slow thrusts, nearly coming out of her and then sliding back in, as she moaned and wriggled back against him. At some point Sam became aware that he was fucking his sister, and he realized it was far, far better than he had ever fantasized.
The desire that had built up over the past few weeks became unleashed, and Sam began to thrust in deeper and faster, until he found the hard fucking rhythm he was looking for, and then he had her bent over with his hands cupping her breasts, and he was fucking her as hard as he could without hurting her. He knew he wasn't hurting her, because she kept saying "fuck yes".
When he finally reached orgasm, it almost hurt how hard he came, and it didn't seem like it would ever end. When it finally did, they both collapsed on the floor of the shower and let the warm water shower down over them as they collected themselves.
After a long while, Sam finally spoke up. "I've got a new rule," he said.
"Oh yeah?" Katy asked.
"Yeah. Rule 3 is suspended in the shower on Saturdays."
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As a black man dressed in dark clothes, Jerome was nearly invisible as he slinked around in the darkness outside of the palatial farmhouse estate. The nearest neighbor was miles away, there were no lights on outside. It was the perfect place to slink around peering into windows, if that was your kind of thing. So far the house had been perfect for peeping, the only downside was there wasn't much to see. But all that changed as Jerome came to a window near the back of the house. There was a lot to see.
The lot to see was a young, blonde, half dressed girl cavorting around in her bedroom. Jerome nearly had a heart attack looking in the window, she was gorgeous, built like a brick house and dressed like a Victoria's Secret Model. He could feel his eyes expanding in his head as he watched her prancing around her room, wearing a silky robe over a lacy bra and panties set that finished high on a pair or incredible legs that inexplicably terminated into some cowboy boots. He had never thought of cowboy boots being sexy, but she was changing his view of cowboy boots.
As he ogled her through the window, he scanned the room and saw that there was another window, perhaps with a better vantage point, facing the back of the house. He ducked down and crawled along the side of the house to the back porch, and then carefully eased up to where he could look into the window. He was right, the view was better, he was just five feet away from her, she was close enough to reach out and touch...
Just then he heard a rustling noise and he froze in place. He slowly moved his head around to where he could see the source of the noise, and when his eyes became accustomed to the shadows, he became paralyzed with intense fear. Standing and looking at him, just a few feet away, were two very large, very mean looking dogs, gazing at him with very intense eyes, eyes that appeared to be establishing his nutritional value should they decide to eat him whole.
Jerome had an intense fear of dogs, and frequently had nightmares of dogs eating him alive. With a shudder he couldn't suppress, he realized that his worst nightmare was coming to fruition. All he could bring himself to do was close his eyes and prepare to be ripped apart.
So he sat there, crouched over, eyes closed, counting the seconds before his bloody death, but the seconds ticked by. There was no biting, or chewing, or eating, just a deathly silence. After a long, breathless wait he dared to open his eyes again.
When his eyes came open enough to see, he could see that the dogs were still there, side by side, looking at him. They still looked ready to spring on him, so he didn't dare move a muscle. Then, one of the dogs yawned. The second dog looked at the first dog and he yawned too. Then they sat down and rolled over on the porch, utterly uninterested in the man who was an obvious threat to the safety of the house.
Jerome couldn't believe his luck. He let out a long, slow breath, and even allowed himself a relieved smile. He had lucked into the worst guard dogs in history. He was just turning his attention back to the window when he heard a thud sound, the kind of sound a piece of wood makes when it comes in contact with a skull. About the time he had processed the sound, he realized that he had not only heard it, he had felt it. It was his skull, and he watched the ground moving toward his face. As he face hit the ground and he became aware that he was losing consciousness he heard a voice from behind him, a crotchety old man voice.
"You dogs ain't worth a good gol dang since I cut your balls off," the voice said. That was the last words he heard before he slipped into unconsciousness.
When his consciousness returned, Jerome found himself tied to a chair, in the middle of a dimly lit room. Standing in front of him was the beautiful girl he had seen though the window. She was looking at him curiously, almost like she was measuring him up. She was covered from her neck to her cowboy boots in an extremely unflattering flannel nightgown.
Over to the side was a scrawny old man dressed in overalls and a cowboy hat. He was dirty and unshaven, with deep wrinkle lines on his face and hard, black eyes. He did not look very happy, and Jerome noted with dismay that he was whittling a stick with a knife the size of his forearm.
"Bout time you woke up boy," he said stiffly. "I's thinking you might be dead already."
The word "already" sent a chill down Jerome's spine. He quickly assessed his situation, and it was not good.
"Listen, I don't want any trouble," he stammered. "If you'll just let me go, I'll leave here and never come back. We can just call it a misunderstanding."
"A misunderstanding," the old man said, scratching his chin with the blade of the knife. "Well I guess ya got a point there, we'll just cut you loose then."
Jerome let out a long slow breath as he contemplated the idea that he might be set free. The old man hadn't really moved from his chair though, and no one said anything for a few moments.
"You're really going to just let me go?" Jerome finally stammered, half begging.
"HELL no we ain't lettin' you go, ya window peeping scalawag," he hollered.
Jerome hung his head and mentally prepared for the worst. He was starting to think he deserved it, peering in on such an innocent young lady. He gave the old man a look pleading for mercy, and then he turned and looked back at the girl. For some reason he noticed that she had unbuttoned a few buttons on the nightgown.
"Please don't kill me," Jerome stammered out.
The words seem to fall on deaf ears, and the room was silent for a moment. The girl was the first to speak up.
"My goodness it's hot in here," she said, and before Jerome could process the words she had unbuttoned a few more buttons off the nightgown and then shrugged it off her shoulders and let if fall to the floor. Underneath, she had on a lacy, white silk robe, a pair of very short jean cutoffs, and cowboy boots.
Jerome could not help but stare in disbelief.
"Daisy, what are you doin'," the old man said sternly. "And what are you lookin' at boy?"
Jerome closed his eyes and starting thinking some really bad thoughts, mostly of him being pummeled to death.
But before those awful thoughts could come to a fruition, the girl walked over to stand in front of his chair.
"Daddy, maybe I should check him, make sure he ain't wearin' a wire," she said. "Maybe I should, um, take this shirt off him."
The way she said it gave Jerome enough pause to hesitate his negative thoughts and look up at her. She had a curious, mischievous smile on her face.
"Now Daisy, I don't think ya oughta being doin' somethin' like that," the old man said.
But Daisy had already reached down and unbuttoned the top button on Jerome's shirt, and was peeking down his shirt. "I'm just gonna take a quick look, Daddy."
Before Jerome could react, Daisy had sat down on his knee and starting unbuttoning his shirt. Jerome could feel the sweat popping off his forehead as he glanced out of the corner of his eye over at the old man, who appeared to be getting a bit red in the face as he whittled hard on the stick. Jerome couldn't help but imagine the phallic nature of the stick he was cutting on, and it made his groin suffer sympathy pains.
Daisy got down to the second to the last button on his shirt and slowly pulled the tails of the shirt out of his pants. She pulled the last button free and pushed the shirt back off his chest. Then she stood back and took a few moments to show both Jerome and her Daddy that she was quite impressed with Jerome's dark, muscular torso.
"My oh my," she swooned, "how did you evah get such an impressive, taut physique?"
Jerome gulped and sweated some more bullets. "Ah, I just run a lot I reckon," he stammered.
"Humph," growled the old man. "You USED to run a lot."
Jerome was still letting that statement settle in when Daisy piped back up.
"Do you think I'm pretty?" she said, as she stood back from him and struck a model pose.
Jerome looked over at Daddy, and then looked over at Daisy, and then looked back at Daddy again. He had no idea what the right answer was. "Uh, yes ma'am?" he half asked.
Jerome grimaced as the old man hacked off the end of the stick with his knife. He was starting to wonder if this was a bad dream he was getting ready to wake up from. He wished he could pinch himself, but he was tied tight to the chair.
Daisy walked over a bit closer to him and she let the robe fall slightly open, showcasing a lacy pink bra underneath. "So do ya think I'm sexy?" she said with a sultry voice.
This time Jerome didn't hesitate. "NO MA'AM. No, no no."
Daisy pouted as she closed her robe back and turned away.
"NO? What the hell is wrong with you boy?" yelled the old man. "You some kind of blind peeping tom?"
Jerome immediately became even more flustered, stammering something about how he was clearly mistaken, that Daisy was indeed sexy.
"Wait, are you trying to say my Daisy is sexy, right 'chere in front of me in my own home?"
Jerome spent a few moments trying to nod his head both yes and no before he finally gave up and hung his head. "I don't know, mister," he said.
Daisy rescued him from the fire, on her way to throwing gasoline on it. "Daddy, I think I'd better take those pants offa him and make sure he ain't got no wire on underneath there," she said.
"Now Daisy, I don't think you oughta be doin' that," he said. Jerome couldn't help but think that he sounded like a man who often told her what not to do while she continued to do it.
She walked slowly over to him and got down on her knees in front of him and with a sly grin that only he could see, she unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down to below his knees. Jerome's eyes got nearly as big as his mouth was hanging open. Daisy didn't get up, poised on her knees with her arms resting on his thighs, looking him up and down and paying a considerable amount of viewing time on his crotch.
"Do you see anything?" hollered the old man.
Daisy looked over at him confused. "See anything like what?" she asked.
"Like a wire," he said, irritated.
She looked at him blankly for a minute, letting that sink in, before she laughed and replied. "Not yet Daddy."
Despite the fact that in all likelihood he was going to have his balls cut off on his way to a horrible, untimely death, Jerome could not overlook the fact that he was down to his boxers with a very hot, very sexy, half dressed young girl with her hands on his thighs, looking him over like something she was looking forward to doing something very naughty with. Not only could he not notice her, his cock also couldn't not notice her, and much to his horror he began to get an erection. He speculated that the old man probably wouldn't notice, but Daisy certainly would notice the wood, and sure enough, she caught his eye and winked at him after she saw the outline of his cock in his boxer shorts. She stood up and walked across the room toward the old man.
"Daddy, do you reckon' that its true what they say about black men?" she said.
"Now Daisy, that is just about enough girl," he yelled. "Whoever told you that black men had big cocks anyhow."
Daisy stopped and feigned surprise. "Big cocks?" she said. "I was just wondering if it was true that black men prefer boxers to briefs."
The old man got flustered again and went to cutting on the stick again, as Daisy gave Jerome another wink.
"Well now you got me wonderin' if he's got a big cock," she said, looking at him seductively.
"Now Daisy..." he started.
"Can I look at it Daddy, please," she wailed. "Please, I just wanna look at it real quick," she said.
"Daisy I just don't think that's a very good idea...," he started.
But Daisy had already walked back over and got down on her knees in front of Jerome, whose mouth had now fallen open large enough to accommodate a good sized apple.
She had her hands on his boxers before he could react, not that he could've done anything, and in a flash they were down to his ankles and he was sitting buck naked in front of Daisy, who was looking at his crotch with wide, adoring eyes.
"Oh my," she said, her eyes glued to his cock. "My, my, my, my, my."
While Jerome had managed to maintain a semi aroused state, being naked in front of a hot girl who was visually and vocally admiring his cock was pushing him into full arousal, despite the sounds of the old man urgently whittling the stick.
Daisy smiled and blushed a little as her finger came up and played with her half open mouth, as she examined his cock, and her silk robe fell all the way open to show off the lacy pink bra that was straining to hold in her ample breasts.
"Daddy," she said with a faraway voice.
"Yes Daisy?"
"Can I touch it?"
Jerome felt his heart fall out of his chest and bounce along the floor as he heard the words and saw the angry grimace from the old man.
"Now, Daisy, you know you ought not be doin' that," he said sternly.
Jerome could only nod in agreement with the old man, his voice was lost.
But Daisy, mesmerized by Jerome's big black cock, wasn't listening. She slowly moved her index finger until she touched him lightly about halfway up his cock. Despite the fact that Jerome anticipated that this activity was going to make it all the more likely that his balls would be cut off, he couldn't help himself. His cock jumped and became stiffer, growing larger still. Much to the delight of Daisy, who cooed and touched him with two fingers, then three, and then began to run her index finger up and down the length of his cock. She ran her fingers down to his soon-to-be-gone balls and raised them up slightly, openly appreciating the size and weight.
Her finger traced back up to the tip of his cock, and she swirled her finger elegantly around it, picking up some moisture at the tip and spreading the fluid around the tip of his cock. Then she brought her finger to her mouth, and slipped her finger into her mouth.
Jerome's mouth was now hanging open enough to fit a small cantaloupe.
"Daddy, I don't think he is wearing a wire," she said, not taking her eyes off his cock.
The old man made a noise that may have been a grunt, but Jerome was too horrified to look over at him. Daisy moved forward on her knees and put both hands on his cock, and began to rub and stroke his cock with her face poised just inches away from him. Jerome had never in his life been so aroused, and never in his life had he been so terrified. Ironically it was at the same time, and his heart was exploding in his chest as a result.
Meanwhile, as Daisy lovingly stroked his stiffening manhood, her face continued to drift closer, until he could feel her warm breath on his cock.
"Daddy, is it ok if I take a taste?" she said seductively, never taking her eyes off Jerome's cock.
"Now Daisy, look hear, you just need to keep your little mouth clear of that thing," the old man stammered.
Jerome could feel his own head moving, but he wasn't even sure if he was nodding yes or no, and he wasn't even sure which way he wanted to go. At the end of the day, if he was going to have his balls cut off and be stabbed to death and buried in the back yard, the best thing that could happen to him right before that would be to have Daisy wrapping her lips around his cock.
Daisy once again ignored the old man, leaning in with her luscious lips to softly kiss one side of his cock, then the other, then moving up to run her lips back and forth across the tip. Then she slipped her tongue out and got a taste of him, then she was running her tongue up and down the sides and the front and then she moaned deeply and just took his whole cock into her warm mouth.
Jerome's mouth was now open enough to fit a small watermelon.
Daisy had some impressive oral skills, leaving Jerome in the position of being in utter ecstasy but desperately trying to hide it. He wanted to moan and thrust his cock into her mouth, but he could still hear the old man loudly whittling the stick.
"Oh he tastes sooooo good Daddy," she said, taking her mouth off him for a moment, but leaving a long string of saliva connecting her mouth to his cock. Her hands were massaging her breasts through the silky lace of her bra as she licked her lips and moved back in for more. The licking and sucking had become noisy, and it was becoming apparent to Jerome that she was showing off for the old man. Jerome was getting close to losing his load into her mouth when she suddenly stopped and rose from her knees to stand in front of him.
"I wanna fuck him Daddy," she said seductively, her hands coming to the front of her short cut off jeans. She unbuttoned her jeans and zipped them down, and then hesitated and looked over at the old man. "Can I fuck him?"
Jerome was now in agony. On the one hand, was this gorgeous, smoking hot babe getting ready to fuck his brains out. On the other hand, he was acutely aware that everything that was happening was going to make it worse for him in the end. On the third hand he was thinking it was pretty fucked up that this girl was doing this in front of the old man. Somewhere in the distance he could hear the old man mumbling about how she ought not to do that.
Daisy turned to the side and hooked her thumbs into the belt line of her open shorts. Slowly she bent forward has she pushed the shorts down her long, toned legs. When they reached her cowboy boots she lifted up one leg and then she turned to face a horrified, aroused Jerome. With a quick flip of her foot she sent the tiny jean shorts right into his face, where they landed and somehow stayed for a moment before falling away.
Jerome was afraid to look but unable to turn away as he looked at the vision in front of him, dressed only in boots and the lacy pink bra. She was neatly trimmed and glistening wet, and in spite of his predicament, Jerome's mouth watered at the thought of what was coming next.
Daisy sauntered over to him and climbed onto his lap, and before he could think she had slid down on to his cock. She gasped loudly as she took him in, and then she immediately began bucking her hips on him.
Turns out, Daisy was not so innocent.
Jerome had been with some wild women in his life, but he had never been a part of anything like this. She was like some kind of wild animal, thrashing around on top of him with reckless abandon, moaning and screaming in between wild demands to fuck her harder. He was pretty sure she came immediately, then again a few minutes later, then several more times while he was trying to avoid getting injured. Then she turned around and sat in his lap, and Jerome was treated to the sight of her beautiful ass twerking away on his cock. He didn't want to come because he had kinda figured this was the last time he was ever going to have sex, but it was just too much. He felt himself building to a powerful orgasm and he momentarily forget where he was.
"Fuck yeah," he yelled, and bowed up his groin as far as he could with the restraints. He moaned and closed his eyes and shot his load up into her as she collapsed back onto him.
His eyes were still closed as he slowly regained his senses, and with a shudder he came back to his current predicament. He opened one eye to look over to see if the old man was still there. Sure enough, he was, looking pretty angry.
"Ok, Daisy, play time is over now," he grumbled.
Daisy climbed off of Jerome and stood there in front of the two men, fully glowing with that just fucked look. "Ah Daddy, is play time really over?" she said. "I bet I can get him hard again in no time."
Jerome nodded in agreement, realizing that his best case scenario at this point was to delay. If nothing else, maybe he could have one more last romp before dying.



Daisy ran off into the kitchen, leaving the old man glaring at Jerome. When she came back, she had a peeled banana with a bottle of chocolate sauce. She poured the chocolate sauce all over the banana and then she got down on her knees in front of Jerome and began licking the chocolate off. Then some of the chocolate dripped off onto her chest, and she set the banana aside for a moment and popped the clasp on the front of the bra. Slowly and seductively she slipped the bra off, exposing two of the most perfect breasts Jerome had ever seen.
"Do you like 'em?" Daisy asked grinning.
Mesmerized, Jerome could only nod yes.
Daisy took the chocolate sauce and poured some on each breasts, and then moved up close to Jerome and put one breasts within reach of his mouth.
"Then show them how much you like them," she said softly but assertively.
Jerome was beyond being able to stop himself, and his mouth was sucking hungrily on her breasts before she even got the sentence out. He licked one side clean and then licked the other side clean, and then she covered them up again and they started all over. He licked the chocolate off her breasts while she went back to orally caressing the banana. Despite having one of the most intense orgasms of his life, Jerome could feel his cock coming quickly back to life.
It continued to come back to life as Daisy moved back down onto her knees and slid his hardening cock into the chocolate covered groove between her breasts. She held her breasts together and slid up and down, letting his cock harden as she massaged it with her breasts.
When she moved down and poured some chocolate onto his cock and began licking and slurping the sauce off him, he pretty much didn't care that the old man was even there. When she took him into her mouth and began sucking him harder and more passionately than before, he pretty much forgot that the old man was even in the room.
He was in the midst of utter ecstasy watching her giving his cock a tongue bath when she suddenly stopped and looked over to the old man.
"Hey Daddy, come over here and fuck me from behind," she said.
Jerome went cold, jerked back to reality as he tried to process the words, but he got halfway down that road and his mind shut down and had to restart. He got halfway back to interpreting the words and his mind jerked back off again and he had to start a third time. About the fourth or fifth time, the words finally took on some meaning, and by that time the old man was walking over towards them.
"What the fuck?" Jerome stammered. He was now experiencing intense arousal, fear, and now disgust.
The old man stood behind her and gripped his belt, looking down hungrily at Daisy's ass as he took the belt off. As he unbuttoned his pants, Jerome couldn't help but get a mental image of what the old man was going to look like naked. He visualized a dried up old body with a three inch dick that probably wouldn't even get hard. He further visualized that the old man would probably be pissed no matter how he reacted, so he tried to look away.
The old man ripped open his shirt, sending buttons flying, and Jerome was somewhat surprised at how fit the old body was. Then he dropped his jeans, and Jerome gasped in shock.
The old man had the biggest cock he'd ever seen. Jerome was so stunned by the size of him that he momentarily forgot that he was about to be an unwilling participant in a bizarre threesome.
The old man moved quickly into position behind Daisy and in an instant he had gotten on his knees behind her. Jerome watched in muted horror as Daisy's face contorted from brief discomfort to cooing pleasure, and he realized the old man had planted that massive tool to the hilt.
Jerome's mouth was now wide open enough to fit ... well, an apple, a cantaloupe, and a watermelon.
Meanwhile Daisy was moaning and writhing around on the old man's cock as she continued to give Jerome an epic tongue bath. Given the circumstance, Jerome would normally not be aroused, but she gave such incredible head he could easily overlook the perversity going on before him.
And the perversity went on for some time. In addition to being hung like a horse, the old man had some serious stamina, and he was fucking Daisy so hard her head was bouncing in Jerome's lap. After what felt like a half hour, Jerome saw the old man pull out and spew an incredible load all over Daisy's wriggling back, and the arousal factor overcame the fear and perversion factor and Jerome felt himself coming as well. As his cock began to explode into Daisy's mouth, she pulled it out and pointed it towards herself, moving it around so that it painted a thick white goo all over her smiling face.
Then it was over, and Daisy collapsed in a cum covered heap between them. She had come a long way from the innocent girl in the flannel nightgown. She had become a freak.
The old man stood up and grabbed his pants, looked at the two of them angrily, then stalked out of the room, presumably to get some kind of instrument to cut Jerome into little pieces.
Jerome looked down at the naked, cum covered Daisy, who was smiling up at him in a distracted bliss.
"Daisy, listen to me, this is important," Jerome said. "I'm not a peeping tom, I'm an undercover officer with the FBI, I'm investigating because your daddy has been downloading everything from white supremacists murder plots to child pornography. I need you to set me free, you are obviously being abused here, and I can get you out of her safely."
Daisy looked at him dreamily. "For real, the FBI?" she said. She appeared to be so traumatized by the old man that she was oblivious to reality.
"Yes, untie me, I can help you if you help me," he said desperately.
Daisy looked at him unemotionally for a moment, then dragged a finger over the load on her cheek and then slipped the finger inside her mouth. "Ok, I'll get cleaned up and be right back," she said.
He tried to stop her but she jumped up and disappeared in the same direction the old man had gone.
For the next fifteen minutes, Jerome sat alone, naked and tied to the chair, and every minute that went by made him more convinced that Daisy had gone and told the old man he was with the FBI, and whatever awful, short future lay ahead for him was going to get worse.
Finally, he heard someone coming, and looked up anxiously in the hopes it was Daisy coming to set him free. Instead, his stomach sank as the old man appeared, dressed this time, and holding the knife in front of him. As the old man leaned toward him, Jerome braced for the pain of the knife going into his gut.
But instead, the old man reached around the chair and sliced the ropes binding Jerome to the chair. Jerome was so shocked he didn't move, as the man went to work cutting lose his legs. Then the old man helped a still stunned Jerome to his feet.
"Hey man, you need to get dressed and get the fuck out of here," the old man said. He had curiously lost the whole backwoods accent. "Daisy's talking about cutting your FBI balls off, that bitch is crazy. She's got something against black folks."
Jerome was almost too stunned to move, but somehow he found his wits enough to pull his clothes back on. His mind was spinning.
"So, you're letting me go?" he finally said.
"Yeah, but you gotta hurry, she's on that computer thing looking up how to do some sick shit," the old man said.
"The computer thing?" Jerome said.
"Yeah, that crazy thing that she spends playing around on all day," he said, pushing Jerome towards the door. "I ain't got time for that, even if I knew how to turn it on."
Jerome stumbled towards the door as the realization hit him that the old man wasn't the white supremacist, child pornography collecting wacko. It was Daisy.
"So your daughter is the crazy one," stammered Jerome.
The old man looked confused. "Daughter?" he said slowly. "Dude, Daisy ain't my daughter. What kind of weirdo do you think I am? Daisy is my girlfriend. She just likes to call me Daddy when she gets horned up."
The old man was practically pushing Jerome out the door. "If I was you," he said, I'd hit the woods running and I wouldn't stop til the sun comes up."
Then, just as Jerome was turning to go, he heard the old man say one last thing.
"Oh and hey, if you come back on a Wednesday, she's got book club, maybe you and me can get together and have some fun, just the two of us."
Jerome's mouth fell open, it was now wide enough to fit...well, just about anything.



        Desperately Seeking Dan

        Married couple develops a shared fantasy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/desperately-seeking-dan

Title: Desperately Seeking Dan

Author: SPEN STERLING

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Married couple develops a shared fantasy.

Tags: voyeur, sharing, wife sharing, toys




Ken and Beth were the quintessential normal married couple. Married at 21, they were both from the same small town, they both shared common interests. They were best friends, shared everything, and were very open with each other. They worked hard, made enough money to live comfortably and grew closer over the years. By the time they were in their mid 30s, they were settled with the idea they would always be together.
Part of what kept them comfortably together was they had a fantastic sex life. Despite being fairly inexperienced before getting married, they had a knack for communicating and sharing their desires, and that led to a fun and somewhat adventurous sex life. Nothing too crazy - sex in public places, watching porn together, that kind of thing.
Even after 15 years of marriage, Beth was still in great shape and enjoyed dressing up, and occasionally, dressing up sexy. They discovered that when they went to parties and Beth dressed up sexy, they both enjoyed the attention she would get. Ken liked seeing other men appreciate his wife, and Beth liked seeing Ken noticing the attention. And when they got home after the party, the sex was always wild and passionate.
But while Beth liked the attention of other men and Ken enjoyed watching that attention, neither one of them even had a thought about the idea of it being anything more than attention.
All that changed after they took a summer vacation to a little beach town several hours away from their home. After spending a long day basking in the sun, they found a little hole in the wall bar and settled in for a few drinks. After Beth got a few glasses of wine in her, she challenged Ken to a little 8-ball at the only pool table at the bar.
But just as they were moving to the table, two guys from the other end of the bar made the same move, and they arrived at the same time. When they realized that Ken and Beth had intentions on the table they politely stepped back. But Beth had a few drinks in her and was in full friendly mode.
"Hey, how 'bout we take you guys on in a doubles match?" Beth said.
The guys grinned at each other, shrugged and nodded their assent.
The guys introduced themselves as Rick and Dan, and the four set in to playing a doubles 8 ball match. Rick and Dan were probably ten years younger, and very fit and good looking, and as it turns out they were quite a bit better at pool than both Ken and Beth. They pretty much wiped the table two games in a row before Ken and Beth could even make a shot. All four were having a good time, laughing and having fun.
"Hey, how about if we change partners?" said Dan. "I'll take Beth."
"Change partners?" said Ken laughing. "I don't think Rick is my type."
Dan laughed. "Well I was talking about pool, but I would gladly trade my date for your lovely wife."
Beth blushed and played along. "I'll change partners for a while but I have to go home with him eventually."
They all shared the laugh and set about to playing with the new partner alignment, which made for more interesting competition. Now that Beth was on Dan's team, they ended up standing together during the other team's turn and talking a lot more. Dan was paying Beth quite a few compliments, from making a good shot to her golden tan. Beth was still knocking back the drinks and was very much enjoying the attention.
Each time Beth or Dan made a shot, they would high five, and eventually the celebration grew to include a hip bump. Sometimes the hands would linger on the high five, or Dan would give her a soft pat on the back, and Beth couldn't help but feel a little thrill.
Meanwhile Ken was also noticing all the contact between the younger man and his wife, and while he couldn't exactly pin down why, it was giving him a little thrill too. For some odd reason he wasn't at all jealous, and was looking forward to their friendly contact. He made it clear with jokes and smiles that he didn't mind their playfulness, and at times he deliberately turned away so Dan might be bolder.
As the games and the drinks went on, the interaction and contact increased. At one point Dan was standing behind her helping Beth line up a shot, and from where Ken was standing on the other side of the table he couldn't help but wonder if Dan wasn't coming in full groin to ass contact with his wife. He also couldn't help but notice that Beth was taking her time getting the shot lined up, extending the time that they were in contact. When she finally took the shot she missed badly and he had to catch her to keep her from losing her balance, and that ended up with a quick, friendly embrace. Ken clapped his hands to show his appreciation, and he couldn't help but notice that Dan got flushed and maybe even had the signs of an erection in his shorts.
As the games continued, the bar crowd began to thin, until the four of them were pretty much the only ones in the bar. With each game, the playfulness between his wife and Dan increased, and it struck Ken at one point that if someone had walked into the bar and didn't know better, they would assume that Beth and Dan were a couple.
None of it was overtly sexual, it was just friendly and somewhat suggestive. A hand lingering on her hip, or Beth jokingly pinching his cheek or slapping his ass when he missed a shot. It was all innocent, and they were both enjoying the fun.
Rick was just knocking the eight ball in for the win when the bartender came by to give them a heads up that it was last call. The fun night had flown by.
"Hey, we probably still have time for one more game, why don't we bet a dollar on this last game," Dan said.
Ken made an exaggerated show out of putting a dollar down on the table and said "You're on!"
They laughed and ordered a last round of drinks, and Beth announced she would have to pee to make it to a last game. She walked over to Ken and gave him a quick hug.
"You doin' ok?" she whispered.
"Having a great time," he said. "By the way, you look incredibly sexy tonight."
She grinned as she checked her look in the mirror. She did look good, dressed in cutoff jeans, flip flops and a black silk top.
"By the way, when you lean over the table to make a shot, we can all see right down your shirt," grinned Ken.
Beth was genuinely surprised, and she realized that he was right. Not only was her loose fitting shirt buttoned down pretty low, but she had on a sheer see through bra, so without realizing it she had been showing off her chest. "Oops," she grinned, and she started to button the lowest button, but then Ken stopped her.
"I don't mind," said Ken with a wink. "And I'm pretty sure Dan and Rick don't mind either."
Beth feigned outrage and patted him on the ass. "You are so bad," she said as she walked to the ladies room.
When she came back out a moment later, Ken was pretty sure that her shirt was open even more than it was before.
"Who's breaking?" said Rick as he set up the balls in the rack.
"Ladies first!" said Beth as she strode over to the far side of the table. Beth was lined up for the break on one end of the table, and all three guys were on the other side. Beth looked at Ken and grinned mischievously as she bent down over the table, her shirt opening up to show her sexy bra underneath. His stomach swooned as he realized she was deliberately showing off now. She cracked the break like a pro, and all three cheered. Maybe for the break, maybe for the show.
Maybe it was because it was the last game, maybe it was because the drink counts had gotten high, maybe it was because it was closing time, but the playfulness hit high gear. Dan was "helping" Beth to line up nearly every shot, Beth couldn't keep her hands off Dan, and the celebrations on good shots was getting downright gropy.
At one point Dan had an awkward shot that required him to reach way over the table, a shot that normally would require a bridge cue, but the bar didn't have. Beth stepped in for the rescue, putting her fist on the table for Dan, so Dan could set the cue on her knuckles while lining up the shot. As Dan pulled the cue slowly back and forth over her knuckles, the obvious symbol of a long, hard stick rubbing up against her hand hit all four of them at once, and when Rick started snickering the rest of them couldn't help it and burst out laughing. Dan nearly dropped the stick he was laughing so hard.
"Get back here and finish the job," laughed Beth.
This time when Dan set the pool cue on her knuckles, Beth slipped a finger over the top, leading to more hysterical laughter. Then Dan put the base of the stick up against his groin and pushed his hips back and forth, so now it looked like he had a five foot long cock and was sliding it in and out of Beth's hand. Everybody died laughing at that for a while, and then finally they settled down and took the shot for real, and they somehow nearly made the shot.
Rick had the next shot, and as he surveyed the table looking for options, Ken was watching Dan and Beth on the other side of the table. She was standing slightly in front of him, they were still laughing about the previous shot but were well out of earshot for Ken to hear. In the dark and alcohol fueled haze of the bar, Ken's vision began to play tricks on him, or maybe he was playing tricks on himself. In his vision, Dan and Beth were suddenly naked, and she was reaching back and had her hand poised over his cock, which was huge. Then he was leaning down, and she was leaning up, and they were kissing and his hands were groping her all over as she stroked her hand up and down his massive hard cock.
"What do you think?" he heard Rick say, and he was jolted out of the fantasy.
"Uh, whatever you think," he said.
Rick looked at him oddly and then lined up the shot. He managed to hit that one in and the next three, and had a shot at the eight ball but missed.
Now it was Beth's turn, and she was facing some pressure. Her team still had three balls and the eight ball left, and of the four she was the weakest player even when she wasn't drunk. Somehow, with the close physical guidance of Dan, she managed to knock in all three balls and had just the eight ball left, but she whiffed the chance to win it. Then it was Ken's shot to win, but he missed as well.
Now it was Dan's turn to win the match, but he had a ridiculous angle to shoot for.
"You're never going to hit that shot," Beth said.
"Yeah, you're right, you are never going to hit that shot," Rick joshed.
"I bet I can hit it," said Dan.
"I bet you can't," said Ken.
"I'll tell you what, if I miss this shot I will walk out of this bar with nothing but my boxers on," Dan said. "But if I make the shot, I get to kiss your lovely wife good night."
All four players let that moment hang in the air. Ken looked at Beth, who was looking back at Ken. Dan held his breath, as Rick looked at Dan like he had lost his mind. It was definitely a calculated risk, a risk that Ken might take offense and turn a friendly wager into a drunken brawl. Or that Beth would be offended and make a scene.
Then Ken grinned. "You're never gonna make that shot," he said. "It's a bet."
Beth wasn't sure how to react, but with her husband going along she figured what the hell, it was just an innocent kiss, and it was in public, and in front of her husband. In her heart, which was beating rapidly, she couldn't help but root for Dan to hit the shot. Ken was thinking the same thing.
Dan took his time, carefully checking the angle of the shot. Finally he set up and hit the cue ball as hard as he possibly could, and somehow he managed to catch the very edge of the eight ball and sent it moving, barely moving, towards the pocket, and it moved with all the speed of a snail toward the hole, inching up until it was right on the edge of the hole, and just when it looked like it was going to run out of steam, it dropped into the pocket.
Dan raised the cue in victory as Beth shrieked and everyone else cheered, but the cue ball was still moving. He had to hit it so hard it was still bounding about the table, and almost like a slow motion replay, it ended up on a long, slow roll back to the same hole the eight ball had gone into, and as Dan yelled in agony, it dropped in for a scratch, meaning the shot had failed and Dan had lost the bet.
Now all four were cheering and laughing and high fiving, it was a perfect way to end a fun match. Of course, for Dan, losing the bet meant he was going to leave the bar with only his boxers on, and true to his word, he took off his shorts and his shirt and carried them out of the bar as the four of them walked out.
When they got outside the bar, they stood for a few minutes chatting about what a good time they had, and Beth took the time to hug both Rick and Dan, who was still dressed in just boxers. As she hugged him, she couldn't help but notice he cut a pretty fine, firm figure half naked in the moonlight of the bar parking lot.
"We might've lost the bet, but I have to hand it to you, you were a mighty fine partner," Beth said. Then she leaned in and gave Dan a warm kiss, and it was even better than she had imagined. Watching it, Ken had the same thought.
Ken and Beth got into their car and didn't say a word on their way back to the hotel. They didn't say a word in the lobby, or in the elevator, or as they opened the door. But after they walked into the room, they turned to each other and like hungry tigers, they pounced on each other, ripping clothes off as they stumbled around the room towards the bed. Ken had been hard for the last half hour, and Beth had been wet even longer, so when he plunged his cock into her they were both more than ready. They rolled around the bed in a rapture, moaning and thrusting like high school students, and they both quickly orgasmed and collapsed on the bed. Ken was hard again within minutes though, triggered by memories at the bar, and he fucked her in every position in every way every how. They were both cognizant of the fact that they had been incredibly turned on by Beth's playfulness with Dan, and neither needed to even mention it.
When Ken came the second time, he was visualizing Beth bending over the pool table with Dan's dick buried deep inside her. When Beth came the third time, she was having a fantasy about taking Dan's cock in her mouth.
They passed out on the bed and slept a few hours, but both of them woke up having dreams about Dan screwing Beth, and they had sex again in the dark. The next morning they had sex in the shower, with Ken taking her from behind. She closed her eyes and imagined it was Dan. He closed his eyes and imagined that she was imagining it was Dan. They both imagined that Dan was imagining being there. Dan probably was somewhere imagining that he was there.
Physically spent but still distracted from the previous night's events, they staggered down to breakfast and settled in at a table. After a long awkward silence, Ken spoke up.
"Wow, so that was really something eh?" he said.
"Mmm, yes it was," said Beth.
"I don't know about you, but I got kinda turned on watching you with Dan last night," Ken said.
"Well I hope I didn't do anything wrong," Beth said. "I was kinda drunk, and well, I got a little crazy."
Ken smiled at her. "Listen, you didn't do anything wrong, I have to admit, it was really hot watching you two together. And I didn't mind at ALL. Both those guys thought you were hot."
Beth grinned and nodded. "I sensed that you all liked it," she said. "It was kind of a turn on to have young guys flirting with me like that, but it was even more of a turn on to see you watching. We both know it wasn't going anywhere, but it was still a huge turn on."
Ken took a long, slow sip of coffee. Just thinking about it, he was getting hard again. "Yes, it was definitely a turn on," he said. "A huge turn on."
For the next several weeks after that vacation, their sex life was off the charts. Both of them spent their days thinking about that night, and fantasizing about other things happening with Dan. By the time they got home they were super horny, and they took it out on each other.
"Dan" had also become a running joke for both of them. If Beth called to say she had to work a little late, Ken would chide her that Dan must be there. If Ken called to say he had to work late, Beth would say "take your time, Dan is here and he will keep me company." It was a joke, but just the thought of that would send Ken into a state, and by the time he got home he was practically losing it in his pants.
While neither would admit it, the joking and teasing had kept the memory of that night alive to the point where it had become an obsession. Both of them had fantasies involving Dan, but they did not share them with their partner. Which was ironic, because if they had told each other, it was pretty much the same fantasy. Dan, fucking Beth's brains out, while Ken watched. It was clearly a fantasy for both of them, and not something they WANTED to happen. Yet.
But as time went on, the mythical Dan figure began working his way into the bedroom.
One night when Ken and Beth were having some foreplay fun with a card game they liked to play, Ken drew a card that instructed him to blindfold his partner. After he had blindfolded her, he got the idea to bring Dan into the fun. He tied her arms loosely up to the bedposts so she couldn't move.
"Ok Beth, now that you can't see or move, I wanted to let you know about a little surprise I planned for the night. I invited our old friend Dan to come by and see you, he has been wanting to visit with you ever since our pool game."
Beth tensed up just a bit as the words sank in, but she quickly realized that Ken was just toying with her, and she giggled. "Oooh, I can't wait," she said.
Ken got up from the bed and walked over to the door, opening it up loudly and inviting Dan to come in and join them.
"Hey Dan, good to see you, glad you could make it," he said. "You remember Beth, she has been dying to see you again."
Beth waved her loose fingers toward him and grinned.
"So Dan, I think that Beth would really like to take things to the next level with you," he said. "Why don't you put your hand on her leg and caress her thigh."
Beth felt a hand come down on her thigh, and she felt her heart beat a little faster as she visualized Dan sitting there on the bed, looking at her naked, tied up body.
"I think that Beth would like it if you touched her pussy," he said. "Would you like that, Beth?"
Beth licked her lips and tried to calm her beating heart. She nodded slowly, and then she felt the hand moving up her thigh and lightly tickling over her wet pussy. She took a deep breath and tried to settle herself, but she was being overcome by this game.
"I think Beth felt your cock when you were playing pool, when he was helping you line up shots, isn't that right Beth?" Ken asked.
Beth was feeling a little vulnerable now, and afraid of saying the wrong thing, but she was so hot right now she couldn't stop herself. "Yes Dan, I felt your hard cock," she said slowly.
"Did you like feeling Dan's hard cock?" Ken prodded.
She hesitated and visualized Dan standing behind her in the bar, his hands wrapped around her holding the pool cue. "Yes," she rasped. "I LOVED feeling your hard cock."
"I wonder if Beth would want that hard cock in her mouth right now," Ken said.
Beth licked her lips and moaned. "Oh yes, I want that cock in my mouth right now."
But Ken teased her with it at first. "I think Dan just wants you to kiss it and lick it right now," he said.
Beth did as she was told, licking and kissing the cock put in front of her. "Oh Dan," she said. "I love to lick your cock."
Beth didn't care that cock felt like Ken's. She didn't care that it tasted like Ken's. All she cared about was that in her mind, she was taking that fine young cock in her mouth, while her husband watched.



It was all Ken could do not to blow his load all over his wife's face. It was a huge and unexpected turn on, thinking about her imagining that she was kissing Dan's cock.
"He wants you to suck on it now," Ken said, pushing his cock into her mouth.
"MMMM, oh yes Dan," she mumbled before her mouth was filled up. She sucked passionately on his cock, visualizing the entire time that it was Dan. She had determined that it was a big turn on for Ken to pretend she was with Dan, but it was also pretty easy for her to act that out.
"I think Dan wants to fuck you now, are you ok with that?" Ken said.
Beth squirmed a bit at the thought of that. "I don't know baby, is it ok with you if Dan fucks me?" she asked.
Ken swallowed hard. "Oh yeah baby, I want to watch him fuck you hard," he said.
She hesitated and licked her lips. "Fuck me Dan," she said. "Fuck me while my husband watches."
Ken slammed his cock into his wife and he started building toward an orgasm almost immediately, an orgasm that was greatly heightened by his blindfolded wife moaning for Dan to fuck her harder. He was ramming it in so hard he was afraid he might hurt her but he couldn't stop himself, and he came so explosively that when he was finished he ended up sprawled over her gasping for breath.
After a long while of collecting themselves, Beth, who was still wearing a blindfold, let out a long, slow sigh. "Damn Dan, you just rocked my world," she giggled. "Ken I hope that was as good for you as it was for us."
So "Dan" moved from being an ongoing joke to being their frequent and favorite bedtime activity. It was still all in fun, but the blindfold game became a prominent part of their foreplay, with "Dan" always making an appearance to ravish Beth. After a few weeks of a lot of sex, Ken decided to take it to yet another level.
Beth was blindfolded with her arms and legs tied loosely to the four posts of the bed, and Ken was teasing her with "Dan."
"I think Dan wants to taste you tonight," Ken whispered, which caused Beth to purr and gyrate her hips in anticipation.
"I do like it when Dan does that," Beth cooed.
Ken liked it too, especially when Beth got a few glasses of wine in her and got talkative. She would take to both "Dan" and Ken as Ken pretended to be Dan.
"Oh Dan, your tongue feels so good," she said. "Ken, I know you like to watch it when Dan licks my clit."
Ken moaned his appreciation as he plunged his tongue into her. Beth couldn't help but notice how much more enthusiastic he was when "Dan" played along.
"Baby I think Dan wants to watch me while I fuck you tonight, is that ok?" Ken said.
"Hmmm, well that's different," said Beth. "But whatever Dan wants is ok by me."
Ken set himself down between her legs and slid his cock up against her clit a few times before sliding inside her.
"Dan, I bet you like watching Ken fucking me like this," she said. "I like knowing that you're there watching."
"Baby, I think Dan wants you to kiss his cock while I'm fucking you," Ken said. "How do you feel about taking us both at the same time?"
Beth looked a little confused at the idea, since she wasn't sure what Ken had planned, but she played along. "Whatever Dan wants," she said.
Beth felt Ken moving around in the bed, though his cock was still buried deep inside her. Then, before she could totally process what was going on she felt a big warm cock brushing up against her lips. She was so caught up in the fantasy, and a bit of alcohol, that she didn't react immediately, but when she realized there were two cocks in the room, she panicked and jerked up against the restraints. She had just enough slack to reach up and pull her blindfold off, and then she looked over and....didn't see Dan.
Instead, she saw her grinning husband, holding a large, lifelike dildo in front of her face. "Meet Dan," he said.
Beth screamed in a mixture of relief and laughter. "Where did you get that thing?" she said.
"I ordered it online, I thought it would be fun for you to play with," he said. "And it seemed like a natural to call him Dan."
She looked over at the substantial, lifelike dildo and grinned. "I guess he does look a little like Dan," she said, as she slipped the blindfold over her eyes. "Now, where were we?"
Ken was pleased and surprised with how receptive she was with the new toy and the new scenario, and as he slowly eased his cock in and out of his wife he became mesmerized watching her lick and suck the cock. Beth had clearly gotten back into the fantasy, and was becoming incredibly aroused at the idea of having two cocks in the bed with her. She was moaning and rubbing the cock on her face on one end, and thrashing her hips against Ken on the other end.
When she started talking about how much she liked sucking on Dan, Ken gave up the battle and lost his load in an intense orgasm, and Beth enthusiastically followed suit. Ken untied his wife and they relaxed on the bed with the physical embodiment of their new friend "Dan." Now free of the blindfold, Beth had a chance to check out the new toy.
It was a larger than average dildo, maybe 7 inches, and very realistic looking. Not only could it vibrate, it was waterproof. When you squeezed the balls, it pushed air out of a chamber that ran out the tip of the cock, so if you wanted to fill the chamber with fluid you could squeeze the balls and "Dan" would have an "orgasm."
"I love him," said Beth, kissing the cock and hugging it like a teddy bear. "We are going to have some good times."
And they did. Ken, Beth and their new toy "Dan" had sex the next four nights. Sometimes Beth would play with "Dan" while Ken watched, and then he would join in and "Dan" and Ken would double team a very excited Beth. Ken thought that "Dan" was a little to big for Beth, but she surprised him. She was sucking Ken's cock when she moved "Dan" down between her legs, and he watched in amazement as she worked the head of the big cock into her, and then gradually worked it inside.
"Is Dan pretty big?" he asked.
Beth took a break from sucking Ken's cock and looked up at him with lust in her eyes. "He's so fucking big," she moaned. "So, so big."
It didn't take much more lusty talk about Dan being big and fucking her hard before Ken lost his load all over Beth's face. All the while, she was thrusting big Dan in and out and arching her back with pleasure. Ken had never seen her so impassioned.
On the second night, Ken fucked Beth doggy style while she noisily slurped on big Dan. Ken didn't think it could be any hotter.
But it did, on the third night, when Ken and Beth got in the 69 position and he licked her clit while thrusting Dan in and out of her wet pussy. He would occasionally take a break just to watch, and seeing that big dick sliding in and out of his wife as she moaned on his cock was the most amazing thing he'd ever seen.
It was, until the third night, when Ken, who thought about the previous night all day, ramped it up even more. He got in 69 with her again, but this time he coated big Dan with whipped cream, and watched as the cock covered in white cream eased in and out of his wife, leaving a whipped cream pie that he lapped up hungrily. He didn't think sex could get any better.
But it did get better, on the fourth night, when they did everything they did the first three nights.
After four straight nights of intense pseudo-threesome sex, Ken and Beth were exhausted, and big Dan probably was too. Beth was a bit on the sore side, having big Dan fuck her was a workout.
After a day of rest they were ready to go back at it again, but Ken got called out of town on business for several days. On the second night, he called home to check in with Beth. They chatted for a while, and then Ken decided to josh her about Dan.
"So how's our boy Dan doing?" he asked.
Beth took a few minutes to catch up but then she giggled. "He's keeping my days filled," she laughed.
"Really?" Ken said. "Is he there now?"
"Well, actually, he's on the bed resting right now," she answered.
Ken was silent for a few minutes letting that visual take hold. "Why don't you go get cozy with him while we are on the phone?"
Beth could feel her body warm up with the idea of being deliciously naughty, and she walked back to the bedroom and got big Dan out of the bedside table.
"Ok, we're back here together now," she said.
"Hmm, sounds cozy," Ken said. "Is he hard?"
"Oh yeah, he's always hard," she said.
"You should stroke his cock with your hands," he said.
"I already am," she said.
"You should kiss that hard cock," he said.
"MMMMM, just did," she said.
"Let Dan run his hard cock all over your body," he said.
"Yes, he likes that," she said. "I put some oil on his cock so it would glide easy."
"That sounds nice," Ken said. "I bet you like having that oily cock running all over your body."
"I do like his cock," she said.
"Do you want to fuck Dan?" he asked
"If you want me to," she answered. "Do you want me to?"
"I want you to," he said. "I want you to put the phone on speaker and I want to listen to Dan fucking you."
Beth cooed and did what she was told, and Ken was treated to the sounds of passion for the next several minutes. He heard Beth moaning and sighing, and the sounds of big Dan sliding in and out of his wife. As he heard the sounds, he visualized his wife on the bed being fucked by the Dan from the bar, and it didn't take him long to have his own cock in his hand.
"Oh Ken, Dan is fucking me so hard," she said. "He's fucking me doggy style now."
Ken had a new vision now, watching pool bar Dan positioned behind his wife, his hands gripping her hips as he rammed his cock home and she had her eyes closed in passion.
To her credit, Beth did have her eyes closed, and she was visualizing the same thing as she slid the long hard vibrating cock in and out.
Ken could hear her reaching orgasm, and he managed to unload at about the same time. He listened to her panting on the phone and visualized her on the bed, with Dan laying over the top of her.
"That was pretty hot," she said.
"It was hot over here too," he answered.
"Well I'm going to give Dan a rest, and then maybe we'll fool around a little bit later," she said. "You be thinking about that, ok?"
"I will be," Ken said. "I'll be thinking about that a lot."
Dan called back the next night and they went through the whole routine again, with Beth taking it to the next level with a lot of dirty talk over the phone. At one point Ken was nearly convinced that Dan was really there. When he hung up the phone, he had to take a deep breath and ask himself - did he really want the real Dan to be there? And more importantly, did she?
The next night, which was Ken's last night out of town, he was getting ready to call Beth for another night of listening to her fuck Dan when he got a text picture from her. His heart stopped and he had to do a double take before he realized what it was. In the picture, she was on her knees, sucking on the dildo, but it was strategically placed so that the base of the cock was out of the picture, so it made it look like she was really giving someone a blowjob, the person was just out of the picture.
He called her but she didn't answer. Then he got a text with another picture of her sucking on the cock. "Can't talk, mouth full."
Ken texted back: looks like you're having fun.
Beth: is it ok? Dan came by and you know I can't resist his cock...
Ken took a deep breath. Texting allowed him to be a little more bold with his conversation.
Ken: it is ok with me. I'd love it if the REAL Dan REALLY came by, I'd like to watch that ...
He took a deep breath and pushed send. It was a few minutes before Beth responded, as Ken waiting anxiously. Finally she responded.
Beth: hmmm.... really?
Ken nearly had a heart attack. Suddenly this was becoming more than a fantasy, and to his surprise, Beth seemed to be ok with it. Still, he was nervous about being the first to say it was ok.
Ken: Only if it's ok with you?
Again, there was a long, anxious pause before Beth responded. When she sent a text, it was just a picture. It was a picture of the dildo, deep in Beth's very wet pussy.
Ken: That looks like a yes?
Beth: ; )
Ken: Ask Dan, see what he thinks...
A few minutes later, Beth sent another picture, this time tip of the dildo was poised just at the opening of her pussy, and she had sprayed whipped cream all over her pussy and the dildo. Big Dan looked like he had spurted quite a load all over her.
Ken: That looks like an enthusiastic yes ...
Beth: ; ). Indeed.
Ken jacked off to the pictures for most of the rest of that night.
In a relatively short time, Ken and Beth had gone from discovering a fantasy, to play acting a fantasy, to suddenly talking about making the fantasy real. Making the fantasy real would take more time.
After all, Dan was not a possibility, he was a guy that ran into on vacation in another town, and they didn't know his last name or where he lived. Chances are they'd never see him again. It had felt safe for both of them to use him as the fantasy because he would never be reality. But the idea of actually involving a real other person was different. Getting to the edge of the cliff was one thing, jumping off was another.
So instead of jumping off the cliff, they started playing along the edge of the cliff. They continued to play elaborate role scenarios with "big Dan". They started watching porn that involved MFM threesomes, and they started sharing stories of wife sharing from Literotica. Some of the stories were tame, like a husband watching his wife enjoy a private show by a male stripper, while others were far racier, where the wife went all the way with other men while the husband watched. The pattern emerged where they would read the story together, get super horny, share some hot talk about how they really wanted to do it, have ravenous sex, and then, after the passion wore off, they would fall back to reality where they were not so inclined to invite a random stranger into the privacy of their bedroom.
But the stories did give them some ideas about how a couple might go about finding a third wheel, should they become so inclined. So they talked about some of those ideas, made some plans, and gave them a shot. The plan was to move slowly.
One idea involved flirting with a stranger at a bar. They started at local bars, Beth would get dressed up and Ken would leave her alone for extended periods at the bar. Other men would come up and flirt with her for a while as Ken watched from across the bar. If she got uncomfortable, she would tug her ear lobe as a signal, and Ken would come up and introduce himself as her husband, which generally freaked the guys out pretty bad and they left. Then Beth would tell Ken about what they talked about, how hard they hit on her, whether she liked them or not. Then they would go home and talk about it in bed, with her telling extensive fantasies things that could have happened with the bar stranger. Every time they did it, Ken would let the conversation go on a little longer, and it kept getting more intriguing.
Eventually they decided to step it up and take a trip out of town, booking a hotel with a nice bar downstairs. Beth got dressed up in a stunning, attention-grabbing red dress causing Ken to whistle in appreciation.
"Wow," he said. "I guess you're going to be fighting the men off tonight."
"You wish," said Beth, grinning and taking a sip of wine. "You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
He came up behind her and put his arms around her waist, nuzzling her neck. "You know it," he whispered. "Maybe Dan will be down there."
She giggled. "So if I meet a guy down in the bar, say, a guy named Dan, it would be ok with you if I invited him to come up here and have some...fun?"
"Hmmm, yeah, but only if you tell me all about it later," he said.
They had never actually talked about her bringing a guy up to the room, but the idea had both of them pretty worked up. Beth was feeling moist between her legs, and she could also feel Ken's hard cock pressing up against her.
"Well if I meet Dan then you'll have quite a story," she said. "Just remember, if I give you the signal, come in and rescue me."
They set up in the rather cozy, quiet bar at the hotel. Ken was over in the corner of the bar drinking and reading a magazine as he fantasized about the idea of his wife with another man. Beth sat at the bar sipping on a glass of wine. She looked stunning, the red dress perfectly accenting her beautiful toned legs. It was only a matter of time before someone took the bait.
Ken watched as a young man, probably ten years younger than his wife, came into the bar and eased into a seat a few chairs down from Beth. He ordered a drink and Ken watched him paying discreet attention to his attractive wife. It wasn't long before he leaned over to say something to Beth, and it wasn't long after that before he was sitting in the chair beside her and they were chatting away. He couldn't tell what they were talking about, but they seemed to be getting along pretty well. From his vantage point he could see that the man was spending a lot of time checking his wife out, and pretty soon he was buying her more drinks. He had moved his chair closer and was leaning in to talk to her with his hand on her chair back. She was smiling, occasionally putting her hand on his arm, and she was not giving the signal.
They had been there about an hour when he got up and went over to the men's room. Beth glanced over at Ken and he saw her typing on her phone.
Beth: you're not going to believe this...
Ken: what?
Beth: his name is .... Stan
Ken: lol. well its not Dan but its pretty close. he's a good looking guy
Beth: he is. you doin ok?
Ken: yes, enjoying the show. ; )
She saw Stan coming back and put her phone back in her purse. He sat back down beside her and then leaned in to tell her something. Ken watched as she nodded and said something back, then she went into the ladies room. Ken heard his phone buzz again.
Beth: he asked me to come up to his room
Ken felt the blood stop in his chest, he was suddenly overwhelmed by the realization that it was going to happen. He also knew that unless he was overwhelming in his positive response, Beth would not do it.
Ken: i think you should do it
There was a long, almost painful pause.
Beth: ok. its room number 614, if i don't text you again within 15 minutes come get me.
Ken: Ok ... have fun. ; )
Beth came out of the bathroom looking a bit nervous and flush, and Stan stood up to greet her when she walked over. He leaned in and said something to her again, and she nodded, and then Ken watched them walk out of the bar and over to the elevator.
After a while Ken left the bar and went up to their room, which was also on the 6th floor. In fact, he walked right by room 614 on the way to their room, and his mind went for a swim thinking about what was happening on the other side of that door. He went to his room and sat on the bed, his mind racing with sordid visions.
At five minutes in, he got a text.
Beth: I'm ok
That was it. Not another word.
He eased back on the bed and closed his eyes, and his mind launched into an eerily realistic conscious dream.
In the dream, Beth was standing a few feet away from Stan, who was sitting back on the bed. She deftly slipped the dress off her shoulders and let it slip away to the floor, leaving her in nothing but a lacy, silky red bra and panty. Now Stan stood up and walked slowly around her, checking her out from every angle. As he did, he was slowly undressing, until he was down to his boxers and he stopped in front of her. She reached out two nervous, trembling hands toward him, until her fingertips touched his chest. Then her hands moved very slowly downward, her fingertips tickling their way down over his chest, then abdomen, then they drifted over his boxers, staying just clear of the obvious bulge that had emerged.



Her eyes on his, she slowly eased her way down onto her knees, until her face was level with his boxers, and the bulge, and then her hands went back upward over his stomach again. Her eyes never left his as her face came within six inches of his bulge, and then her fingers came over to the top of his boxers, and she reached inside the elastic band and then hesitated.
On the bed, Ken's heart was pounding and his cock was throbbing. He could see it in Beth's eyes, she wanted it. She wanted to pull down those shorts and have that cock.
Back in his vision, she teased him one more time, releasing the elastic and running her hands over the front of his boxers, once again carefully avoiding the clear outline of a sizable erection. Then she tauntingly licked her lips, put her hands back to the elastic, and slowly ran the backs of her fingers along his skin. After she had him fully tantalized, she slowly and carefully slid his boxers down.
Ken had fantasized about this moment enough times that he already had a vision of what the man would look like naked. He was fit, toned, tanned, and his cock was well above average in size. He wasn't attracted to men, but if Beth was going to fuck another man, Ken wanted him to be a stud.
Beth gasped at the size of Stan's cock, and her mouth fell open in disbelief. Her long elegant fingers came up and touched him softly, then stroked him softly, before her watering mouth came up and kissed one side, then the other, then the tip, then all the way down one side and back up the other. Her eyes still locked on his, she let her tongue slide out and she slowly ran her tongue around the tip, then from the bottom to the top she ran her tongue slowly up each side and the front of Stan's magnificent cock, which had now grown to ridiculous proportions. Hey, it was Ken's fantasy, if he wanted Stan to have a nine inch cock he was allowed.
Then Beth took him into her mouth, somehow fitting him all in, and began to give him an amazing blow job from her kneeling position. Ken could tell she had left her reluctance behind and was now powerless to stop. She moaned as she moved her mouth over him, and Stan brought his hands up to her hair, pushing back the strands so he could watch the incredible show. Before long he had both hands on her head and he was pulling her back and forth in a steady rhythm, fucking his wife's pretty mouth. It didn't take long, in Ken's vision, for Stan to lose his load, and in Stan's fantasy the load was massive, and there was no way Beth could begin to take it all, so it ended up spurting out all over her face and chest.
Without breaking stride, Stan whisked Beth up into his arms, pulling her panties off as she gasped in surprise. He pushed her back up against the wall, like a toy doll, six feet off the ground, and then plunged his tongue into her, and she screamed in shock and pleasure. Her head was nearly hitting the ceiling of the room. Soon her hands found either side of his head, and she was writhing and moaning in utter ecstasy.
Then he pulled his tongue back and let her body slide slowly downward over his, and Ken held his breath as he masterfully moved her into position just over his hard cock. Ken was about to watch his wife take another man's cock, and even though it was a total fantasy, he had to imagine that something very, very similar was happening just down the hall.
Her eyes wide with anticipation, the tip of Stan's cock met her warm, wet pussy and she shuddered with anticipation. Slowly, carefully, he eased one inch into her, then two, and when the third inch filled her she lost control, collapsing into him and leaning forward to kiss him, hard and passionate. By the time the fifth inch had entered her she had melted into him and was thrusting her tongue in and out of his mouth. As the sixth and seventh inch slid inside, her head fell back in utter ecstasy, and when he went all the way in to the hilt she took on an expression of unimaginable pleasure, tempered with alarm at the size of the cock that was now inside her.
From there, Ken's vision moved quickly, as he fantasized about Stan fucking his wife in a sordid tangle of every know sexual position and then some. Beth had become some kind of cock slave, completely enamored with her new stud, as he had his way with her from the bed to the table to the shower. In a fantasy that took just a few minutes to process in Ken's head, he saw his wife getting furiously fucked for several hours.
He was in the midst of seeing her being fucked from behind, on her knees with her hands gripping the head board, when she was jerked back to reality by a knock at the door.
He shook off the cobwebs and went over the door, when he opened it up he was shocked to see Beth there, still dressed. Not looking anything like he would've expected her to look after his fantasy.
She blushed and grinned at his shock.
"Well, nothing happened," she said sheepishly.
Ken had a rush of emotions, both good and bad. In a way, he was glad nothing had happened. In another way, he was disappointed.
"Wow," he said. "So what did happen?"
"Well, we went into the room, and he was sitting on the bed, and I was standing in front of him. I was nervous, shaking, but I was totally going to do it. It almost felt like I was having an out of body experience. I was just about to slip out of my dress when he stopped me."
"Stopped you?" said Ken, his mouth gone dry.
"Yes, he stopped me and asked me how much," she said.
"How much?" Ken said, puzzled.
"Yes, as it turns out, this hotel has been in trouble recently for having a lot of prostitutes, and ... as hard as it is to say, he thought I was a prostitute."
Ken felt his heart stop. "Oh God, he was a cop?" he said.
"No, he wasn't a cop, he actually works for the hotel, he was trying to catch prostitutes and then run them off," she said.
Ken sighed with relief. "Holy cow, didn't see that coming."
They sat on the bed in silence for a few moments, wrestling with the flood of thoughts and emotions.
"You have to admit, its kinda funny when you think about it," Beth said.
Ken looked over at her and she had a silly grin on her face looking at the ceiling, and he couldn't help but laugh, and then they were both laughing.
"After I told him I wasn't a hooker, and he told me what was happening, he did pay me a compliment," she said. "He said he expected that if I was a prostitute, he would expect that I could make a lot of money. He said I was the best looking lady he had ever had the pleasure of nearly throwing out of the hotel. And he said that if he wasn't married, he would have definitely fucked my brains out."
"I'm sure he did!" said Ken. "You looked so sexy in that red dress."
"Yeah, he said that he would give anything to see what I had on underneath the dress," she said softly. "He said he thought I had a beautiful body."
"Really..." Ken said. "And what did you say?"
"I, um...I said ok," she said.
Suddenly Ken's heart was racing again.
"I hope that's ok, I was just so excited by the time I got up to the room I was about to burst," she said. "I was pretty disappointed nothing was going to happen, and I thought you would be to...so I thought maybe, if nothing else, at least I could tell you some kind of story."
"You know its ok," he said. "So, did you take your dress off?"
"I did. I slipped it off my shoulders and let it fall to the floor. I could tell from his expression that he liked what he saw."
Beth stood up and walked over in front of him on the bed and recreated the scene, letting the dress slide off her shoulders and fall to the floor. She looked absolutely stunning in her bright red lingerie.
"Then what?" rasped Ken.
"Well, he said that as much as he wanted to, he didn't want to cheat on his wife," she replied. "But then he asked me if it would be ok if he ... um.."
"Yes?" said Ken.
"If he could masturbate on the bed while looking at me in lingerie," she blushed.
Ken felt his cock jump at the thought of that. "What did you say?" he said.
"I said ok," she replied.
"Did he get undressed?" Ken said.
"Yes," she replied.
Ken slipped out of his clothes and lay back naked on the bed, and he slipped one of his hands around his cock. "Did he have a nice cock?"
"Yes, it was nice, he looked pretty good naked," she said. She had one hand on her breast and the other down in her crotch as she spoke.
"Tell me what happened next," Ken said.
"Well I watched him jerking off as he looked at me, it was really hot. So I started masturbating too, I had my hand in my panties as I was watching him."
She showed him, slipping her hand into her panties and moving closer to the bed.
"That's so hot," Ken said. "Did you touch him?"
"No, he said no touching, so we just watched each other masturbate," she said. "But it was very sensual. Eventually I got up on the bed with him and I straddled him, without touching him, and then he couldn't stop himself, and he had a huge orgasm. In fact, he got some of it on me."
Beth looked down to her panties, and Ken saw that she was looking at an area near the top of her panties. He hadn't noticed it before, but it looked like there was something that could be cum on her panties.
Something went off in Ken's head and he leaped off the bed, took Beth into his arms and stretched her out across the bed. He kissed her all over, passionately, working his way down until he got to her panties. He buried his tongue into her panties, his nose trying to pick up the scent of the other man, and he couldn't get enough of it. He went down on her for the next half hour, keeping the panties on as he rubbed his face all over her crotch. Just the idea of another man being so close set off some kind of explosive passion in him, and it seemed to have her pretty worked up to. They rolled all over the bed and over parts of the floor as they made passionate love. At one point Ken was a little worried that the rooms next door might call the cops from all the screaming and moaning.
When at last they collapsed in their post sex bliss, they both quietly relived the events of the evening. Eventually Ken spoke up.
"So tell me, did all that really happen, or did you make that up just to get me all hot and bothered," he said.
"I may have exaggerated a few things," Beth grinned. "Maybe next time I won't have to...."
Working on a sequel, stay tuned...
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When you get a divorce, things can get awkward with your mutual friends. When you get an ugly divorce, things can get very awkward. And when you get a divorce where your wife runs off with the handyman, well, it can be very, very awkward.
So when I, the victim of the very, very awkward scenario, got a call from our mutual friend Joe, I feared it would be awkward. Turns out he invited me to have a coffee to talk about a business proposition, so my fears were misplaced.
We met at the corner coffee shop, exchanged the usual pleasantries and then got down to the business. The business was about a house, he had an opportunity to do some contract work overseas for a few months and needed someone to house sit a lake house he had recently purchased. He knew that I was in real estate management, so he thought about me.
"The house is over on Lake Atsilov, about thirty minutes out in the middle of nowhere," he said. "It's quiet, but it makes up for it with a lack of things to do."
"You make it sound so enticing," I said. "I have heard of Lake Atsilov. The Lake of Fire."
"How'd you know that, are you part indian?" he asked.
"I might be, my parents always said we were part Cherokee."
"Ah. So you should fit right in out there," he said.
My initial reaction was to say no, I wouldn't fit right in there, but as we talked about it I started thinking about how much I hated my post-marriage apartment. Eventually I agreed to go take a look at the place the next day. As we shook hands and set a time for the next day, he dropped the line I had been dreading, the one where he said he was sorry about the whole losing the wife thing.
"Hey, I was sorry to hear about you and Linda," he said. "That...well...can't...tough..."
I cut him off to save him trying to find the right words. "Thanks, I'll get through it," I said.
Driving up to the lake house the next day, I was unimpressed. The outside was dingy and run down, the interior was musky and dark, the condition was the classic "in need of repair". He showed me around the house, which had a very basic kitchen, a couple of moldy bathrooms, a decent living room..everything you would expect from seeing the outside. I was thinking about turning the gig down when he showed me the master bedroom, and suddenly I got why he bought the house. The master bedroom had been renovated, it was clean and sharp with great modern furniture, soft white carpet and a nice big bed with a massive carved decorative wood head board. The hand carved woodwork had faces and body parts and trees and animals all flowing together in an amazing showcase. But I really didn't notice that, because my eyes were on the view. The bed faced out towards a wall of floor to ceiling sliding glass doors, and through the glass was a stunning wide open view of the lake. Through the glass doors there was a balcony deck that was kept private by the high trees surrounding on both sides. So you had the uncanny combination of an incredible open view and complete privacy.
Gazing out through the glass into the expansive view, I became momentarily lost in the moment, and before I realized it the moment had become too long. When my attention came back, I realized that Joe was looking at me with a grin.
"Nice view eh?" he said.
I could only nod.
I was not only sold, I was mesmerized by what the view did to me. There is something about a wide open spacious view that changes the gears in your head. I suppose that's why those views are so expensive.
We sat out there on the porch and talked about the house, the view, the potential for the house, and our house sitting arrangement. I'm not exactly sure when it happened because I was distracted by the view, but at some point I realized I had not only agreed to house sit, but I would be managing some renovations. Joe would leave me 30k in a checking account and I would work on fixing the place up, and he would pay me a few thousand a month for taking care of the house and doing the work. I had to hold myself back from telling him I'd do it for free.
A few days later, Joe was gone, I had moved my stuff from the apartment to the house, and I found myself sitting on the very same deck, watching the warm, slow sunset while sipping on a glass of bourbon. As the sun moved quietly and gracefully towards the horizon, all the pain and anxiety of recent months flowed out of me and I felt myself at peace. Watching the red, orange and yellow hues of the sunset made me realize why they called it the lake of fire. It looked like the surface of the lake was had caught on fire. It was beautiful, relaxing, serene, it was hard to imagine a more soothing place. But there was something more, another feeling that I hadn't had in a while. Something incredibly...sexy.
Something about the cool look of the master bedroom, with all the natural light, the bright fiery sunset and the expansive view, was making me inexplicably horny. I mean, everybody gets a little charge from being in a different bedroom, but this was more than that. Physiologically, I was suddenly super charged, and before I knew what was happening I had thrown all my clothes off and I was sitting there in the open air completely naked. I was aware that if someone had a good pair of binoculars or a telescope on the other side of the lake they would be looking at me naked. And that made me even hornier.
I looked down and discovered that my hand was wrapped around my cock, and my cock was harder than it had been in as long as I could remember. It had been a long time since my mid 40s body had been inspired to jerk off, but that's exactly what I did. I sat there on the deck outside the master bedroom and jerked off to the sunset, not caring and maybe even hoping that someone else might be watching. When I came it was intense and messy, and I didn't care one bit that I unloaded all over myself, it felt incredible. I even sat there for awhile covered in my own jizz as the sun disappeared below the horizon.
After a while I went inside, got cleaned up and climbed into the big comfortable bed. By then the sky had become darker but there was still enough light to fill the room with a warm glow, and amazingly I started feeling another tingle of excitement. I looked down at myself in the afternoon glow and I felt stronger and more virulent than I had in years. I hadn't jerked off twice in a row since I was a teenager, but there I was with a hard cock again, and I once again stroked myself off to another epic orgasm.
I propped up the pillows and watched the stars come out over the lake over the next hour, and to my shock and almost horror, I realized I was becoming aroused again. What the hell was going on? I thought. Is Joe putting Viagra in the water?
I fought off the urge to masturbate a record third time in a night and managed to drift off to a deep sleep, full of odd erotic dreams I couldn't remember, though every time I woke up during the night I realized I still had a solid erection. By the time I woke up the next morning I gave in and jerked off again to the early morning sun streaming through the windows. Then I got a cup of coffee and strolled out naked onto the deck feeling like I had the world by the balls. And I was still semi erect, though I felt like if I wanted to I could go full in a hurry.
At some point during the next several days I stopped worrying about it and just went with it. I fell into a pattern of masturbating several times a day either in the bedroom or on the deck, and never seemed to get tired of it. I did notice, interestingly enough, that when I wasn't in the bedroom or deck I was not as horny, and my arousal would slowly wane the longer I was outside the room. I arrived at the conclusion that it was the open feeling of the room and the view. I loved walking around naked in the room and on the deck, there was something deliciously naughty about being nude out in the open like that. The other phenomenon I noticed was that I had begun to have very vivid dreams. I was not one who usually even remembered my dreams, but these dreams were impactful—and all were erotic. In one of the dreams, the carved wooden headboard above the bed would suddenly begin to swirl into live shapes, beautiful, naked women who drifted on air around the bed. In another I was in bed with two women who had dark brown skin, and we were making love, but my cock became long and fluid like a vine, and wrapped around both women, their legs, their arms, all over them, and every inch of the vine like cock was feeling incredible pleasure. But the most memorable dream centered on a woman who started almost invisible, and gradually became more and more visible, though her face was always just out of reach to me. Somehow I knew she was beautiful, but I never could completely focus on her face.
Over the next few weeks I worked on the house, taking breaks to slip into the bedroom and throw all my clothes off. The house was shaping up, and my arousal seemed to be endless. One afternoon after a long day of work and yet another intense jerk off session, I pulled a sheet over my waist and dozed off. I was in the midst of one of those erotic dreams when I suddenly heard a noise at the door of the bedroom. Jerking awake, I looked over and there was a woman standing in the door. She had dark smooth skin, and the features of a native american, she was young, maybe 18, and seemed a bit shocked to see me.
I wasn't sure I wasn't dreaming, but I thought I should speak up just in case. "Hey, I'm Dan, I am house sitting for Joe," I managed to stammer. I looked down and was moderately relieved to see that the sheet was covering me up from the waist down.
"I am Shanala," she said in slow, broken English. "I clean house."
"Oh right," I said, suddenly recalling that Joe had told me he had a girl come in every other week to clean. "Well, don't let me get in your way."
She stood there at the door of the bedroom looking strangely apprehensive.
"Would you like me to leave?" I asked.
"Not now," she said.
"Oh, ok, well no problem," I said.
She stepped back from the door and I heard her moving around the house. I slipped out of bed and pulled some clothes on and walked out to where she was.
"If you need to get in the bedroom, I'll stay out of there, just go right in," I said, pointing towards the master bedroom.
She looked over at the door to the room. "No, I no clean that room now," she said.
"Oh, ok," I said, but I was curious. "Why don't you clean that room?"
She studied me closely and again looked nervous. She mumbled something that sounded like "that room has magic," and continued to clean.
I shrugged it off, let her know that I had to go out and run an errand, and left her there to do her work.
When I got back an hour later, Shanala was gone and the house was immaculate, including the master bedroom. I found that curious, but then I started thinking about her reference to magic. She was ok going in the room, as long as I wasn't there. I could only wonder if perhaps the room had the same effect on her as me, and she didn't want to end up having sex with an old guy she didn't even know.
It didn't take me long to add more evidence to back up that theory. A few days later there was a knock on the door, it was the mail girl. I had seen her in passing a few times, she was cute, not beautiful, a little stocky in her unflattering postal outfit.. She needed for me to sign for a certified letter.
"Come in and let me find a pen," I said.
We walked into the middle of a particularly destructive phase of the renovation, the place was a mess.
"Might be hard to find," she grinned.
"Yeah, I'm working on a little project," I answered, finally finding a pen.
As I was signing the letter I noticed she had an open cut on her arm, it looked like a pretty nasty cut, not quite stitches but still bleeding.
"What happened to your arm?" I asked.
"Oh, hazards of the trade," she answered. "I was attacked by a rusty old mailbox."
"Hm, well let me help you get it cleaned up and bandaged, you don't want a mailbox infection," I said. "I've got a first aid kit back here."
I began walking towards the master bedroom and didn't realize that the mail girl was following me. I had planned to get the kit and bring it back out, but as fate would have it she followed me in. When she walked in the room I could sense it had an impact.
"Whoa, this view is amazing," she said, her eyes getting a bit glassy. Mesmerized, she walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, looking out at the lake.
I got the first aid kit and sat beside her on the bed and began to gently clean up her arm to get it ready for a bandage. Sitting there on the bed, I was suddenly struck with the overwhelming feeling that the mail girl was the most desirable woman on planet earth. Her skin was so soft and tan, her curves underneath the dowdy mail shirt were fantastic, her eyes were stunning, her lips were inviting. As my hands caressed her arm I realized that she had turned her attention from the view to me, and in a sudden flash I realized that she was having the same overwhelming feeling about me. We had suddenly become intense objects of desire for each other.
What happened next was a blur. Suddenly we were kissing, tearing at each other's clothing, driven by a passion that had zero reservation. Within seconds we were naked and I had my face buried in her crotch, her thighs wrapped tight around my head and my tongue poised on her clit, and she was moaning, loudly, begging for more. She tasted like honey and I could've gone down on her for hours, but before long she pulled me up and told me, in not so many words, to initiate intercourse with her, which I readily agreed to. My cock was rock hard and practically throbbing as I slipped into her, it felt like my cock had glided into a silk sleeve and she gasped her appreciation.
I looked down at our two bodies and was mesmerized by not only how perfect her body was, but how damn good I looked as well. We both had a glow about us, an incredible sexual energy, all of our inhibitions were gone and we were, for lack of a better term, fucking like animals. We thrashed around passionately in the bed, moving quickly from one position to the other, always flowing together as if we had been lovers for years. Neither of us even seemed to notice that her mail bag had emptied out onto the bed, and she was still bleeding. Before long we were fucking in a sea of junk mail and telephone bills that had become blood stained. And we didn't care at all.
She threw me over onto my back and climbed on top. In my entire life I had never seen such a look of uncontrollable lust on a woman's face as she ground her hips into me, taking my cock deep inside her. She put her hands on my chest and rocked hard against me, fucking me harder and faster than I thought was physically possible. At some point I realized that she was coming, but it didn't happen as an event, it was more like a process. Her face contorted and she starting making a gasping sound, and her thrashing motions against me somehow became even faster and harder, and this went on, for what seemed like ten minutes, and as amazing as it was that she had a ten minute orgasm, it was even more amazing that mine lasted that same amount of time. It was beyond anything I had ever imagined, and when she finally collapsed on top of me and we curled up together amidst a pile of bloodied mail, she told me the same thing.
I took the time to finish cleaning up and wrapping her arm in a bandage, but before I was even through we were both getting that look in our eyes again, and soon we were back at it for round two, which was somehow even more intense than the first round and seemed to last for hours. Let's just say that the mail did not arrive on time for most of the route that day.
When we finally finished up we were wrapped up in each other's arms at the head of the bed, gazing out at the spacious view.
"I can't believe I just did that," she said, grinning incredulously.
"Well I'm glad you did," I said.
"Me too," she replied. "That was the most incredible...sex...I ever had."
Somehow the urge to deliver the rest of the mail overcame her urge to spend the rest of the day in bed with me, which would've been ok with me. She dressed and gathered up the mail, laughing at the pieces that were marred with blood stains. I helped her pull it all together and then we walked out of the bedroom into the living room, and like a switch had been turned off, she changed. She blushed, became embarrassed, got fidgety about things and anxious about being behind on her route. The sexual attraction and energy was gone. We shared and awkward hug at the door and she was gone.
She came back the next day though and we ended up back in the bedroom doing it all over again, incredible passion in the bedroom followed by awkwardness in the living room.
She didn't come back after that. The next day there was a new mail guy, and he said she had gotten in trouble for not delivering half the mail route and had asked for a transfer. I suppose she was freaked out by what had happened, though I couldn't blame her, I was freaked out too.
But not freaked out enough to want to stop further research on the room. I mean, I couldn't be sure it had mystical sexual powers without further verification, right? As a man, it would only be logical for me to select as a test subject the hottest, most unattainable female I knew.
It didn't take me long to make the selection. My next test subject would be Amanda Black, a smoking hot real estate agent who worked for the same company I did. I was in property management, she was in residential sales, she always finished atop the company in numbers because she was so hot that even women wanted to use her as their agent.
Tall, with long black hair, green eyes and full pouty lips, she worked as a model part time. In addition to being drop dead gorgeous from the neck up, she was perfectly built from head to toe. Long fit legs, abs to die for, and pert, round breasts. She always wore incredibly sexy clothes into the office, though in all honesty she could make a t shirt and jeans look sexy. Basically if you looked up rock star goddess in the dictionary, there was a link to pictures of Amanda. She was my greatest fantasy, the girl I'd give my left nut to. Literally.
Now Amanda was a nice, friendly sort, but to call her unattainable would be an understatement. She typically dated wealthy male models, because, well, she could date whoever she wanted. I think her current boyfriend was a former football player who had a family fortune. If I had been 20 years younger, with more hair, a six pack stomach and a fat bank account, I might have had a chance to score a date with Amanda. Might.
So this seemed like a pretty good test. All in the interest of science of course. So I called Amanda, told her I was thinking about buying a house and wanted her quick opinion on the price. She readily agreed to come by for a visit to check out the house in a few days. I set the appointment for late in the afternoon, figuring that would be her final meeting of the day.
Those few days were spent thinking about Amanda coming to the house, walking into the bedroom, and melting into my wildest fantasies. I was retiring to the room and jerking off even more than usual. My stamina never seemed to wane in that room though, so it wasn't like I wouldn't be ready when she got there. One day after a particularly stirring fantasy I lost my load all over my stomach, I was so into it I forgot to have tissues on hand. I dozed off on the bed in my post orgasm bliss, and during the nap I had dreams that the cleaning girl, Shanala, was standing at the door, looking at me naked on the bed. At times during the dreams she was caressing her breasts while watching me, at other times she was naked and crossing the threshold of the door. When I woke up from the nap, I did hear that she was in the house cleaning, and I wondered if there was any reality to the dream. But my focus for now was on Amanda, and all my waking fantasies were about her. Within the space of a few days I had every imaginable fantasy.



Or so I thought, because when she showed up at the door she knocked the fantasies out of the park. She stood there with a big smile, a crisp silk gray shirt, a tight black skirt that accentuated her hourglass figure, and a pair of black high heels. Stunning, in a way that said "you can look and enjoy but not touch, and you will be paying me a commission on this consultation."
"Hey Dan, so this is the place, huh?" she smiled sweetly, looking around the half finished, beat up looking living area and kitchen. I could already tell she was calculating the minuscule commission that this house would generate.
"Well, it's a work in progress, and not a lot of progress has been made so far," I said. I was desperately trying not to stare at the gentle curve of her breasts under the silky fabric of her blouse. It wasn't easy. I became dizzy thinking about the possibilities of having my hands on those breasts, and suddenly I realized there had been a long quiet spell and she was waiting for me to say something.
"Um, so why don't I show you the house," I managed to stammer out, and she grinned and nodded. Guys ogling her and becoming semi-conscious was probably something she dealt with a dozen times a day. I didn't see any need to waste time, I pointed her back towards the master bedroom. "I think you'll be impressed by the view in here."
I walked into the room first and turned to watch her come in to see her reaction. Her mouth came open slightly when she walked into the room and her eyes moved in a professional way, scanning the floor and the walls and the glass and the view through it.
"Fantastic view," she said, walking over towards the glass doors.
I was holding my breath waiting for whatever it was that was supposed to happen, but so far I was mightily disappointed. She was impressed with the view, which featured the beginnings of what was going to be a fabulous sunset over the lake, but so far, I was not getting the reaction I was hoping for. She walked out onto the deck and admired more of the view, took a long slow stroll around the room and then came back to where I was standing, still holding my breath, staring at her in intense anticipation. "How bout the rest of the house," she said simply.
To say I was devastated would have been an understatement of epic proportions. I really just wanted to sit down on the bed and have a good cry. So many hopes and dreams, dashed by the wayside. The room wasn't some magic aphrodisiac after all, it was just a room.
I slowly let out the air of my lost hopes and began moving toward the door of the bedroom, preparing my spiel for what was going to be a very disheartening home tour. As I reached the doorway I turned around to say something and realized she wasn't following me. She had walked back over to the window and was looking out at the now dazzling sunset.
She was standing there, her long thin fingers of one hand poised over her mouth, as if she had suddenly seen something incredible that she couldn't define. Her other hand had found a spot high on her thigh. Her eyes had glazed over and she looked as though she was trying to figure something out while simultaneously trying to control a very unexpected desire. I walked over and stood beside her, close enough to drink in the intoxicating smell of her perfume.
"It's amazing, isn't it," I said quietly.
She turned towards me and looked at me with a hunger of overwhelming passion. It had taken longer than the post girl. It took longer than I'd expected. But it had happened. The room had worked.
She slipped into my arms like a glove, almost like some sort of softly magnetic force, both of us moving together with an absolute surrender. We kissed, softly at first, then harder. She stopped once to look at me, and I could see the confusion in her eyes. "What am I doing with Dan, the guy from property management," she was clearly thinking. But the moment passed quickly, and we got right back to kissing there in front of the red and orange hues of the setting sun. I realized, with a flood of unimaginable emotion, that Amanda Black, the hottest girl I knew, was about to fuck my brains out.
My hands were roaming all over her back and down to her ass as we stood kissing, and I was just about ready to rip her clothes off when she pushed me down on the bed and stepped back. She grinned, almost devilishly, and her hands came up and began to slowly unbutton her blouse.
"Take off your clothes," she commanded, as she reached the final button on her blouse and let it fall open to reveal a stunning lace bra that very poorly covered the finest pair of breasts I had ever seen in person. I did what she said, throwing my clothes off to the side, and leaned back on the bed with my cock in my hand to continue watching the show that she so clearly wanted to perform for me.
Next she slid out of her skirt, and by slid out I mean it involved a considerable amount of very sexy wiggling, slow turning around, and more wiggling. When the material was finally free of the last of her high heels, she turned around to show me that the thong panties she was wearing were a lacy match of the bra, and her naked ass was so, so much better than I had imagined. And I had imagined it to be an 11.
She paraded around there in front of me, almost doing a dance to no music, and I knew she was doing it because she knew I was obsessed with her. She knew her body was perfect, and she was proud to show it off.
Then she moved forward to me, got down on her knees in front of me and began teasing my cock mercilessly, bringing her luscious lips close enough to almost touch me, then ease back and slip her tongue out and lick her lips. She would kiss my upper thighs on one side of my cock, then look up at me with those beautiful green eyes, and then move over and kiss my upper thigh on the other side of my cock. She somehow managed to lick all the way around my lower abdomen and upper thighs, all the while looking up at my agonized reaction, and all without coming in touch with my cock. Finally, she offered relief.
"What would you like me to do?" she whispered seductively.
I didn't hesitate. "I want you to kiss my cock," I said.
She smiled and looked at my cock. "Oh," she whispered. "Right here?" she said, leaning forward to kiss one side. "Or right here?" she said, moving to the other. "How about up here," she said, moving up and kissing the throbbing purple head. She continued to move around, expertly kissing my cock, her full lips making soft love to my aching cock.
She was licking up one side and down the other when I heard her whisper again. "Is there anything else you would like me to do?"
"Suck my cock Amanda," I said. "I want you to suck my cock."
"I thought you'd never ask," she said, and she plunged her soft pouty mouth down and took me in with a flourish, causing me to jerk my head back and gasp for air.
Maybe it was because she was my ultimate fantasy, maybe it was because of the room, maybe it was because her face and body were so amazingly beautiful, or maybe it was because she was enjoying it so much, whatever it was I don't know, but it was by far the best blow job I had ever had. Adding even more to the experience, when I managed to tear my eyes away from the vision of her lips wrapped around my cock, I could look over her shoulder and see a fabulous sunset on the lake. It was a needed distraction, because when the most beautiful, sexy woman you know has her lips caressing your cock and is looking up at your with sparkling green eyes, you want it to last, but your cock doesn't. I dragged it out as long as I could, from distracting myself with random unpleasant thoughts to chewing the inside of my mouth. I think she almost sensed my situation, and she was kind enough to lean back and give my cock a chance to calm down a bit. She didn't give it much of a chance, because then she reached behind her back and popped her bra loose, and when she let it fall away I swear her breasts were glowing with perfection. My mouth was watering thinking about how much time I was going to spend on those.
She leaned back towards my cock and let both of her perky nipples graze my cock, and then she let me slide my cock in between the silky comfort of her magnificent breasts. It was almost better than being in her mouth. This was more, much more than more poor but happy cock could take, and she could tell by my expression and the groan that I would be coming soon. She took me quickly back into her mouth, and over the next five minutes, or so it felt, I was pouring a load into her mouth, most of which she swallowed thirstily, though some ended up on her cheek beside her lip, which she very artfully rounded up with her fingertip and licked clean.
I knew that with the vision before me that my cock would be recovering in record time, and I was already horny and dying to pleasure this goddess. I moved around and settled her on her back on the bed and began kissing her ravenously, starting with her lips and neck and then moving down to those incredible breasts, which as I expected, tasted and felt utterly delicious. Her nipples rose to meet my mouth and I couldn't get enough, swirling my tongue in long slow circles as she arched her back and moaned her approval. I could've stayed there at her breasts for hours, but there were other places to explore. I worked my way down her taut stomach and down to her hips until my mouth found its way to the front of the lacy silk thong. It was already damp, but I kissed and licked it until it was soaking, and when she couldn't take it anymore she reached down and pushed my head aside so she could remove her panties and I moved back in place, teasing her a few times with some soft licks and kisses on her stomach and upper thighs before I slid my tongue into her and then came back up to work on her clit.
Turns out Amanda had a bit of an oral fetish, both giving and taking, and she went crazy when I went down on her, both physically and verbally. She had her hands on my head as she told me how good it was feeling, and then she pulled me up onto the bed and we went 69 for a while, which was more than enough to bring me back to full staff. We started with her on top, moved so we were side by side for a while, and then we finished with me on top. If it were up to me we would've started over with her on top and just rotated around like that until we died of old age, but she informed me fairly directly that she wanted me to fuck her.
There are few times when I would do anything to disobey a beautiful woman, and this would not be one. I took her into my arms and slid inside her and we had passionate, arduous, sometimes acrobatic sex as the fire colored sky began to soften with the coming darkness. At one point we slipped out onto the deck and she stood in front of me as I used the head of my cock to massage her clit. If someone had a telescope across the lake they got an epic show, and I was more than happy to share it with them.
We pretty much made love all night, sometimes soft, sometimes hard. I noticed that she texted her football player boyfriend at some point that she had gotten tied up and wouldn't be able to come over that night. So I tied her up with silk scarves so she wouldn't be lying, and ravaged her wonderful body as she writhed on the bed.
All in all, I'd have to call it a very successful evening. I remember half waking up near dawn to find her mouth wrapped around my cock, and I pulled her to me and we made love one last time before I dozed off again, when I woke up much later in the morning she was gone. She had left a note, written in a beautiful script. "Thanks for the wonderful night. I would love to talk more about coming up with the right price for the house, but I'll probably need to see it again. ; )"
Amanda did see it again, many more times in fact, and every time it was better than the last. The best part of her visits was seeing the sexy clothes that she showed up in, and watching her do her slow strip tease when she took them off.
So the house had passed the newest test. The room had won over a woman who would never have had anything to do with me, but it all changed in the room. I was relaxing on the porch with a cup of coffee after another epic Amanda visit when my phone rank and it was my friend Joe, who I suddenly remembered with some degree of sadness was the owner of the home, and who was likely coming back soon.
As it turned out, he wasn't coming back soon, his overseas project had been extended for a few more months, so he was asking me if I was willing to stay on with the house. I had a hard time containing my enthusiastic yes.
We chatted about how the renovations were going and other house related items, and then I felt compelled to ask him the question that was burning a hole in my head.
"So Joe, have you ever noticed anything special about the master bedroom?" I asked.
"Uh, what kind of special?" he asked.
Now I figured that he would've just owned to it right away, so I wasn't sure how to continue the conversation. "Well, like, does it have a different kind of energy for you?" I asked.
"Not really," he said. "But I'm still not sure what you mean."
"Well I've just noticed that, um, women seem to really like the room," I said.
"Huh. No, I've not noticed that. In fact, when I was separated from my wife a while back I did have some ladies come over, but it didn't seem any different than any other room."
"Hmm. Well maybe its just because I'm on the rebound or something," I said.
We chatted about a few other things and then I hung up the phone. I walked back into the room and heard a noise by the bedroom door, and I remembered it was the day the cleaning girl, Shanala came to clean the house. It appeared that she had been listening to my end of the conversation by the door.
That seemed odd, but I was more perplexed by Joe's tepid response about the room. Women who came into the room seemed to become overwhelmed by passion, and they willingly have wild, uninhibited sex with me. But Joe did not have the same experience.
I went back out and sat on the porch and got into my meditation mode staring out over the lake. After some careful analysis I decided that the best thing to do would be to do more research.
I decided that the next experiment would need to test the level of inhibition loss, to see just how powerful the effect of the room was. I got to thinking that a good test would be to have two women come up the room, two women I didn't even know personally, and see if they would go along with a threesome, and better yet, have sex with each other. All in the interest of science, you understand.
As I was thinking of two women who would be ideal for the experiment, I suddenly got an idea that would make the test even more intriguing. While a threesome with a stranger would be a taboo event for a lot of women, and a threesome with some bisexual action would be even more taboo, a threesome with bisexual action AND incest would be beyond wild.
So my next experiment would involve the Hagel twins. Everybody in town called them the Hagel twins because they looked so much alike no one ever tried to keep up with what their actual first names were. They were Swedish bombshells, 6'2 with long blond hair, long lean bodies and long, beautiful legs. They held every basketball scoring record at the local high school, played college hoops and then came back home and opened up an interior decorating firm, aptly called Hagelx2. As fate would have it, my little lake house needed some interior decorating consultation. So I contacted them and set an afternoon appointment, made it clear I wanted both of them to come, and spent the next few days fantasizing that my stranger-bisexual-incest-threesome would pan out.
The girls showed up right on time, and they looked even more impressive in person than they did in their tv ad. They were both conservatively dressed in khakis, white shirts and tennis shoes, and to say they looked exactly the same would be an understatement. They even dressed the same.
I didn't waste any time, told them the most important room I wanted them to look at was the master bedroom, so we all went back into the magic room.
They did the usual oohing and aching about the view, it was going to be yet another gorgeous, fireball sunset over the lake and we were just in time to see the sun hitting the lake. The three of us walked out onto the deck and I was showing off some of the different views of the lake, and they both became quiet, mesmerized by the scene in front of them. I was standing between them and we were all leaning on the rail looking out.
"Sometimes I come out here in the afternoon and just take all my clothes off, its so private that you can be naked out here," I said.
They were both quiet for a few moments and then one of them turned to me and spoke.
"Do you really?" she said. "You get naked out here?"
"That sounds like it would be something to see," said the other, looking at me leeringly.
The first Hagel twin reached over and started to unbutton my shirt from the top, and then I felt the other one unbuttoning my shirt from the bottom. My shirt was suddenly hanging open, and two sets of twin hands were rubbing my chest. I turned towards one and she was looking at me like a dog looks at a steak, and she leaned in and kissed me, first with her lips and then with her tongue, but it didn't last long, because the second Hagel twin grabbed me by the chin and pulled me to her mouth, and as it turns out the twins also kissed the same. In fact, they seemed to move in some kind of tandem synchronized motion, their hands moving swiftly down into my pants, treating my cock to an epic double hand job as I took turns kissing them. They had succumbed to the powers of the room much faster than Amanda, even though I was a total stranger.
They also moved things forward much faster, in no time I was on my back in the bed, one Hagel sister perched on my cock while I tongue thrashed the other who was straddling my face. At some point I was able to get an angle on a wall mirror, and I could see that the two sisters perched above me were making out with each other for all it was worth. Some things are sexy because they are naughty, and watching two sisters make out with each other was naughty sexy. For their part, they seemed to forget the fact that they were sisters.
For the next two hours we were a tangle of naked arms and legs and hands and mouths. I took turns kissing, licking, sucking and fucking the two girls, making an effort to give equal time, though it was hard to tell because they looked so much alike. The girls continued to fully interact with each other, kissing, sucking on each other's breasts, going down on each other. My first climax of the night came when I was fucking one of the girls doggy style while she was going down on her sister, we fell into an incredible rhythm where we all seemed to be moving together. When I came it felt like my whole body was on fire, and I was sure I was done for the night. But then sister one moved around and seductively licked the cum covered pussy of the other sister, and well, I was pretty much immediately hard again. Not that I didn't take my time and just watch them for a while.
The second time I came, the girls were ravenously giving me a double blow job, taking turns sucking my cock. One was sucking my cock while the other was licking my balls, and then they brought their mouths together on either side of my cock and ran their lips and tongues up and down, taking time to share a french kiss over the top of my cock each time they got to the top. When I came, I came everywhere, all over their faces, and they further entertained me by licking each other clean.
We spent the next hour sitting out on the deck, naked, looking out over the lake, laughing and joking, flirting, enjoying the feeling of being naked out in the open. Later we went back in and had a third session, slower and almost like lovers. I spent an inordinate amount of time just watching the two of them together, which was erotic and sexy and taboo all at the same time. They seemed to realize in a way just how naughty having sex with their sibling was, but on some level they had turned it all off and were just caught up in the moment. Me, I was loving every minute of it, watching two sisters in my bed going 69 while I stroked my cock and watched.



When they finally left in the wee hours of the morning, they seemed to be somewhat bewildered at what had taken place. At some point, outside the influence of the room, they probably became guilt ridden and embarrassed by the whole thing. They never came back and never called. Which was ok, because having sex with Amanda was actually better, having sex with two sisters at the same time was pretty exhausting. And Amanda was still a once a week visitor.
I had reached the point where I was never dressed in the master bedroom, I just walked around completely naked, with my cock hard most of the time. I didn't even care if it was the day that Shanala, the cleaning girl came. In fact, I had become enamored with the idea of just parading around naked in front of her. Every time she came she seemed to look somehow more attractive, and I was hoping that I could get her to come into the master bedroom and have my way with her, but she continued to not set foot in the room. One day she came to the door of the room when I was standing inside naked, and rather than turn away from my naked body she just stopped and looked at me rather matter-of-factly. Emboldened, I sat back on my bed and leaned back and started to stroke my cock, and still she didn't turn. I looked at her, and she looked at me, as I sat there on the bed masturbating, and it had to be the most erotic non-sexual event of my life. Eventually I lost my load in a loud groan, and then she smiled, sort of in appreciation, and went back to cleaning the house.
Shanala only cleaned the house every other week, but suddenly she began showing up every Wednesday afternoon, and at some point during her visit she would end up just outside my door looking in, and I would vigorously masturbate in front of her. Every Wednesday she would dress a little sexier, and somehow be more attractive. I also noticed that as I would masturbate, her hand would drift down to her crotch, and eventually she would unbutton her pants and slide her hand inside. Still I couldn't get her to come into the room. I would beckon her with a finger and she would just nod no.
Meanwhile the house was shaping up pretty well. The kitchen and baths and been updated and I had put a fresh coat of paint on most of the house. I still had a few months before Joe got home, and the idea of leaving the place was killing me.
I was sitting out on the deck on a Friday afternoon, sipping on a bourbon and watching the sunset, when my scientific mind drifted back to the mystery of the room, and I started trying to think of a more conclusive test that would prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that the room had special seductive powers. Somewhere between the second and third bourbon the idea hit me, and I made the decision to put the room to the ultimate test. I made the phone call and invited the newest subject to pay me a visit the next afternoon, and she agreed.
The next afternoon, promptly at sunset, there was a knock on the door, and there, looking somewhat sheepish, was Linda. Linda, ex-wife who had run off with the handyman. Linda, who hated me almost as much as I hated her. Linda, the ultimate test. Despite my desire to throw up on her, I politely invited her inside.
"Thank you for calling me Dan, I realize that all this has been tough for you," she said. "But I agree that if we both just sign the divorce papers we will be able to move on."
I nodded and smiled. My only leverage for having her pay me a visit was the promise to finally sign the divorce papers, which I had been sitting on for a few months now just to piss her off.
"Before we sign the divorce papers, I want to show you the view from the deck," I said. "It is really amazing."
Linda seemed somewhat bemused that I was being so friendly, and she readily agreed. I showed her back into the master bedroom and we walked through to the glass doors. The lake was really putting on a show tonight, there was more bright reds and purples in the sunset than I could ever remember seeing.
"Wow," she whispered, and she quickly became mesmerized at the fire over the lake. I was standing there beside her, watching her and watching the sunset. She just stood there, looking out over the lake and not saying a word, for five, ten, fifteen minutes. I imagined the turmoil that was going on in her head, the incredible battle that was going on for her soul. With every minute that passed, I knew it was a battle she was going to lose.
Eventually I slipped behind her, standing as close as I could but not touching her, close enough to feel the heat coming off of her body. Our bodies were just inches apart, but I would not be the one to make the first move. It had to be her.
And she did, leaning back into my body, nestling up against me and pulling my arms around her. My hands came up around her and caressed her breasts and she moaned and leaned back into me harder, my stiff cock nestling up against her ass. I should point out here that while I hated my ex wife, she had a rocking hot body, and before she had run off with the handyman we had had a great sex life.
The room had won over another challenge, Linda was putty in my hands. She turned around to kiss me, but I was going to have none of that. This was not going to be about two people making love. This was going to be about me grudge fucking my ex.
I ripped off her clothes and roughly pushed her over to the bed, putting her face down on the edge of the bed. I jammed my rock hard cock into her without any hesitation, it was lucky for her that she was at least wet with anticipation. For the next solid half hour, I fucked her relentlessly, mostly doggy style, hard and fast and as rough as I could manage. At some point I had a handful of her hair and I was slapping her ass as I plunged in and out of her, and I began to feel a little sorry for her, like maybe I was being to rough. But then she turned and looked at me with fire in her eyes and said "don't stop."
So I didn't, for the next half hour, part of which was spent fucking her in the ass, which we had never done while we were married. She was frothing at the mouth with passion, begging me to fuck her harder, which I couldn't have done without hurting myself. When the time finally came I pulled out and unloaded onto her ass. It had to be the biggest load I'd ever delivered, and it covered a good bit of her ass and her back.
I moved her around on the bed and had her take my limp cock in her mouth, and she licked and sucked on it until it became hard again. Eventually I ended up on top of her, my legs stranding her shoulders and my hands on her head, and I fucked her mouth as she gagged on my cock. This time when I came I unloaded onto her face, though quite a bit of it ended up in her hair. I actually heard her having an orgasm as I was unloading on her, and I was pleased that she was enjoying it as much as I was. As much as I disliked her, grudge fucking the ex had to be one of the most satisfying sexual experiences of my life.
I got up off the bed and tossed her what was left of her dress. She asked to take a shower but I told her it wasn't working, and hustled her confused, cum covered body out the door. Before she walked out I signed the divorce papers and handed them to her, I couldn't help but notice that she didn't sign them.
The next afternoon I was enjoying the sunset when she called me, she decided that she had made a mistake and wanted to get back together. I told her that wasn't going to happen. She thought about that a minute, and then asked if we could just get together and have sex again. I told her that wasn't going to happen either. So then she pretty much volunteered to just be my fuck toy, she would do anything I asked. I said thanks but no thanks and hung up the phone.
I heard a week or so later her handyman boyfriend had dumped her. Seems that she had a hard time explaining why she came home with a torn dress, covered in jizz, and walking like she'd been fucked for a couple hours.
She called me periodically over a few weeks but I never answered, and eventually the divorce papers showed up signed. She included a note of apology and told me I was the best thing that had ever happened to her, and if I ever wanted to get back together to call.
On the Tuesday night after the divorce papers arrived I watched another epic sunset, content that I had moved on past Linda and started new. Amanda sent me a text saying she'd love to get together soon. Joe called and said his work overseas had been extended six months, and he begged me to stay on there. He even suggested he might think about selling me the place. I tried to act uninterested, but it was hard, given I would've paid him anything to buy the place.
Things just couldn't get much better. That night I had the recurring dream that I had been having off and on since I had been there. In the dream, the carved wooden headboard over the bed began to move and take shape, and eventually it became a body, a beautiful woman. In the past, I had never been able to make out the face of the beautiful woman, but for the first time, her face became visible to me. It was Shanala, the cleaning girl who would always refuse to come into the room. She came to me like a wisp of smoke and wrapped her body around mine, and when I looked into her eyes it felt like I had known her forever, and when we made love it was like one body moving together. All the while, I knew it was a dream, and It was so incredibly wonderful that I desperately wanted to stay in the dream, I fought the waking demons with everything I could muster.
Even after I woke up from the dream I kept still in the bed, my eyes closed, hoping that somehow I would fall asleep again and re-enter the dream. Then I felt something move beside me, and I held my breath for a moment, trying to figure out who would be in the bed. Slowly I opened my eyes, and lying there beside me was Shanala, looking beautiful and naked in the early morning light. She slowly opened her eyes to me and smiled.
"You came into the room," I said.
"Yes, was time," she said.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
She opted not to answer, instead putting a finger to my mouth to hush me as she climbed on top of me and slid my cock into her. She sat up so I could take in the full vision of her, and she was magnificent, her body was perfectly shaped and her olive skin was smooth and had no tan lines. Her breasts were a perfect handful and her nipples looked like chocolate butter. She was completely natural, no makeup or fancy hair, and her eyes were dark and mysterious. She moved in slow rhythm above me, seeming to know just how to move.
While I was in complete ecstasy watching this vision above me, I had a strange random thought enter my head for some reason. I started to wonder what the name Shanala meant. I no sooner had the thought cross my mind than I heard her speaking to me, but her mouth wasn't moving and she wasn't making a sound. The message that came to me was "It means Walks in Dreams."
I realized, with a shudder, that she was communicating to me with her mind, and suddenly it felt like a wall had fallen away and somehow we had attained the ability to read each other's minds instantly. I had a wild flood of thoughts, mostly about how beautiful and sexy she was, and she blushed and thanked me. Being inside her head, the language barrier was also down, her broken English replaced by her flow of thoughts. Her next thought was how good my cock felt inside her, and the very thought of that aroused me to the point that I couldn't stop myself, and she knew that I was coming, and I knew that she knew, and she rocked her hips over me faster and more passionately and began a soft moan, and I could tell that she was having an orgasm, and not only could I tell it, I could actually feel it, and I could sense that she could feel mine. When you have that kind of connection, it doesn't become a question of whether or not its the best orgasm ever, its more of a question of how much better than ever it was. In fact, it was so good, so intense, so overwhelming, that somewhere in the midst of it I completely lost consciousness.
When I came to some time later I was alone in the bed, the sheets were in a state of chaos and my body and my brain was still on fire. There was no sign that Shanala had even been there, and I once again started to think it was a dream.
When it came to Shanala, it had become nearly impossible to separate fantasy from reality, but in the coming weeks all that would change, as I discovered the secrets of Shanala, the lake of fire and the magic room.
I will reveal those secrets when I get around to it in a few weeks, but feel free to come up with your own theories in the comments.
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Owen Smith woke up with a raging hangover and foggy memories of last night's company Christmas party. He remembered he and his wife Tess going, he remembered drinking, he had a few other flashes, but overall, he wasn't sure what had happened. Luckily, Owen had the benefit of living in the age of social media. Or maybe that wasn't so lucky.
He pulled up his Facebook account on his phone and noticed he had over 50 notifications. Through his bleary eyes he clicked on his profile and apprehensively looked at the photos that were getting all the attention. Someone had posted about 50 pictures from the party, and he was in a lot of them, looking wild eyed drunk. But he didn't really figure out what was going on until he saw a picture of him between two women - to his left was Heidi, one of his co-workers, and to his left was his wife Tess. It wasn't because of a drunken moment, like falling down. They weren't exposed in any way, though the girls were dressed quite sexy. It was just...the overall pose.
Owen was standing in between Heidi and Tess, with an arm around each girl. Both girls had a hand on his chest, they each had one leg bent at the knee, and they were both leaning in and kissing him on either cheek. It was a fairly innocent moment, but the overall effect was that it was a strikingly sexy picture. A picture that Owen didn't even remember, but a picture that made even him take a double take, and wish he DID remember.
It had only been posted a few hours, but most of their friends and co-workers on Facebook had noticed and weighed in with a ton of comments. His head pounded as he read through them.
"Hey Owen, get a room...with a king size bed!"
"Owen wins the 50-50 raffle at the company party"
"Best looking threesome award goes to..."
"Heidi - Owen - Tess = the HOT acronym picture of the night!"
Owen skipped through a few more of the comments and then went back to the picture. One thing he did have to admit, it was a hot picture. Both his wife and Heidi were dressed in sexy holiday party attire that showed off their great legs. They both had one leg at the perfect 90 degree angle in the classic kissing pose, and they both had on sexy high heels. Heidi had a hand on his chest, and Tess had a hand just below hers, they almost looked like they were touching. Best of all, they were both kissing him on the cheek just inches away from his lips, so it almost looked like they were kissing each other in front of him.
Heidi was a good friend at the office, she had recently broken up with a long time boyfriend who nobody liked. She had been down for a long time, but after she got rid of him she really improved, both in personality and looks. She had lost a lot of weight, started dressing sexier and became way happier. As Owen looked at the picture, he did remember that when he saw first saw her at the Christmas party he was a little stunned at how good she looked.
His wife Tess also knew Heidi pretty well and they had always gotten along. Tess was in the mortgage business, and Heidi and Owen were Realtors, so Tess was frequently in the office. But Owen had some real concerns about how Tess was going to react to this picture. She tended to be jealous, and he knew through past experience that the joking about the threesome was not going to go over well. She had made it clear in the past that she was not into a threesome.
He staggered down to the kitchen where he saw Tess hunkered down over a cup of coffee. She smiled weakly when she saw him. "You as hungover as I am?" she asked.
"At least," he answered. "I can't even remember everything that happened last night." Owen figured that maybe his best ploy was to plead innocence by ignorance.
"I can't remember either," she replied. "I remember getting into the tequila shots and then it was a blur."
Ah, Tequila. He did remember taking the first three shots. "Well I hope we didn't do anything too crazy," he said. He immediately decided it sounded guilty. He wondered if she had looked at her Facebook page yet today. He didn't have to wait long.
"Something crazy like this?" she said, waving her phone at him. She was showing him the picture of them with Heidi. "So I guess the office is calling us the HOT threesome now."
Owen immediately began staking out his defense. "Hey, we took the picture together, its not my fault," he said. "If it had just been me and Heidi you'd have a reason to be mad at me."
She glared at him, but she had to admit he was hardly at fault. She looked a the picture and took a long drink of coffee. "Well I guess they do have a point, it is a pretty hot picture," she added.
Owen was a little surprised at her statement, he was expecting her to tell him to make someone take the picture down. He made the decision that the best thing to do was lay low. He got a cup of coffee and staggered back towards the bedroom. He settled back into the bed and pulled up the picture on his laptop so he could see a bigger picture.
He zoomed in and out on the picture, admiring the beauty and sexiness of it. Damn Heidi looked stunning. Her fit form was showcased in a black silk blouse that buttoned up the front that opened up to show just enough cleavage, and her skirt was cut above the knee showing off her fabulous legs. He scrolled over to look at Tess. Her red dress did a great job of showing off her body as well. As he looked back and forth he couldn't help but note that Heidi and Tess looked really similar, in their hair color, body shape and size. He was lost in a fantasy looking at the two women kissing him when his phone buzzed on the bed. It was Heidi. At first he thought she was sending a text just to him, but then he saw that she had included Tess in the text.
Heidi: Can you believe that picture? I don't even remember posing for that!?!
Owen thought of a half dozen clever things to say but with every one of them he imagined his wife getting steamed at him. Then his wife responded to the text.
Tess: LOL. They're right about one thing, we look pretty hot right?
Owen was so stunned his wife had replied that way that he wasn't sure what to say. Was she setting him up?
Finally he gathered the gumption to send his own text.
Owen: You ladies looked smoking HOT! Not many guys get to get kissed by two beauties at one party.
He watched the phone, waiting for the next response. Tess finally weighed in from the kitchen.
Tess: Yeah right! Only in your wildest dreams, husband!
Owen grinned.
Owen: Well I guess a man can dream, right?
Heidi responded quickly: LOL. True that. ; )
Tess: ; )
Owen wasn't sure it was the hangover, but he had a cold sweat that was simultaneously giving him a warm, aroused feeling. Maybe he was reading into it, but the smile emoticons said volumes. It suggested to him it felt like they were bantering about having a threesome. On the one hand he wanted to come right out and say "hey, let's go for it and have a wild threeway," but he knew it was going to require more tact.
Owen: Well, I for one will be dreaming about it all week
Tess: You're a nut. I suppose dreams are ok. ; )
Heidi: Sweet dreams then!
Owen spent the next several days analyzing the texts, trying to convince himself that both his wife and Heidi might actually be at least toying with the idea of talking about a threesome. He knew his wife had rejected the idea outright in the past, and Heidi had always seemed pretty reserved, almost mousy, though she had been coming out of her shell recently. Meanwhile, the comments and likes for the picture kept piling up, and he couldn't help but notice that suddenly his wife was liking a lot of Heidi's other Facebook pictures. One day he opened up her laptop and she not only had that picture pulled up and enlarged, she had zoomed into the part of the picture where the girls were kissing his cheek.
There had also been some additional group texting. A few days before Christmas, Tess initiated a group discussion over a recent comment on the photo.
Tess: Hey Heidi, did you see that comment by Arthur in accounting, he said he'd pay $50,000 to be in Owen's shoes.
Heidi: OMG, for real? $50,000?
Tess: Yeah, I'm thinking we trade Owen for Arthur and make $50k.
Heidi: Hmmm.
Owen: Wait just a second here, I'll pay 51k to be in my shoes! As long as I get to be the O between the H and the T.
Heidi: Yeah, if we traded for Arthur we'd be the HAT group, that wouldn't work
Tess: What about Irwin, that weird kid who works in the IT department? Then we'd be the HIT group.
The weird thing was, when Owen and Tess were participating in the group texts, they would sometimes be in the house at the same time. One time they were even at the table together. They would snicker or give each other knowing looks passing in the hall, but they never actually talked about it in person. It was the same at the office. Owen would pass Heidi in the hall way and they would share a grin, but no conversation. It felt a lot like the group texts was fantasy life, but reality was still reality.
But a few days after Christmas, Owen's fantasy life hit high gear. He and Tess were chatting about new year's plans in the kitchen, and Tess suggested maybe they have some people over. They talked out a list of five or six couples, and then Tess suggested they also invite Heidi.
Owen grinned and his eyes got big. While he really didn't think that his wife would ever consider it, he still really enjoyed the sexy innuendo. "Maybe we can do another photo," he laughed.
"Yeah, yeah, got to keep all the Facebook fans happy," she replied. "I'll invite the others, I'll let you invite her."
Owen boldly decided to include Tess on the text invite to Heidi.
Owen: Hey Heidi, we're having a few people over for a New Year's Eve party. Tess wanted me to invite you, but you have to agree to wear the same outfit from the Christmas party and pose for another photo.
Tess: HE'S LYING! I never said you had to wear the same outfit. ; ) Though the outfit was pretty smoking.
Heidi: LOL. I'd love to come!
Owen briefly got chills thinking about typing some lewd comment about how he'd love her to come too, but he thought better of that.
Owen: Great, I'll get some batteries for the camera!
Tess: SMH. Down boy!
Owen had about three days to think about, and fantasize about, the idea of Heidi coming for the New Year's party. In his fantasies, they would get together for another photo, just like before, but this time, he would end up kissing both of them, one at a time, and then together, and then they would start kissing their way down his body until they reached his pants, which they would slowly remove and ... then he would shake his head and remember that his wife was never going to go for that, so he'd better just get it out of his head. Though getting it out of his head was hardly possible.
He also had to remember there would be other people there at the party, so that would pretty much kill the potential. He was almost kinda glad that half of the couples had other plans, so it ended up being two other couples and Heidi.
New Year's eve rolled around, and Heidi was the first to arrive around 9 pm. They greeted her at the door and shared a laughing threeway hug, prompting Owen to yell out "where's a camera when you need one!"
"You wore your party outfit!" said Tess with a grin.
"I had to as I understand it," she laughed back. "I hope you don't mind seeing it again so soon."
"I love it, but I think Tess likes it even more than I do, I think she has a girl-crush" said Owen, earning him a soft slap from both women.
The other guests arrived shortly after and the party followed the usual New Year's Eve pattern, too much drinking and lots of laughter. They had the TV on watching the countdown as they watched the year evaporate.
As fate would have it, the other two couples had something come up and had to leave around 11. One had a babysitter they had to relieve, and the one of the others had too much to drink. Suddenly things were falling into place for Owen's fantasy to have a real chance, at last in terms of setting. The reality of them being alone together began to make all three nervous.
"Hey I kinda feel like a third wheel, so I'm going to head out," said Heidi.
Both Owen and Tess were quick to stop her. "No way, you're staying with us," Tess said.
"We've still got to take another picture!" said Owen, which lead to laughs and some finger shaking.
They relaxed a bit and had some more drinks as they watched the clock ticking down towards the end of the year. At around 11:30, Tess slipped out and went to their bedroom, Owen assumed she was going to the bathroom. Owen was nervous being alone with Heidi. It was odd in a way, he felt like he could be flirty with Heidi when Tess was around, but not when she wasn't.
He was talking to Heidi as he heard Tess coming back in the room, but he didn't look at her right away. He saw Heidi's eyes get big and her mouth had come slightly open in shock. When he turned his mouth fell open too.
Tess had changed clothes, and the outfit she had put on was the exact same outfit that Heidi had on, from the black silk blouse to the black high heels. She looked stunning, and if you put the two of them in a lineup you would hardly be able to tell them apart. It was amazing.
Both Owen and Heidi let out an impressive "wow" and Tess couldn't help but blush.
"I saw how much you liked the outfit on Heidi, I thought it might look good if we were wearing the same thing for our new picture," she grinned.
"I don't know, I don't think that would look good on me," said Owen, which made them all laugh and relax just a bit.
"It looks incredible," said Heidi, coming over to run her hand down the sleeve. "I think it looks a lot better on you than me."
Just about then, they realized that the countdown towards midnight had begun. They moved over quickly in front of the television and Owen put one arm around Tess and the other around Heidi.
"You guys are the best for letting me celebrate new year with you," Heidi said.
"We are loving that you are here," Tess answered.
"Ten seconds to midnight," Owen said. "Get ready for the New Year's picture!"
He pulled his phone out and held it out in front of them as they counted down from ten. At the stroke of midnight, the two girls leaned in and gave him a kiss on either cheek, and he snapped the picture as they all burst out laughing and cheering.
With Owen's arms still wrapped around them, they watched the confetti and cheering on the television as the sound of Auld Lang Syne was being sung, and they swayed from side to side. Eventually the song came to an end and they stood there in the living room arm in arm. Still keeping his arms around the girls, Owen turned the tv off with the remote and looked over at Tess, who was smiling at him. Slowly, he leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips, the traditional New Year's kiss. As he pulled back their eyes met, and he saw her glance over at Heidi and nod just slightly. Nod, as in, you can't kiss me and leave her unkissed for New Year's Eve.
Owen held his breath as he turned his head over to meet Heidi, who was blushing nervously and looking down. He wasn't going to let the moment pass. He leaned towards her and she moved her head up just slightly, enough to show that it was ok. Ever so slowly, giving her a chance to turn him down, he leaned towards her and moved his lips ever so softly onto hers. It was a soft, arguably friendly kiss, shorter than the one he had just given Tess. But it was definitely a kiss, and Owen felt it shaking his knees.
Owen slowly turned the other way, not sure if Tess would be smiling or grimacing. To his relief, she was smiling. He leaned over and kissed her again, this time longer and deeper. Then he turned again to Heidi, and realizing that he was definitely crossing a line this time, he moved even slower, but Heidi didn't pull back, and in fact, this time she leaned in, and they kissed longer. More importantly, Tess did not pull away or protest.
Owen leaned back and let out the air that he had been holding in for the past several minutes. During the course of the kissing, the three of them had moved even closer together. Almost without thinking, he used his arms to push the girls together, and the girls did not hesitate, leaning together, locking eyes and then moving slowly forward until they were kissing. They kissed softly and then leaned back, and then they leaned forward together and kissed again, longer and deeper, longer in fact than Owen had kissed either girl. With a shudder, Owen suddenly realized that this was really happening.
For the next five minutes, they stood there arm in arm in a group hug, Owen in the middle. The silence in the room was almost deafening, and the ever building passion was incredibly intense. Owen would kiss Tess, then kiss Heidi, then Tess would kiss Heidi, then they would start all over again. Each kiss was wetter and more passionate. Owen's hands were wrapped around their shoulders, so he didn't have much freedom of movement, but the girls had started rubbing Owen's chest and abdomen as they kissed him, sending his heart racing. At some point Tess was kissing him and dragging her hand down Owen's chest and his top button popped loose.
"Oops," she said, sliding her fingers underneath the shirt to his bare chest.
Owen sighed and moved over to kiss Heidi, and as he was easing his tongue around hers he noticed that Tess had reached over and unbuttoned Heidi's top button on her blouse, exposing more of her cleavage and the black bra she had on underneath.
Heidi got the hint, and when she kissed Tess she slipped the top button off of her blouse. Everybody smiled, and the game was on. Each time they kissed, somebody lost a button, until soon they were all standing there with their shirts hanging open. The girls were a vision with the silk blouses hanging open showing off their beautiful curves under black lacy bras.
The slow and erotic undressing game continued, with shirts and bras sliding away next. Owen had taken to kissing the necks and shoulders of the girls as they were kissing each other, and his mouth was watering at the idea of kissing their beautiful breasts. As it turned out, the girls beat him to it.
The next time it was Heidi's turn to kiss Tess, she continued the kiss from the lips to the neck, and then down the chest, taking first one breast and then the other into her mouth as she leaned down to push her skirt off. Tess returned the favor, kissing her way down Heidi's chest as she pushed her skirt off, leaving them both in just panties and Owen in just his boxers.
"Maybe we should move this to the bedroom," Owen said, and the girls readily agreed.
They walked, still arm and arm, into the bedroom, stopping beside the bed for one more round of kisses. Then they eased into the bed, and Owen and Tess eagerly set in to making their guest feel welcome. They both showered her nearly naked body with kisses and caressed her all over with their hands. Eventually they nestled into a position where Tess was kissing and caressing her neck and breasts and Owen was further down, kissing and licking her panties for a while and then working them off. Then his tongue worked around her thighs and abdomen and finally found its way to her clit. She moaned in appreciation as they both continued to pleasure her. After a while Tess worked her way down and Owen moved aside. For the first time, he watched his beautiful wife go down on another woman, and it was beyond his wildest fantasies. As she licked and kissed Heidi, Owen moved between the two women, kissing and caressing both of them.
Then it was Tess' turn to be the center of attention, and Owen and Heidi turned the focus of the bed onto her. Owen had never seen his wife so aroused, especially when Heidi slipped her tongue inside her as Owen was kissing her neck. He didn't know if Heidi had ever been with a woman, but she seemed to know how to push the right buttons. Tess had her hands in Heidi's hair and was wriggling and sighing with pleasure.



Then it was Owen's turn. The two girls pushed him over onto his back and went back to taking turns kissing him, then they started working their way down over his chest and stomach until they reached his boxers. Occasionally they would break from kissing his body to kiss each other, which gave Owen a chance to breathe again and also gave him a great show.
Tess pulled off his boxers and smiled as Heidi looked appreciably at her husband's cock. Tess smiled up at him, and realizing that he wouldn't last long if they jumped right in, she decided to drag things out for him.
She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock and pulled it towards her, giving him a little kiss on the tip of his cock. Then she moved it over to Heidi, who quickly understood and gave an equally quick little kiss on the other side of his cock. Then they kissed each other over his cock, making sure he could see. Then Tess took it back and gave it a longer, more thorough kiss, passing it back to Heidi to return the favor, followed by another wet girl kiss. The next time she licked her tongue around his cock, then watched Heidi do the same. The next time they took just the head of his cock into her mouth, and then finally Tess let his whole cock slide in. For added impact, she kissed and licked his balls while Heidi took his cock into her mouth. He groaned as he watched them hungrily licking and kissing his cock.
There was no way that Owen was going to last long like this, and Tess knew it, and she didn't want him to come just yet. She pulled Heidi up and gave her a wink.
"Maybe we should let him cool off," she said.
Heidi nodded her understanding, and the girls backed off from him, but not too far. They knelt in front of him and took turns kissing and fondling each others breasts. If they thought that would cool Owen down they were mistaken. His cock was harder than ever as he stroked it watching the girls play. He wondered for a fleeting moment that maybe this was as far as his wife was going to take things. He was wrong.
Tess maneuvered Heidi above him and took his cock into her hand. Smiling down at her husband, she nodded that it was ok. She wanted to watch him fuck Heidi.
She took her time about it though. As Heidi straddled her husbands cock, she used it as a tool to rub it all over her upper thighs and lower abdomen. Eventually she got his cock into position and began to caress Heidi's clit with it, which led her to let out a long, slow sigh of satisfaction. She could sense that Heidi was aching to take him in, and finally she relented. She was warm and wet and he slid into her immediately, and both of them gasped at the feeling.
Tess moved down to her husband's face and their eyes met briefly. She smiled at the passion in his eyes, and they mouthed a quiet "I love you" before she set in to kissing him all over his face, neck, chest. Meanwhile, Heidi was watching them as she slowly gyrated up and down on his cock. Tess worked her way down Owen's body until she was kissing his lower stomach, and became mesmerized watching his cock moving in and out of Heidi. Heidi had such a beautiful body, and she ached to kiss her again.
She straddled Owen's face and her lips found their way to Heidi's mouth. She had no sooner slipped her tongue into Heidi's mouth than she felt Owen slip his tongue into her pussy. She gasped and twitched at the contact, and she transferred her passion to her mouth, kissing Heidi deeply and then moving down and kissing her breasts.
All three were intoxicated by the feeling of pleasuring one person while being pleasured by another, and watching the other two doing the same. Owen would've preferred that their current position went on forever, but the feeling of Heidi on his cock and Tess on his mouth was pushing him over the edge, and he felt his orgasm coming like a train. He felt his hips coming off the bed and he felt like his cock was going to split Heidi in two, while his tongue went into high gear on his wife's quivering body. He moaned, but only he knew it because his mouth was on Tess. But Heidi knew he was coming, because his cock had gotten huge inside her and was now filling her with warm fluid.
His release overwhelmed her, and she collapsed forward into Tess and they fell giggling into the bed. Owen was completely spent and was trying to catch his breath. The girls weren't down long though, they were soon back to making out with each other, which quickly led them to a comfortable but passionate 69 position.
After five minutes of watching his wife with her face passionately buried in Heidi's cum filled pussy, Owen unexpectedly felt his cock harden and he was ready to get back into the action, though he watched them for another five minutes just to be sure.
He moved in behind Tess and slipped his cock into her warm wetness, and immediately he felt Heidi's tongue. He moaned loudly as he realized Heidi was licking his cock and going down on his wife at the same time. Tess body shook with yet another orgasm as she felt both the husband's cock and Heidi's tongue probing her deeply.
They rolled around the bed like lovers who had been together for years, it seemed like each knew just what to do. With every position they moved into, Owen was sure it couldn't get any better, and then the next position would top it. Tess was graciously willing to frequently share her husband's cock, so Owen found himself moving back and forth between the two. He became so lost in the passion that at one point he completely lost track of who he was fucking and who he was going down on.
Owen was desperately trying to avoid another orgasm because he knew he would be done after that, but he knew the time was coming soon. Tess had moved over on all fours over Heidi and was going down on her again for the umpteenth time, and he moved in behind her and slid his cock into her now burning hot pussy. He was in perfect position to fuck his beautiful wife doggy style while watching her go down on their friend. There was no way he could hold out long like that. When he did come it was even more explosively than before. He felt his orgasm coming and still got in several more minutes of long, slow pumping before he groaned loudly and erupted into his wife, who was so preoccupied with pleasuring Heidi that he wasn't sure she noticed.
He collapsed on the bed between the girls and they all laughed and said the usual things about how they couldn't believe that this had happened. Both Tess and Heidi swore they had never been with a girl before, but the night had blown their minds.
Owen noticed that Tess had her phone on the bed stand, and he reached over and held it over the trio.
"One more picture of the HOT group?" he grinned.
"NO MORE PICTURES!" yelled the girls in unison.
"No worries," he replied. "I don't need a picture to remember this night!"
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Some people are just different. Jake's Aunt Edna was beyond different, she was downright eccentric. Not in the scary freaky kind of way, more the fun to be around, living life to the fullest, free spirt, creating stories that would be forever told at family gatherings kind of way. After traveling the world for the first half of her life, she moved back to her small hometown on the coast. Strikingly beautiful, smart and self sufficient, she never married or even settled down with a partner, because she was afraid she'd get bored. She never seemed to have or need money, until one day, out of the blue, she bought a million dollar beach house from money she apparently got from aggressive day trading. With no spouse or children, Jake was the only person close to being family, so when she died at 65 years old, he was the only one left to deal with the estate. He was willed the house and all that was in it, with the only rule being that he had to enjoy it to the fullest.
While Jake was incredibly grateful to his aunt for leaving him a house on the beach, she also left quite a bit of stuff behind, notably many years of clothes that she had accumulated. She had so many clothes that Jake couldn't ever remember seeing her wearing the same outfit twice. Jake and his wife Ashley were discussing what to do with all the clothes when their good friend and co-worker Kristin ducked her head into the office.
"Did I hear someone talking about getting rid of clothes?" she said. "Because it just so happens I am always in need of clothes!"
Jake and Ashley grinned at each other. Kristin was well known for being a fashionista, wearing outfits that could turn heads at a monks convention. Her tastes gravitated towards the sexy, but tasteful scale, with moderately revealing cuts, high heels and bright colors. She had the trim, athletic body that made everything she wore look fantastic, and Ashley frequently teased Jake about picking his eyes up off the floor when she sauntered down the hallway outside their office. The three of them had a fun, friendly relationship, with frequent jokes about sex that sometimes bordered on the risqué.
"Well we got clothes," Jake said. "In fact, I think Aunt Edna was probably your size. If you're really interested in some clothes, we'd love you to take some."
Kristin's eyes got big and before Jake knew what had happened she and Ashley got their heads together and planned an afternoon at the beach house to look at clothes. They set the date for Friday afternoon and Kristin promised to bring a bottle of wine or two for the event.
Like every male with a pulse, Jake had, from time to time, fantasized about having a threesome, and since Kristin had joined the company five years ago, he had to admit that his threesome fantasy frequently involved her. He had joked about having a threeway with Kristin some time ago to Ashley, but he felt like it got cold-shouldered and he didn't want to push it. They had a great sex life, but Ashley wasn't particularly adventurous and he didn't imagine she would ever go for a threesome. Still, the idea of them being together at the beach house set his idle fantasies into overdrive.
The setting of the beach house made fantasies easy. It was modern and stylish, and had an overwhelmingly sexy tone to it. He and Ashley had spent a few nights there while working on cleaning it out, and every time they had enjoyed torrid sex from the hot tub on the back deck to the spacious master bedroom overlooking the marsh. Aunt Edna had always had the reputation of being sexually adventurous and enjoying numerous sex partners, and the house had several erotic sculptures of naked men and women, some of them together. They had also discovered a drawer full of sex toys, including several lifelike dildos, which led Jake to turn one of them on and chase a shrieking, laughing Ashley around the house. Jake was a little surprised that Ashley didn't immediately have him throw them away, and he got the sense that maybe she was intrigued by them. This of course led him to even more fantasies, where she played with a few of the dildos while he watched. He had made the suggestion to Ashley that it might be fun to include a dildo or two to foreplay, but that hadn't happened yet.
Now that Kristin was coming up to the house, his fantasy evolved into both of them kissing and licking a dildo while he watched. It was probably good he didn't have more than a few days to fantasize, he would've been pretty worthless.
By the time Friday afternoon had rolled around the fantasy had gotten even more elaborate, but he had to remind himself that it was unlikely that his wife would make the fantasies a reality.
Kristin showed up promptly at 5, dressed in her usual sexy style, carrying two bottles of wine. She was wearing a tight pair of jeans and a tighter sweater, showing off her ample chest and sexy curves. As always, she had on high heels to make her long tone legs even longer. Jake greeted her in the usual way, with a warm hug and a lingering hand on her back. To his glee, Ashley gave her a warmer hug than usual and they seemed to stay embraced for longer than the normal time. His mind couldn't help but wander, imagining them in an embrace that led to a kiss, and a kiss that led to much more.
Jake took the bottles into the kitchen and poured the girls a glass while Ashley was showing Kristin around the house. The living room, porch and master bedroom all had breathtaking views of the marsh, and Kristin gave plenty of oohs and aahs as they showed her around. The girls also got the giggles looking at the many erotic art sculptures.
"This guy looks pretty happy," Kristin said, pointing to a little statuette of a man with a giant erection. She patted his erection and grinned. "I bet his girlfriend is happy too."
Jake laughed but Ashley laughed harder. "Aunt Edna seemed to have a real affinity toward sexy art," she said waving around the room to the many works of erotic art. "Especially phallic symbols."
"Nothing wrong with that," Kristin said. "My favorite subject."
Jake gave an exaggerated gulping sound and they all had a good laugh at that and then Ashley showed her into the master bedroom. The room had a large, low bed that faced out to expansive windows overlooking the marsh. Naturally, any bedroom of Aunt Edna's would be sexually charged. There were more naked fertility type statues spread around, and on each wall to the side of the bed there were large nude portraits. One wall had a stylish nude black and white photo of a woman, which may very well have been Aunt Edna. The other wall had a black and white photo of a nude man, his hands clasped behind his head, his torso partially turned and his cock in a semi aroused state. Kristin and Ashley had a brief humorous discussion of whether the man in the portrait might still be around somewhere and available, before their attention turned to the view. The sun was getting low in the sky and moving down towards the marsh, and Kristin was mesmerized by the vibrant colors rippling across the marsh.
"I bet the sunsets you see here are incredible," she said.
"Beyond incredible," Jake replied. "Sometimes we watch them on the porch, and sometimes we watch them in the bed!"
Ashley blushed at that and Kristin giggled. "I'll bet you do. So where's all my new clothes?" she asked.
Ashley pointed her back to the hallway that led to the walk in closet and the three of them walked in. Aunt Edna had a huge closet that ran back 20 feet into the wall, and it was full of hanging clothes and boxes. Her clothing tastes ranged from hippy to sexy and everything in between. Kristin's mouth fell open as she walked down the length of the closet looking at all the clothes.
"These are amazing, and they look close to my size," she gushed. "Are you guys sure you don't want any of them?"
Ashley laughed. "I've already taken my 20 outfits out of here, they're all yours."
"None of them fit me," Jake said with a grin.
"Well I'm going to need help making decisions," Kristin said. "I want to narrow it down to 10 outfits, but I want your opinion to help pick the top 10."
Jake couldn't help but have several visions of Kristin parading around in front of him in an array of sexy outfits while he oogled her body. "I have nowhere else to be," he declared.
"I bet you don't," said Ashley as she gave him a light punch on the arm. "Horndog."
Jake rolled his eyes and laughed, "guilty as charged."
"Well you and the horndog get out of here so I can find my first outfit," Kristin said to Ashley.
Jake and Ashley bowed out of the closet and went back into the adjacent master bedroom. There was nowhere else to sit but on the bed, so they sat down side by side watching the sun slowing setting while Kristin rustled through the closet. Her first outfit generated hoots and whistles from both Jake and Ashley. She came out in a pair of cutoff jean shorts, a red and white checkered blouse tied with a knot at the waist, a cowboy hat and cowboy boots. She sauntered out cowgirl style and did a few passes back and forth in front of them. The shorts and boots made her legs look fantastic.
"This must've been from Aunt Edna's rodeo phase," Jake laughed. "She lived on a dude ranch out west for a couple of years, rode horses and roped cattle and all."
"I like it," said Ashley, and Jake nodded his approval as well.
"I'm putting this in the keeper pile," Kristin said, sauntering back into the closet.
When she got out of earshot, Ashely leaned over to Jake and whispered, "this is going to be interesting."
Jake nodded and took a long swig of wine. It was already interesting.
A few minutes later Kristin emerged with outfit number two, this one was a bohemian, gypsy themed getup. She had on a colorful, tight, full length skirt, with a lacy tube top that kept both her toned abs and chest and shoulders exposed. She even had a turban scarf to round things out.
"I remember this phase, this was when Aunt Edna took a VW bus across country," Jake said.
"I like it, but not sure its in my top ten yet, I'll have to put it in the maybe pile," Kristin replied. "I like feeling like a gypsy though."
She slipped back into the closet and was in there for a while this time, before emerging in a dress that made Jake's eyes pop out.
She had on a white silk strap dress with a slit up the legs that ended up near her hip, exposing a thin slice of her shapely ass. The neckline of the dress plunged in a v shape down near her navel, showing off the curves of her breasts on both sides. Adding even more sex appeal were the strappy high heels that came all the way up on her ankles.
"Wow, this must be from Aunt Edna's, um, sexy clubbing days," Jake stammered. "Though I don't remember her ever looking that hot."
The words came out of his mouth without his brain editing them, and he suddenly remembered his wife was sitting beside him and might not like him fawning over their hot friend. He held his breath waiting on a reaction from Ashley, as Kristin strode back and forth in front of them.
Finally she piped in. "That dress is fucking hot," she said, taking a long sip of wine. "You look amazing in that, and you definitely need to keep it."
"Yeah you need to keep that one," Jake said.
"Thanks, I like it too," Kristin grinned. "Are you sure you don't want it, I bet it would look amazing on you too. Actually, I think she has this same dress in red."
"Hmm, might have to try that one" said Ashley.
"Cmon, let's try it on you right now," said Kristin. Before Ashley had time to react, she had grabbed her hand, pulled her up off the bed down the hall to the master closet.
For the next glorious minutes, Jake sat alone on the bed straining to listen to his wife and friend down the hall in the master closet. He was bombarded with visions of the two of them back there getting naked in front of each other, probably making out, probably groping each other. He didn't think it was actually happening, but it was sure fun to imagine it.
It was only a few minutes, but Jake got in a good hundred visions before the two of them emerged from the closet. To his surprise, his wife had donned the white dress that Kristin had just had on, and Kristin was wearing the red dress that was exactly the same except in color. Kristin and Ashley were very similar body types and looked like matching models in the two dresses. As impressive as the vision was in front of him, Jake couldn't help but think of another vision, the one where the two girls had just changed clothes in front of each other in the closet.
Between that fantasy and the vision in front of him, all he could muster was a stunned "WOW," but that was enough to set the girls off into a giggling frenzy. They laughingly began to strike exaggerated modeling poses in front of him. Ashley was blushing nervously but obviously having a good time, and Kristin was hamming it up, setting up poses where the two of them were standing close together and joking about how they could be JC Penney models. Jake was sitting on the bed with a silly grin on his face, unable to formulate any kind of response.
"C'mon, let's go try on something else," said Kristin, grabbing hold of Ashley's hand. She pulled a semi reluctant Ashley back toward the closet. As she was pulled out of the room, she looked back at Jake and gave him an eyes wide open look that said "is this crazy or what?" Jake just gave her a grin and a thumbs up.
For the next 20 minutes, Jake was treated to the greatest fashion show he could ever have imagined. The outfits became a blur - most of them were at least somewhat revealing, some of them were sexy, and some of them were smoking hot. But the outfits were secondary to the increasingly sexy posing the girls were doing in front of him. They had finished out the first bottle of wine and had taken the second bottle with them into the closet, and Jake got the sense they were drinking straight out of the bottle. They were both definitely getting tipsy. Every time they went into the closet to change he could hear them laughing and chatting, which he imagined was being done while they were totally naked in between changes.
Aunt Edna had a lot more sexy clothes in the back of the closet than he had ever imagined. The girls trotted out two at a time with quite the variety - his favorites included a form fitting shiny silver dress, a leopard print full length, a lacy red number, some impossibly thin material designs and a collection of little black dresses that had his eyes bugging out. The best part about the show was he didn't even have to pretend that he wasn't just oogling every inch of the girl's bodies. After all, he was supposed to be rating the clothes, so naturally he would be carefully and slowly looking at their curves. Why his mouth was hanging open was harder to explain, but at some point he gave up trying to pretend he wasn't totally turned on watching his wife and friend parade around in front of him.
Jake noticed that it seemed like every time they went back to change clothes they took a little longer, and he couldn't help but wonder, and fantasize, what might be going on in the closet. He visualized them helping each other change clothes, a lingering hand, being naked together. And of course he couldn't help imagining that they might be making out in the closet in between changes. A guy could only hope!
The latest clothes change had taken so long, and had gotten so quiet, that Jake was starting to feel a little uncomfortable. Sure, he was sitting there on the bed thinking lurid thoughts, but he actually started thinking that they may have ended up making out in the back of the closet and just forgetting he was there. Which would be ok, except he wanted to watch. Finally, he decided to check in.
"Hey, you girls ok back there?" he said.
He heard some giggling before they responded. "Yes, almost ready," Ashley said. "We found Aunt Edna's lingerie section."
Jake felt his heart stop and his blood go cold. Holy shit, he thought, are they really trying on lingerie? He immediately began to conjure up images of what the two of them would look like parading around in front of him in lingerie. And they were good images.
By the time he heard the footsteps coming down the hall he was just about in a tizzy of anticipation. But the reality was even better than the wait.
The two girls came out holding hands, both blushing slightly. His wife was wearing all white, an angel costume. White heels, white stockings, a frilly skirt and a corset tied with a lacy string. Kristin was dressed in a bright red silky one piece, with red high heels and a little pair of horns on her head. They were both stunning, and Jake could only look at both of them with amazement. He forgot to breathe for the next few moments. The girls weren't moving around as much, they seemed pretty nervous about just how naked they were. Finally, Jake was able to formulate a verbal representation of all the thoughts going through his head.
"Wow," he said. And if that wasn't detailed enough, he said it again. "Wow."
The girls couldn't help but laugh, and that loosened them up some, leading to more exaggerated sexy poses in front of him. They had gone from being JC Penney models to Victoria Secret models. He hadn't noticed initially, but Kristin had a plastic red poker in her hand and she pretended to fork Ashley in the ass as she bent over. Not to be outdone, Ashley whipped out a white magic wand. Kristin mimicked surprise and then turned slightly and bent at the waist, allowing Ashley a target to tap her ass with the wand.
"So what do you think of Aunt Edna's angel and devil look?" Kristin said.
"I think in the battle for good and evil, I'd pull for a tie," Jake laughed.
"I never would've imagined that Aunt Edna would have such an extensive lingerie collection," Ashley said.
"Extensive?" said Jake, perking up even more. "How extensive?"
"Boxes and boxes," said Kristin. "Some pretty wild stuff too," she added with a grin.
"Well I can't wait to see more," said Jake with a big smile.
Ashley blushed slightly and then caught herself. "Say, we've been doing all the work here, maybe its time for you to do a little modeling."
Kristin started a slow smile as the words sank in to Jake.
"Whaaa?" stammered Jake. "What am I supposed to try on?"
"There's plenty of stuff you could try on for us," said Kristin. "Get back there put something on and give US a show."
Jake sat with his mouth hanging open on the edge of the bed. He was trying to imagine what Aunt Edna might have back there he could put on.
"Cmon, you've had enough fun, its time for us to objectify you for a while," Ashley grinned. "Don't make us unleash the power of good and evil on you."
Ashley waved her wand menacingly at him and Kristin jabbed the pitchfork at him. He was not getting out of this. The girls had already poured another glass of wine and sat down beside each other on the bed to wait on him.
He grinned and shrugged. "Guess I'll find something," he said, walking back down the hall to the closet.
The closet was even more chaos than it was before, the girls had pulled out all kinds of outfits and had them spread out around the floor. He managed to find the lingerie collection, and they were quite interesting indeed. Everything from costumes to leather. Aunt Edna was a freak.
Finding something he could wear was a bit more challenging. Aside from the fact that he didn't want to put on women's clothes, he wasn't even close to her size. He was trying to find something that wouldn't look silly, but might also be a little sexy, because he was liking where the afternoon was going and he wanted to keep it up. Finally he found just the thing, a long, flowery silk robe. It was feminine, but being a robe it would at least fit, and it gave him the chance to undress down to his boxers. Just the thought of walking out in front of the lingerie clad girls in a silky robe had his heart pounding.



"Ok, here I come," he called out as he walked down the hall. "Photography is strictly banned."
He sauntered out into the bedroom and sashayed his way around the bed until he was in front of the girls, who were immediately laughing hysterically and whooping it up big time. Jake couldn't help but notice that they also had their hands all over each other as they hooted and made funny comments. They were clearly drunk.
"Work it baby," Ashley said. "Show me the sexy!"
"Lookin' hot Jake!" added Kristin. "Let's see you strike a pose like the guy in that painting," she said, pointing to the black and white photo of the nude man with his hands behind his head.
Jake did his best to mimic the portrait, raising his hands up and clasping them behind his head, and turning his torso sideways. He even tried to mimic the smoldering look on the models dark face, which caused the girls to giggle hysterically.
One result of his raising his hands up was that the robe fell open, exposing the fact that all he had on underneath were the boxers. He couldn't help but notice that Kristin had stopped giggling and was checking him out. He was quickly becoming aroused, and he wondered if that might be showing through his black boxers. Kristin's eyes were definitely focused on that area.
"Hey, Aunt Edna didn't have any boxers, this is a rip off," Ashley laughed. "You're supposed to only be wearing Aunt Edna's clothes, not yours."
"Yeah, that's cheating, we want to see you in some of Aunt Edna's underwear, it's only fair!" said Kristin.
Jake looked over at Ashley to see her reaction, she had a huge grin on her face and was nodding her approval.
"Ok, anything to please," Jake said, walking back to the closet. He could still hear the girls hooting as he walked down the hall.
He was incredibly hot and bothered after being on display for the girls, he had found that to be incredibly arousing. For a second he thought about just taking off the boxers and going back out, which would mean he only had on Aunt Edna's clothes, but then he got nervous. He still wasn't sure Ashley wanted to take things that far, though it sure felt like she did.
He found himself digging through Aunt Edna's underwear drawer, which was an adventure onto itself, she had all colors, shapes and styles. He was thinking that the best approach might be to wear something so ridiculous it would be funny, rather than look good. He was near the bottom of the pile when he found the ideal candidate. He was nearly out of the closet when he ran across a few more accessories - a pair of slip on bedroom shoes with furry lining and a sharp looking panama hat. This time when he sauntered, as best he could in low heels, out of the closet the girls actually cheered their approval. He did the exaggerated runway walk back and forth in front of them, keeping the robe closed, finally stopping in front of them just a few feet away. He found himself really enjoying the anticipation he had created, the girls looked almost tense to find out what he was wearing below the robe.
He raised up his hands and turned his head, and slowly, he let the robe slide open. He heard the girls gasp and then simultaneously howled with laughter. He had on a pair of hot pink, lacy bikini underwear that was clearly losing the battle to hide his semi aroused state. He couldn't help but blush as he tried to read the expressions on both of the girl's faces. He was of course worried that he had pushed things too far, but so far so good. They had nervous grins on their faces but didn't look offended. Best of all, they seemed to be enjoying the scenery, which made him get even more aroused, which made the outline of his hardening cock show through the thin material even more.
"Your husband looks pretty good in Aunt Edna's underwear," Kristin grinned. "You're a lucky lady."
Ashley smiled, a bit bleary eyed from all the wine. "Yea he looks pretty good naked too," she mumbled.
The line got out of her mouth before she realized what she had said and she blushed and got flustered. But it didn't bother Kristin one bit.
"I'll bet he does," she said, eyeing the impossibly stretched pink lace material of the panties.
For the next few quiet moments, Jake stood there on display in front of them, as they sat there on the bed checking him out. It was without a doubt the most erotic thing that had ever happened to him, watching his wife and her friend looking at his slowly hardening cock. Finally Kristin broke the silence.
"I'll bet we could get him out of that underwear without even touching him," she said slowly.
There was another brief, breathless moment of silence as Jake waited for Ashley's response.
"Hmmm, and how would we do that?" she said finally.
Kristin put her hand on Ashley's chin and turned her so they were facing each other. She took her hand and ran it through Ashley's hair, leaving her hand on the back of her head. Then she pulled Ashley towards her and softly, sensuously, she kissed her on the lips.
Ashley's eyes opened wide in a moment of shock, then she settled back, and suddenly she was kissing Kristin back, and then her hands moved up to Kristin's face and neck and they were full on making out right there in front of him.
Jake's head was spinning from the scene, and his cock was quickly becoming as hard as it had ever been. He quickly realized how Kristin planned to get his cock out of the underwear - she was going to make it so hard that the underwear couldn't hold it. It wasn't long before she was proved right, Jake's erection reached full level and pushed through the top lacy seam of the underwear and kept right on going. As the girls alternated between making out and watching his cock grow, it moved steadily free of the underwear until almost all of his cock was free and pointing hard towards the ceiling.
"Wow, that is really impressive," whispered Kristin.
"Thanks," Jake smiled proudly.
"No, I mean the sunset," Kristin said.
Jake turned to look out the window to see the sun was crossing the horizon and the whole sky and the water was lit up with a dazzling array of colors.
"But I will have to admit, that is pretty impressive too," she said, pointing to Jake's turgid erection.
Jake grinned as Ashley took ahold of his hand. "Bring that impressive tool over here between us and let's watch the sunset," she said.
The girls parted enough for Jake to have a place to sit between them, and he put his arm around both of them and they turned their attention to the sunset. Jake briefly thought about the chance that one of the houses on the other side of the marsh had a telescope and could see into their bedroom, and how bizarre the scene would look - one girl dressed up as a devil, one as an angel, and the guy in between in a flowery robe and pink underwear that was now stretched two sizes bigger than it was minutes before.
But the beauty of the sunset and being half naked between two beautiful women in lingerie quickly put that thought on the back burner. The fast falling sun and all the colors in the sky were mesmerizing and calming. He looked over at his wife and saw her smiling at him warmly. He leaned down and kissed her softly, lovingly, and she reacted with a soft moan. When he leaned back he met her eyes with his, and in an unspoken moment of quiet understanding, his eyes asked her if she was ok with this. She smiled, and her eyes answered yes.
Jake turned the other way and looked at Kristin in the eyes, and he could see her arousal mounting. He leaned in and kissed her hard on the lips, and immediately felt her tongue slip softly into his mouth. As he kissed her passionately, it struck him while it was incredibly erotic to be kissing Kristin for the first time, it was even more so knowing his wife was sitting beside them watching.
After a few moments he turned back to Ashley, who was indeed watching, and he again met her eyes to ask if everything was ok, and again he got back a warm smile and another kiss. For the next several minutes, in the golden glow of the fading day, the room was silent as Jake made out with the angel, and then the devil, and then back again, as they all watched the sun disappear beyond the horizon.
Both the girls had their hand on Jake's thighs and were slowly working their way up his leg toward his still rock hard cock. He felt Ashley's hand first, followed quickly by Kristin's, as their fingers came up to caress his cock and stroke his balls through what was left of the stretched out panties.
Jake moved his hands up to each of the girl's necks and brought them together in front of him, and in a flash they were kissing each other again, and Jake had to admit they seemed to like kissing each other even more than kissing him. Which was ok with him, he leaned back on the bed to take in the show, watching the girls slowly making out as their hands moved together stroking his cock.
Jake became mesmerized watching the girls making out, their tongues occasionally flashing out and their soft moans filling the air, all while their hands were caressing his cock. It was hard to imagine a better scene, but then Kristin leaned in and whispered something in Ashley's ear, and Ashley smiled and nodded. It became quickly apparent that Kristin had asked to suck Jake's cock, because that's exactly what she did, easing down on the bed so her mouth was by his waist.
She teased him at first coming close with her lips and tongue without actually touching him, blowing softly on his cock, before she finally closed the gap and let her lips caress the length of his hard cock, setting off a long, slow moan from him. Ashley eased down into position as well, and her lips moved down the opposite side of his cock. They took turns caressing his cock with their lips and tongue, and then they took a break to kiss each other again, and then they did it all at the same time, kissing each other and his cock. Two mouths moved up and down his shaft in unison, meeting at the top to french kiss each other, then going back down again for more.
Jake desperately wanted to stay in this position forever, but he knew he wouldn't last long, and he did not want to come anytime soon. So after a few more epic minutes of this, he eased their mouths off his cock and turned his attention to pleasuring Kristin. Ashley quickly joined in, and the two of them eased Kristin out of her devil costume and began kissing her body, starting with her neck and moving in unison down to her breasts. Jake was dying to kiss his way down Kristin's body and tasting her pussy, but to his surprise Ashley beat him to it.
As far as he knew, Ashley had never gone down on a woman, but based on Kristin's immediately positive response, she sure seemed to know what she was doing. Kristin arched her back and sighed and moaned as Jake watched his wife going down on her. He moved up and down the bed, kissing, licking and caressing both girls, while he enjoyed the show. It wasn't long before he heard Kristin enjoy a very vocal orgasm, and then she was pulling Ashley up by the hair and kissing her passionately on the lips, tasting her own juices as they made out once again. As they were making out, Jake was loosening the lacy tie on her angel outfit, and soon all three of them were fully naked on the bed.
Kristin didn't waste any time kissing her way down Ashley's body and before long Jake was watching the same show as before, except that this time Kristin was going down on Ashley. Jake was on his knees, his hands caressing both girls, as he watched Kristin pleasuring his wife. At one point he moved down between Kristin's legs and eased a finger inside her, which caused her to gasp momentarily, but Ashley pushed her head back between her legs and begged her not to stop.
Jake continued to tease Kristin with his finger as she continued to give Ashley a thorough tongue bath, and Kristin's ass was coming up off the bed to allow him easy access to her warm, wet pussy. At about the same time as he realized she was lifting up her ass for a reason, she took a quick break from Ashley to pass on a very terse, direct message to Jake.
"Please fuck me," she said.
Jake didn't have to be asked twice, he moved in behind her and eased his cock to her aching pussy, but rather than plunge right in he teased her with the head of his cock, rubbing it in a long slow circle around her opening and then up against her clit. She squirmed, desperate to have him inside her, and finally he ended the torture and slid all the way deep inside her. She gasped once again, and Jake caught Ashley's eyes to see her reaction to having her husband balls deep inside her friend. She was smiling and nodding, and as far as Jake was concerned, she was telling him to fuck her hard, which he proceeded to do. He slid in and out of her with steady, deep strokes as she continued to go down on Ashley. This didn't last long, as suddenly Ashley pulled away and sat up on the bed.
"I want to watch you fuck her," she said.
Jake was shocked on several levels, not the least of which he hardly every heard Ashley even cuss. She had let go of all of her inhibitions in one afternoon. He eased Kristin over on her so they were both on their side. He was still entering her from behind, but now Ashley had a clear view of his cock going in and out of her. She moved in close and watched with rapt attention as her husband's hard cock disappeared into Kristin and then moved out its full length, then all the way back to the hilt. After watching the show for a few minutes, she leaned in and positioned her mouth where her husband's cock was sliding in. To Jake's surprise he felt Ashley's tongue contacting his cock as he moved it forward, and he realized she was licking Kristin's clit and his cock at the same time. Meanwhile Kristin found herself back in a position for her mouth to find Ashley's pussy again, and the net result was that the girls were in 69 while Jake fucked Kristin from behind. The impact was electric for all three of them, and a chorus of sighs and moans filled the air as they moved in a slow rhythm of passion. Ashley surprised him again, taking his cock out of Kristin and sucking him for a while, tasting Kristin on him, and then moving his cock back into her.
Since the very beginning, even when he was just standing in front of them naked, Jake had been doing everything he could to delay his orgasm, from digging his nails into his palm to thinking about anything else he could conjure as a distraction. But there was simply no way that he was going to be able to hold back when his wife was licking his cock while he was fucking Kristin. He guessed that they could probably tell he was coming by the moaning and the quickening of his pace, but he went ahead and told them anyway. His orgasm was so intense he wasn't even sure if he was in his wife's mouth or Kristin's pussy, but it was beyond intense. They ended up in a tangle of arms and legs in the middle of the bed, and when he leaned over to kiss his wife he determined that based on the amount of cum on her face he had probably lost his load all over both of them.
The three of them lay together in a tangle in the middle of the bed for a long, quiet time, lost in their own thoughts and recovering from an intense sexual experience. Jake's overriding concern was how Ashley would be now that the passion was over.
Kristin was the first to speak up. "Your Aunt Edna had some great clothes, but this bed is the bomb."
Jake held his breath waiting for Ashley's response. He wasn't disappointed.
"Wait till you see her sex toy collection," she said. "I'll bet if we break out her dildo collection and give Jake a show, he'll be hard again in no time."
She was wrong. Just the thought of Kristin and Ashley taunting him with one of those life like dildos, licking each side of it, was more than enough.
He was already hard again.
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I ran into my high school girlfriend the other day. I had not seen her in 30 years. I should clarify that by "ran into" I mean I was running an errand in a part of town I never go to, got a flat tire, and while I was waiting for the tire to get repaired I stumbled into a coffee shop I didn't even know existed, and that's where I ran into her. Or she ran into me, bumping into me while we were waiting in line.
She greeted me in the appropriate way. "Well hello stranger, long time no see," she said smiling.
"Hey...Kelly," I stammered out. I knew WHO she was right away, but it took me a few ticks to recall her name, and I knew I would be paying the price for my memory loss.
"You almost forgot my name," she grinned. "It hasn't been that long has it?"
I collected myself in the nick of time. "It wasn't that I couldn't remember your name, it was that I couldn't believe you still look 18," I replied.
"Nice catch," she grinned.
I couldn't help but blush. She really did look fantastic, and seeing her out of the blue like that was pretty unsettling.
"Let me make it up to you and buy you a cup of coffee," I said.
"You're on," she replied.
We got our coffee and sat down and it didn't take me long to get comfortable. Kelly was always the social butterfly, and she was easy to talk to. When we had broke it off some 30 years prior it hadn't been ugly or anything, and time had smoothed out any awkwardness that may have been there. She was in town visiting her parents for a few days. Her parents actually still lived in the same house! We talked about our lives, we both had two grown kids and were both fairly recently divorced, and both of us had hilarious stories about our failures in the post-relationship dating world.
We talked about our jobs, what we'd been doing for fun, the usual stuff you talk about when you run into someone from high school. It was more like two old friends catching up.
Of course, Kelly was more than just an old friend. She was my first. First date, first slow dance, first kiss, first make out, first to have sex with. As we chatted a segment of my mind replayed the memories. I was a shy kid in high school, probably a little on the sheltered side. This was back in the last 70s, before we had the internet to teach us all about sex. I had not really worked up the nerve to ask a girl on a date, but I had heard through the grape vine that Kelly liked me, and after two weeks of cleverly smiling and catching her eye in the hallway and one week of actually making some form of verbal communication with her I finally worked up the nerve to ask her to the spring dance — on the last possible day I could've done it. After she said yes I literally got so dizzy I nearly passed out, but luckily recovered enough to avoid that embarrassment. At the spring dance we had our first kiss, and from there we became steadies and stayed that way through high school.
The only downside was that her parents were on the strict side, and wouldn't allow me to actually take her on a date until she turned 18, so we spent most of our time just making out in the hallway between class.
But after she finally turned 18 (I was a little older), my world changed pretty dramatically. Dating had negatives, but they were far outweighed by the positives. On the negative side, dating was expensive, so I had to put in more hours at work. On the really negative side, dating meant I had to deal with Kelly's dad, who gravitated between glaring at me silently one time I came by and the next time making up stories just to mess with me. He pranked me four or five times with the story that Kelly wasn't home when I came by to pick her up, that she was out with another boyfriend. Then he would say, "Oh, I was just messing with you." I was so naive and trusting of adults I would fall for it every time.
On the positive side, dating introduced me to the back row of the movie theater.
On one of our first dates, we went to the movies, and about halfway through the movie Kelly put her hand on my knee. Being 18, it didn't take much to make my dick hard, and having a GIRL put her actual HAND on my KNEE was more than enough to cause me to make some adjustments in the Levi's corduroys. Her hand never got much higher than my lower thigh, but that was more than enough to keep my pants tented up for the next several days just thinking about it. I spent a lot of time masturbating to the thought of her moving her hand up higher on my leg.
As I said before, I was pretty naive, and didn't really get the idea that going to the movies on a date was often more about making out than watching the movies. Kelly was sheltered too, but sharper on the uptake than I was, and I think the hand on the leg thing was the way to get things going.
At any rate, going to the movies became the greatest thing in my life over the next month or so, because every time we went, Kelly would slip her hand over to my knee, and I would bust out a huge boner. Eventually her hand started moving up higher on my leg, and it reached the point where I would reach a state of anticipation that would become agonizing. I started moving my hand over to her leg, and as she would inch her hand higher I would inch mine higher. I'll never forget the time that her pinky finger actually reached high enough where it was grazing the edge of my turgid cock. I think I actually stopped breathing, begging her via mind control to move her hand just a little bit higher. I reached the point where I just couldn't stand it anymore, and I moved my hand down on top of hers and pulled it up over my cock.
And that my friends is when all hell broke loose, both short and long term. Having a girl's hand on my actual cock, albeit through my corduroys, was way more than I could take for very long, so I experienced a fast and fairly explosive, soggy orgasm in my underwear, which back then was the standard tighty whities (don't judge me, that was what everyone wore back then, I've since graduated to boxers).
I was embarrassed at first, both that she knew I had experienced an orgasm and that my pants were probably going to be showing that to the world, but passion (which I had a lot of back then) overcame the embarrassment factor. I figured out that wearing darker pants would hide the wet marks. I came to the realization that having an orgasm wasn't a bad thing. We started sitting on the back row, where we could enjoy some privacy. We went to the absolute shittiest movies, so the theatre would be less full. And we got good at making out and enjoying some really satisfying heavy petting. I spent a lot of money going to movies I didn't see, and wrecked a lot of underwear. I probably had over a hundred orgasms there in the dark seats of the back row of the movies, her with her hand stroking my cock while I awkwardly attempted to return the favor, not having a clue what I was doing. I didn't know what I was doing but she made up for it. She was a fantastic kisser and she knew just how to gradually build up my arousal by moving her hand slowly up my leg. Eventually we reached the point where we would shift around enough in our seats to where her other hand would end up doing the cock stroking while we engaged in deep french kissing, which took my perspectives on just how tremendous the universe was to all new heights.
Which was where my mind had wandered off to, as Kelly was rambling on about something to do with her ex-husband's relationship with her two kids, and suddenly I realized that she realized that I wasn't really listening to her and she was grinning at me.
"What are you thinking about?" she said.
Which sent me immediately into a time warp back to my teens, and I briefly became the same blushing, shy, nervous teen who was afraid to even say the word sex, much less talk about it. But then I remembered I was a grown up now, and I could speak maturely about such things.
So I grinned and blushed and managed to stammer out "I was thinking about how much fun we use to have going to the movies."
Then it was her turn to blush as I watched her mind drift back, and she got a big grin on her face and pretty soon we were laughing hysterically. We started sharing memories of our early escapades, but it had been so long it was almost like we were talking about different people.
"You have no idea what you did to me when you put your hand on my leg," I said. "I loved going to the movies, but I could never tell my parents what the movies were about."
Kelly laughed. "That's pretty wild, I was never really sure you liked it, I was worried you would think I was too aggressive," she said. "I was always afraid to, um, you know get to close, but then I remember you kinda did it for me."
"I do remember that," I grinned. "If you could have heard my mind during that time, it would have been screaming PLEASE GO HIGHER! but I was too scared to say that."
Kelly got a faraway look in her eyes as her mind went back in time and revisited our moments, and I couldn't help but grin watching her. Finally she spoke up. "Yeah, after that day it definitely kinda escalated," she said.
"Yeah, like went crazy," I replied. "Do you have any idea how many pairs of underwear you ruined?"
She smirked and punched me on the arm. "I'd apologize but I think I know better - you seemed to enjoy yourself. I don't think I've ever seen anyone that...aroused."
Now it was my turn to get a faraway look as I revisited some of our escapades. I had a flashback to a time when we were making out and I finally got up the courage to let my fingers brush up against her breast, and how she didn't pull back and even seemed to enjoy it. Thus began the lengthy, drawn out process were I went from brushing up against her breasts to actually touching them on purpose through her sweater, which I somehow managed to do despite my hands shaking with nervousness. The next movie I ended up reaching the point of actually caressing her breasts, which I realized she enjoyed very much from her quiet sighs. Then the next movie she showed up wearing a sweater that was cut pretty low, showing just a hint of cleavage, and I somehow worked up the courage to slip my hand inside her sweater and actually caress her breasts through her silky bra, which practically made me cum in my pants without having her hand on my cock. She started wearing shirts that buttoned down and let me unbutton a few for better access, but resisted me from putting my hand inside her bra for a few more movies. Just when I was feeling like I was going to actually touch her breasts she disappointed me when she showed up for a date wearing a sweater instead of a button down. I was feeling defeated until I began caressing her breasts through her sweater and realized she was not wearing a bra. This lead to the incredibly momentous occasion of my first actual direct contact with a girl's breasts. I remembered what it felt like to have my mouth literally watering, mostly because the memory was making my mouth water now. Which I was doing while Kelly was smirking at me knowingly.
"What are you thinking about now?" she said with mock derision.
"Oh, just remembering that time at the movies when you didn't wear a bra," I said smiling. "You had really, really great ... sweaters."
She chuckled and playfully punched me in the arm. "I remember that too, that was so scandalous sneaking in and out of the house without a bra on, if my parents had caught me I'd still be grounded."
"Well I'm certainly glad you did," I said. "That was the greatest moment in my life up to that point."
"What, are you saying you've had better moments since then?" she grinned.
"Come to think of it probably not, that was the pinnacle of my life, everything before and after doesn't match up," I replied.
"What about our beach spot?" she said. "That was pretty fun too."
Ah, the beach spot. We lived close to the beach, so we had a favorite spot that we went to, during the day and at night. During the day we sometimes made little towel tents so we could make out. At night I can remember many times when we would go for a walk under the stars and end up with sand in our clothes from rolling around in the privacy of the dark beach.
"Our beach spot was the best," I replied. "We had some great times under the towels!"
And so the conversation went, each of us remembering details that would jar the other's memories, leading to more faraway looks and more laughter. The whole time it was almost like we were talking about different people, and all of the things we were too shy to actually talk about 30 years ago were just another part of the conversation now. Two more cups of coffee and an hour went by in no time, and I hated it when she said she had to go. In fact, I had enjoyed our visit so much that I really wanted to spend more time. I really wanted to ask her out on a date. But my brain had reset back to high school, and I was suddenly reliving the week when I spent every day trying to get up the courage to ask her to the dance.
We had walked outside and said goodbye, had the standard hug that old friends have when they haven't seen each other in a while, and she had turned to walk away. I felt my throat catch and suddenly I heard a voice, and before I even realized it was mine I had gotten the words out.
"Hey Kelly, what would you think about going out with me tonight?"
Kelly stopped, turned around slowly and got an odd grin on her face. She walked slowly back to where I was standing, somewhat petrified to the spot I was on.
"Like, to the movies?" she asked.
"Uh, yeah, we could go to the movies," I stammered.
She looked at me for a few long moments as my legs quivered and I got a little light headed. Just like the old days.
"Yeah, I wouldn't mind going to the movies," she smiled. There was definitely something playful and sexy about the way she smiled at me. She turned and began walking away.
"Pick me up at 8, I think you remember the address," she said. "I'll tell my dad you're coming, I'm sure he will look forward to seeing you."
I had suddenly recovered enough to put together a complete sentence. "Oh shit, not your dad," I said. "I'm having some really bad flashbacks."
Kelly laughed as she walked away. "See you at 8."
It wasn't even noon yet, so I had a solid 8 hours to stroll down memory lane. Memories of making out in the back seat of my car. Memories of making out at parties. Memories of making out on the beach at night. Memories of making out about anywhere possible. And I had a lot more flashbacks to back seat movie experiences. The only thing I couldn't remember about the movie experiences were the actual movies.
I also had a flashback to the night that her parents went out of town, we had been dating over a year by then. We had graduated to advanced pre-intercourse activity by then, getting completely naked together and doing a lot of heavy petting, but she wasn't quite ready to green light going all the way and if I was being honest, I wasn't ready either. But on that summer afternoon in her bedroom, she said let's do it.
Most of that memory involved the awkward embarrassment of not knowing what we were doing and stumbling through it like blind people playing cards. When your partner says "I don't think it's in yet" that's a really good sign you don't know what you're doing. On the plus side, my first time was definitely with someone I loved and cared for and was comfortable being awkward with. After losing our virginity, we drove down to our favorite spot at the beach and sat there until the stars came out.
So by 8 pm I had practically relived my high school years, which created lots of smiles and several erections. But when I pulled up in front of Kelly's old house I had the overwhelming feeling that I was actually BACK in high school, cruising by to pick up Kelly for a date and praying her dad had not discovered that her daughter had been stroking me off in the back row of the movies. I was actually nervous when I knocked on the door, and even more nervous when her dad answered. I hadn't thought about how I should address him.
"Hello, uh Mr. Mills," I stammered.
To my shock, Mr. Mills, who looked like he hadn't aged a day in 30 years, smiled for the first time I had ever seen, shook my hand and welcomed me in. "Good to see you Jack" he said. "You can call me John by the way."
Mrs. Mills, or Jane as I was to call her know, came walking out and gave me a hug, she looked fantastic as well and I could see why Kelly still looked so young and fit, she had good genes. We made small talk and laughed about the old times, and John let me know that out of all the boys Kelly had ever dated or married, I was always his favorite, which shocked me and made me feel really sorry for all the other guys.
Then Kelly came out from the back hallway and I relived the moment I had lived hundreds of times before, seeing her appear for a date, always well dressed, always smiling. I had always loved that moment, seeing what she was wearing, smelling her, catching her eyes. She was blushing slightly, no doubt caught up in the same moment. And she looked fantastic. She had looked great before at the coffee shop, but with her hair down and makeup on she had taken it to all new levels. She had on a white, silky button blouse, tight jeans, and heels that were just high enough to be sexy.
"Wow, you look great," I said, which is something I never would've said when I was a teenager in front of her stern dad. "You look just like you did at 18."
She gave a smile that lit up the room. "Lucky for me your eyes aren't what they used to be."
For the next five minutes while we worked our way to the door we went through a hilarious discussion of what Kelly's curfew would be, what we were doing, and what my intentions were. At one point her dad made the suggestion that we could stay out all night if we wanted, which made Kelly blush and roll her eyes.
We finally made it out the door and to the car, and headed out towards the movie theatre.
"What movie are you taking me to?" she asked.
"Transformers 8, its supposed to be one of the worst movies ever made," I said.
She smirked. "You always did know how to treat a lady, take me to the worst movies."
I winked back at her. "Less crowded."
"So I see you traded the old rabbit in on this heap," she joked. The rabbit she was referring to was my beat up old vw rabbit that broke down every other date. The heap she was joking about was my fairly new late model SUV.
"Yeah, I drove the rabbit until last year, made a straight trade on this heap," I responded.
She giggled, and then we both got quiet for a few minutes, both of us absorbing the memories of the old rabbit. We had enjoyed quite a few epic make out sessions in that back seat. But my mind went back to a time when we were on a road trip to see some friends at a lake an hour away. We spent all day having a great time at the lake, and then took showers at their cottage and got back in the car for the trip home. I could almost smell the suntan lotion, feel the warm glow of a mid summer tan and hear the 80s music on my car radio. For some reason Kelly was feeling very frisky that day. During that time our make out sessions had been getting more intense but we had not graduated to nudity.
So I was driving along and she moved around and put her head on my lap. For a while we were just chatting like that, with her looking up at me, but eventually she got quiet and then moved over so that her cheek as on my thigh, and then she started kissing my thigh. I was just wearing running shorts, so it wasn't long before I was becoming super aroused. I think she sensed my arousal and it started having an effect on her, and she started rubbing her cheek along my thigh and occasionally kissing my leg. Then she rolled over so her other cheek was on my leg, and now her face was just inches from my cock. She once again started rubbing her cheek on me, moaning slightly and kissing me, and then she was rubbing her face on the outline of my incredibly stiff cock, and then she was planting soft kisses on the bulge in my shorts. Then she started running her lips up and down the length of my cock, through my shorts. To this day I have no idea how I didn't lose my load in the my shorts, it may have had something to do with the fact that I was desperately trying to avoid crashing the car, which I no doubt would've done had I lost it. After several minutes of this she finally stopped and sat back up, saying she was sorry she had kinda lost it for a minute. It was probably good we had stopped, but it was also painful!



I looked over at Kelly and she was lost in thought as well. "Watcha thinkin' about?" I asked.
She smiled wistfully. "That time we went on a road trip to the lake," she said.
"Wow, that was exactly what I was thinking about," I said. "I'm not sure how I didn't crash the car."
"Well if I had done what I was thinking about doing you might have crashed the car," she said.
"Well if you had done what I think you are saying you would've done I would've been ok with crashing the car," I grinned.
We both laughed and traded other memories of the old car and before we knew it we were at the movies. I bought us a couple of tickets to whatever movie was coming on next and we went to the theater section where it was playing. I was holding my breath when we walked into the theater, hoping that we might actually get a chance to re-experience one of my greatest memories. Luckily, there were just a few other people in the theater.
"Where would you like to sit," I said, putting the ball in her court. My grin told her where I wanted to sit.
"Oh, I don't know, I suppose since were reliving our youth, maybe we should sit in our usual spot," she said.
Suddenly everything started getting very real. She is into this as much as I am, I thought. This was really happening, we were going to sit in the back row of the movies and make out like we did in high school. Either that or she was just toying with me. At this point I was thinking it was about a 50-50 chance.
We slipped into the back row, there was at least a dozen rows between us and the next closest people. I held my breath and made a silent vow to myself that if anyone came in and sat near us I would strangle them. Fortunately no one did, and the lights went down and the movie started in a fairly empty theater.
Sitting there in the darkness of the theater I once again felt like I had stepped back in time and was a teenager once again. Kelly was wearing a button down shirt and even had on the same perfume that she wore back in high school, further pushing me back into the past.
I was sitting there trying to keep up with the movie, whatever movie it was, but my mind was racing with a million different thoughts, mostly of Kelly giving me a hand job. I was aching to have her move her hand over onto my thigh, but to my disappointment, we were halfway through the movie and nothing was happening. I was starting to think I would have to settle for my memories.
But then it happened. I felt Kelly's long slender fingers slide over and rest softly on my thigh, just above my knee. I looked over at her and she was staring straight ahead at the movie, a wry smile on her face. Like so many times so long ago, I felt my cock growing hard in my pants, and before long I was harder than I had been in a long time.
My heart was throbbing in my chest as my entire mental focus turned to the hand on my thigh, feeling every slight move, every twitch, all the while hoping that the hand would begin the journey of all of my high school fantasies.
She took her time about it, but eventually her hand began to move slightly and make its way up my thigh. A twitch here, a tap there, a light stroke of the finger, and then a repositioning higher up on my thigh, and closer to where I ached for her to be. My cock had responded in a way it hadn't in a very long time, I felt every bit as hard as I had back in the old days.
I knew that Kelly knew she was driving me crazy, she was enjoying every minute of her tantalizing move up my thigh. When her hand reached the top of my thigh I moved my hand over on to her upper thigh, and then we both started the routine that we both knew so well. A light caress, a little stroke of the fingers, and she would move closer, then I would move closer. I boldly slid my pinky finger over into her crotch, and she opened up her legs just slightly to allow me to make contact. At the same time, she slipped her fingers over the front of my pants and gently squeezed my now aching, throbbing cock.
I couldn't believe how it felt, how aroused I was, how suddenly young and virile I felt. I could sense that she felt the same way. I looked at her and she looked at me, and both of us had a look on our face like this was totally crazy, but we leaned in together and closed our eyes and kissed, and like a time machine into the past we were suddenly locked in a deep french kiss as our hands gently stroked each other.
Kelly had a very distinctive style of french kissing that I had not experienced with any other girl, she was really good at twirling her tongue around mine. I didn't realize how much I had missed that feeling until now.
Meanwhile her hand was gently stroking my cock through my pants, and it was all I could do to not moan loudly in the theater. I couldn't remember a time when my cock had felt that good. So good, in fact, that I came to the realization that I was actually going to come in my pants for the first time in 30 years. And I didn't even give a fuck.
I held out for as long as I could, reveling in the feeing of her fingers stroking up and down the length of my cock, touching me lightly and then stroking me firmly. At one point I moved my hand over on top of her hand and guided her to the perfect speed and rhythm. As I felt myself coming I took my hand away and let her take over, and I exploded with a forceful orgasm that surpassed all of my memories from the past. If I hadn't been biting my tongue I probably would have screamed so loud they would've heard me in the lobby.
My orgasm continued on for some time as well, and Kelly dutifully kept stroking me until I finally began to come off the intense release. My pants were full of jizz and Kelly had wrecked yet another pair of underwear, boxers this time, and I didn't care one bit.
I was still so aroused that I turned my attention on to her, and shifted around in my seat so I could put my other hand on her far hip as we continued kissing. I worked my way down her neck and my fingers found their way to the buttons on her blouse, and with trembling fingers I released enough buttons to get my hand inside and I began stroking her breasts through her silky white bra. My fingers seemed to remember where to go, and Kelly's breasts were still in fantastic shape, very similar to the way they were 30 years ago. My fingers drew soft circles around her nipples and my mouth watered as they hardened under my caress.
For the next 30 minutes we sat in the back row of the movie theater and made out like teenagers, quietly but fervently, my hands all over her body. Just like in high school, she would resist some of my advances, though her resistance now was more about decorum. I did manage to get her pants unbuttoned and unzipped and was able to stroke her pussy through her panties, but she kept her hand over mine to keep me from going inside her panties. I had a suspicion that she was afraid she might get overheated and we would end up getting caught fucking on the floor of the theater and end up in the local paper, which would've been interesting news for all the people who we went to high school with who still lived there but not necessarily in a good way. At any rate, her resistance just added to the trip down memory lane, back in the day I was always trying to get my hand underneath her underwear, and she was always resisting.
If the movie, whatever it was, had continued another 30 minutes we may very well have ended up on the floor, but when the movie ended Kelly turned her attention to buttoning her blouse back up and trying to hide the fact that she looked like she had indeed been on the floor having sex. I shifted back over to my seat and we sat quietly while everyone else left. My dick, still immersed in a somewhat soggy mess of its own making, had never really gone soft and was now fully back at attention.
Kelly was the first to speak up. "Wow," was all she managed to say.
I chuckled and replied "Ditto."
We sat there for a little longer in the empty silence of the theater, lost in our own thoughts. I don't know what she was thinking about, but I knew where my mind was and I decided to share it.
"What would you think about coming back to my place for a while?" I said.
Kelly continued looking straight ahead but slowly and steadily a grin emerged on her face.
"I think coming back to your place for a while would be something to think about," she smiled.
We pulled ourselves together and walked out of the theater, me with my soggy underwear and her looking like she had been ravished. Luckily we didn't see anyone we knew and we got in the car and headed over to my place.
Things got quiet in the car, and my mind drifted back to another time when we had gotten together after not seeing each other for a while. It was nothing like the 30 year separation we had now, it was when we were still dating but I had gone off to college and she had stayed and went to the local college. We hadn't seen each other for a few months and she came up to my college dorm room. I remember she walked in and we immediately began making out, it had been so long and we were super horny. We practically ripped each other's clothes off and then had torrid sex on the floor of the room. We barely left the room that whole weekend. Long distance relationships can generate a lot of yearning energy, but unfortunately they are also hard to keep going, and that's why we ended up breaking up.
I looked over at Kelly and she was staring idly ahead, and I could only imagine the memories that she was reliving. She caught me looking at her and smiled.
"It's very good to see you again Jack," she said. "I can't believe how many great memories I've had today."
"Me too," I replied. "We did have some good times."
We pulled up the drive in front of my house and walked hand in hand up to the front door, stopping briefly while I got my keys out.
"This brings back some other memories," Kelly said, pointing up at the porch light.
It took me a quick moment to realize what she was talking about. I smiled and slipped my hand around her waist kissed her softly, then pulled her close to me and kissed her long and hard. Back in our high school days, when I would bring her home from a date I would always walk her up to the front door and we would have a good night kiss. As time went on, the good night kiss became more of a front porch make out session. The front porch on her house was secluded enough, the porch light was pretty dim, and most importantly, there were no windows where her dad could look out and see us. Though he was no doubt on the other side of the door, probably listening in. One night we were working on the 30th minute of the good night kiss, my hands on her ass pulling her in tight to me, and the dim porch light went out. I had to assume it was her dad turning the light off, and I never lost a boner faster in my life.
Back in the present, I slipped my hands down her waist and rested them on her ass. She had a great ass in high school, and nothing had changed.
"If this light goes out I'm gonna freak out," she giggled.
I managed to get the door unlocked and open, still wrapped up in a kissing embrace. We did a stumbling slow dance into the house. Her kiss was such a great memory, and now it was a memory I was experiencing in real time, and I didn't want to stop.
We stumbled our way into the living room, our hands all over each other, a lot like the time when she had come to the dorm room and a month of not being together had us insanely horny. She eased down and kissed my neck, another of her favorite moves that always drove me crazy hot, but then she did something we never did back in high school. She said something. We were both too shy to actually say anything during make out sessions or sex, it was always a pretty quiet experience. Being older and bolder has its benefits.
"I always wondered what you would look like when you took your pants off after the movies," she said. Then she pushed me away and sat down on the couch, put a finger on her lip and added in a soft, sexy voice, "show me."
This was not a memory anymore. I had never done anything like standing back and taking my clothes off while she watched me from the couch. We had always stumbled and fumbled through an awkward process of undressing each other. But the idea of taking my clothes off while she watched from the couch suddenly became the hottest thing I could imagine. Especially with the still wet load coating my once again very hard cock.
I stepped back and unbuttoned my shirt slowly, one button at a time, smiling down at Kelly. In the dimly lit room she looked like she was 18 again, and I hoped I did too. I pulled my shirt off, feeling proud that I had stayed pretty fit over the years, and I watched her eyes look at me admiringly. Then I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants and pulled them down, leaving myself standing in front of her with my soggy boxers.
"Ah, what happened to the tighty whities?" she teased.
"You ruined all of them," I joked.
"My pleasure," she responded, and looked at the bulge in my boxers with anticipation.
I pulled my boxers around my now turgid erection and slipped them off and I stood in front of her naked, watching her eyes travel over my body and focus on my cock. I looked down and noted that my cock was still coated in the sizable load I had unleashed in the movie theater. I thought briefly about excusing myself to go wash up, but she was having none of that. She eased off the couch and got down on her knees in front of me, her face coming up inches from my cock.
"Some things are bigger than I remember," she said, and she leaned in and kissed my cock, which was now bigger than I ever remembered it being. Then Kelly did something I never could have imagined her doing in high school, when we were still squeamish about such things. She began licking and sucking the cum off my cock, cleaning me up with her tongue. I had a lot of super hot memories from high school, but this was far better than any of them.
She took her time and seemed to enjoy it, lapping up the sticky goo that had just begun to gel around my cock and balls. My hands found their way into her hair and my fingers massaged her head as she pleasured me.
"Believe it or not, I used to have fantasies about doing this," she said between licks.
"Believe it or not, I will have fantasies for the rest of my life about you doing this," I replied.
She smiled and took me deep into her mouth and I felt her tongue caressing my incredibly hard cock. One thing I did recall about her giving blow jobs when we were younger, she tended to have a bit too much contact with her teeth. I could never get up the nerve to complain, because I was too shy and it felt too good anyway. She had gotten a lot better at giving blow jobs, her mouth was smooth as silk.
She took my cock out and slowly ran her tongue around the top and looked up at me with her beautiful dark brown eyes. "You can come in my mouth if you want, I can handle it," she grinned.
I smiled back, remembering the first time she had ever given me a blow job. Neither one of us knew what we were doing, but it didn't take much contact back then for me to lose my load, and I came so hard that she nearly choked on the load, and then it spilled out all over her gagging mouth, and neck and chest. That was an image that I retained for many years and many masturbation sessions through my late teens and twenties.
After suffering that explosive load in her mouth she had gotten into the habit of pulling back when she felt me coming, so that was the first and last time I had unloaded in her mouth. The idea of unloading in her mouth again today was very appealing, but I had some other ideas to explore first.
"Maybe later," I said, lifting her up and embracing her still clothed body against my naked one. I kissed her deeply and realized the salty taste in her mouth might be from her cleaning me up, and it only made me more aroused. I turned her away from me and nestled my cock up against her ass. My hands came up to her breasts and I caressed them slowly through her silk shirt, and as she moaned her eyes came open and she realized she was positioned in front of a full length mirror on the wall, and she watched mesmerized as my hands moved over her body, slowly unbuttoning her shirt until it hung open. I kissed her neck and she arched her back as I ran my fingers over her bra, teasing her nipples erect. I reached down and released the button on her jeans and eased them off of her, then stood back up behind her. We both watched ourselves in the mirror as my hands moved over her body, caressing her breasts and teasing her pussy as my cock found the warm space between her ass cheeks. I swear her body was more beautiful now than it was when she was 18.
"You are incredibly beautiful," I whispered. "Even more beautiful than I remember."
She blushed and smiled. "You don't look too bad yourself," she said.
I turned her around to face me and we kissed again, and then I swept her up into my arms and carried her over to the couch. Now it was my turn to ravish her body, and show her that at some point over the past 30 years I had gotten a lot better at doing the things that I was not very good at when I was 18. I took things slowly kissing my way down her body to her chest, where I slipped off her bra and caressed her nipples with my mouth. I remembered from long ago that she always seem to enjoy me kissing her breasts, but back then I was always in too much of a hurry. Now I took my time, licking and sucking each breast and bringing both nipples to full attention. Then I worked my way down over her stomach until my mouth found her panties, and I kissed and licked the front of her panties until they were sopping wet. By the time I eased her panties off she was on fire, her hands in my hair begging me to pleasure her. Going down on her back when we were teenagers had been a clumsy experience that I didn't particularly enjoy, but through the years I had reached the point where going down on a woman is one of my favorite things about having sex, and I had gotten very good at it. She was about to find out how good.
Having my mouth on her so close set off a new round of memories and sensations. Amazingly, she felt and tasted the same, so it was once again like stepping back in time. Except that this time, her moaning and writhing around told me that things were a little different for her this go around.
Eventually she pulled me up and we kissed some more, sitting naked together on the couch, and then she moved over so she was straddling me. We stopped kissing for a moment and just looked at each other, two people who hadn't been with each other for 30 years but both of us felt like it had been yesterday. She eased herself down onto my rock hard cock, and we both let out a long, slow sigh. After all that time, it still felt the same. Her warm, wet pussy felt just like it did when we were kids.
We went from the couch to the floor to standing up in front of the mirror in the living room before retiring to the bedroom, where we started in the missionary position that we wasted much of our youth in before progressing to the half dozen other positions we did when we were younger and the other dozen positions we had learned independently. I wanted to show her all the things I had learned in the past 30 years, and I sensed that she was doing the same. Occasionally we would find ourselves in a position that caused a flashback to the past. So we spent half the time trying to outdo each other in fantastic ways, and the other half having fantastic memories. In short, the sex was fantastic. I don't know that I would say it was the best sex I've ever had, but it was definitely the best sex I had ever had with Kelly, and without question the best sex I'd had in at least ten years. We were spread out on the bed, her head on my chest and are legs all tangled as we gazed at the ceiling.



"Wow, that was a lot better than I remember it," she sighed.
"Yeah, I think the key was I lasted more than 30 seconds," I grinned.
"Did you?" she laughed.
"Hey now, I think I lasted at least a minute, maybe a minute and a half," I replied.
Kelly leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. "Actually I think we had sex for over an hour, and it was fantastic," she cooed. "That's the best sex I've had in a very long time."
We stayed on the bed for a while longer and then got up and took a shower together. We took our time soaping and caressing each other's bodies, and danged if I didn't find myself getting an erection for the third time that night. There weren't many times I got made three rounds in one night even when I was a teenager, so I made the most of it, starting in the shower and ending on the bed. This time, instead of showing each other how much we had learned and covering every position in the sex manual, we made love softly and slowly under the covers, finishing with another intense orgasm and dropping off to the deepest sleep I'd had in years.
So deep in fact, that I woke up alone. If it hadn't been for the twisted up sheets and a sore cock I would've thought I had just had an incredible dream. There was a note by the bed from Kelly. It said "thanks for an incredible trip down memory lane. I didn't want to wake you but I have a flight home to catch, so I had to run."
I sat up in the bed and relived the highlights of the past 24 hours, from our visit at the coffee shop to the back row of the movies and then at my house. All in all, I had to admit it was the best day I could remember having in a very long time.
I got up, showered, had a cup of coffee, read the paper, did some work on the computer. The entire time, thinking about Kelly. I did some more work, cleaned up around the house, took a nap, thinking about Kelly. By mid day I had decided to call her, but I didn't have her number, so for the next several hours I agonized over the idea of going over to her parent's house and asking for her phone number. I stood at the door and watched the rain come down, and my mind drifted back to another time again.
It was back when Kelly and I had broken up, I was at college several hours away and we had mutually decided the long distance thing wasn't working out. At first it was nice to have the freedom, but two weeks after our break up I was having withdrawal. I remember being in my car, poised to step on the gas and drive two hours back to see her. It was pouring rain then just like it was now. After sitting in the car in the rain for two hours I finally decided to not drive back, to just let her go.
Standing in the rain in front of my house now I had to admit I was regretting that decision. I didn't want to make it again. I walked through the yard to the car, forgetting for the moment it was raining, and drove directly to Kelly's parent's house. I walked up and knocked on the door and her dad answered, looking a bit surprised, but also somewhat bemused.
"Hey Jack, didn't expect to see you," he said.
"Yeah, I know, I know that Kelly has gone back, but I wanted to know if there was any way that I could, ah, get her phone number, I'd like to call her," I said.
Her dad looked at me, again with a pretty bemused look on his face, and then he stunned me. "Kelly went back to be with her husband," he said.
My head practically fell off and my face went completely white. I forgot to breath for a few minutes while that information sank in. I was just about to turn and walk away when her dad grinned.
"Gotcha," he said. "I was just messing with you. Kelly didn't make her flight today, she said something about staying around a little longer and then she drove off somewhere. Honestly I expected she would be with you."
My first reaction was to be angry, but the sheer nostalgia of him pranking me again as an adult who should know better, coupled with the relief that Kelly hadn't gone back to her husband and was actually still in town somewhere, made me laugh instead.
I shook her dad's hand and he confided in me once again that despite his merciless teasing, I was still his favorite of all of her boyfriends, and that if he was me, he would go find her.
I agreed, but wasn't sure where to start. I got in the car and drove back to my house, she wasn't there. She hadn't gone to my house, so she had to be somewhere else. I just started driving without thinking, my mind drifting back to the past once again. I was thinking back to the days on the beach, when we would spend all day soaking up the sun and holding hands for long walks. She always looked fantastic in a bikini, and in my mind my hands traced over her body as we huddled under a towel on a late summer afternoon.
I was so deeply lost in that memory that when I pulled up at the beach I didn't even realize I had driven to our old spot. I got out of my car and walked up to the top of the dunes over looking the beach. The rain had nearly stopped, but over the ocean there was a fabulous rainbow. And out on the beach there was a lone figure sitting on the sand, looking out over the ocean. It was so perfect it was almost surreal.
I walked down and sat down beside her without saying a word, and she looked over at me and smiled. For a good thirty seconds, we just sat there looking at each other, smiling, not saying a word. Then she put her head on my shoulder, her hand on my knee, and as we had done so many times long ago, we watched the day turn quietly into night.
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I suppose that all of us have at least one crazy relative. For me, it was my mom's brother, my Uncle Josh. My Uncle Josh was a barrel of laughs, the guy who was always the life of the party. His philosophy of life boiled down to one simple thought: Living is just a short trip to the grave, so you might as well enjoy what you can along the way.
To say he enjoyed himself would be an understatement. He lived a wild and hard life, never getting married or even having a steady job. He had a lot of bad habits, from women to gambling to whiskey, and was always in some kind of trouble. He lived every day like it was his last, which became self fulfilling when he died suddenly of a heart attack at just 50.
That turned out to be a classic case of good news / bad news for me. The good news was that Uncle Josh left all of his possessions to me, the only relative he had who hadn't disowned him for his bad behavior. The bad news was that I quickly determined that the sum total of his possessions was an endless pile of crap that he had collected in his fourth floor apartment, which I was now responsible for cleaning out. Uncle Josh was a bit of a hoarder, and cleaning all the stuff out was not going to be an easy task. I decided that the best approach would be to take a few weeks off work and move into Josh's apartment until I could get rid of all the stuff, most of which was going into the dumpster.
On the plus side, Josh lived in a pretty good sized city, which was a real change for me coming from a small town. It wasn't long before I had met several of Josh's neighbors in the apartment complex, all of whom had some fairly entertaining stories about my crazy uncle. Some of his neighbors were very attractive females, and I got the impression that despite the fact that they were probably 30 years younger than my uncle, there may have been some sexual history there. Uncle Josh had a silver tongue and a way with women, he was known for having lots of girlfriends. Unfortunately I didn't inherit his smooth ways, I was more of a shy nerd who spent more time fantasizing about women than having sex with them.
After a week at of steady work I had sold, given away or thrown away the vast majority of Uncle Josh's vast holdings of worthlessness. In addition to being a hoarder, he had a bizarre system of organizing the myriad of worthless things he saved. He would put things into containers and label them with two large letters, with a more detailed description in smaller letters that were completely unreadable. So PC might mean "potato chips," or "parts for computer" or in some cases both. I swear I found some containers labeled MT, which ended up standing for empty.
I thought I was down to just the bathroom, but then I discovered a small eave storage attic that was filled with probably a hundred milk cartons, stapled shut at the top and labeled CM, which I assumed meant "cartons of milk". I shook one and didn't hear anything in it, so I decided they were empty and started the process of piling them up by the front door to then haul them down the elevator and over to the dumpster. But by the time I got them all out and piled up by the door, it was late in the afternoon, I had a splitting headache and I made the decision to take the rest of the day and night off.
I went to the bathroom and discovered a container with the letters PM on it, and after opening it up saw the familiar blue colored Tylenol PM pills. I took three, washed them down with a cold beer, and stretched out on the only remaining furniture in the place, a sofa.
Now usually when I take three Tylenol PMs and a beer, I'm out within 30 minutes for the next ten hours. But for some reason I couldn't get tired, and my mind started wandering. I started thinking about some of the hot girls I had met in the apartment building, creating my usual fantasies about me cleverly seducing them and ending up together in the sack. Not surprisingly, my fantasies began to have an influence on my cock, and before long I had a full on erection.
Then something curious happened. That full on erection just kept going. For some reason, maybe because I hadn't had sex in a while, my cock had gotten extra hard and was practically throbbing. I slipped my shorts down and wrapped my fist around it and let my fantasies take over, and it wasn't long before I had a very intense and soggy orgasm.
So I was in the midst of coming down from that very intense orgasm when something else peculiar happened. My erection didn't fade. I consider myself of normal stamina for a 30 year old man, I have an orgasm, and maybe after 20 minutes or so I might be able to get it back up again. But I'm looking down at my cock and it is as hard, if not harder, than it was before. I could hardly believe it, but I was stroking my cock again immediately after having an orgasm.
That's when it hit me, like a bolt out of the blue. I pulled my shorts up and ran into the bathroom, picking up the container marked PM. I looked down at the bottom of Uncle Josh's label, where he had scribbled his description. After several minutes of trying to read his eligible handwriting, I finally figured out what was written on the bottle, and it wasn't "Tylenol PM." It was "Penis Medicine." Instead of taking three Tylenol PMs, I had taken three times the normal dose of Uncle Josh's Viagra stash. Adding to that, the load I had released was so substantial it had gotten all over my shorts, which was the last clean pair I had.
I was still staring at the tent in front of my shorts while processing this information when I heard a knock at the door. So I'm standing there in the bathroom with a giant boner and cum stained shorts, and the only thing I have to put on is one of Uncle Josh's Scottish kilts that I had saved as a memento. Uncle Josh was proud of his Scottish heritage, and one of his many part time jobs was playing the bagpipes at funerals,. The kilt was part of the costume. Still in a stupor of sorts, threw on the kilt, I opened the door and saw the girl from the apartment next door, looking pretty frantic and also dripping wet.
"Hey, I'm Linda Reno from next door, I hate to bother you but my kitchen sink is leaking and I don't know how to turn the water off..." she said, before trailing off. "Are you wearing a dress?"
I looked down and realized it did indeed appear I was wearing a skirt. "No, its not a dress, it's a kilt," I stammered. I was a bit distracted by the wet t shirt she had on, the throbbing monster between my legs, and the passing thought that maybe I should google "can you OD on Viagra," but I was able to stammer out an Ok and follow her into her apartment.
I'm no plumber, but I was able to get the water valve turned off pretty quickly and figured out that the supply line had sprung a leak. Lucky for her I remembered that Uncle Josh had an extra hose so I went back to his apartment and got the hose and a wrench, taking the time to splash some cold water in my face in an unsuccessful effort to somehow slow the blood flow to my crotch. When I walked back into Linda's apartment, I had to hold the wrench and the hose in front of my crotch and bend over to hide the erection straining the kilt. It didn't help at all that Linda was still wearing a wet white t-shirt and cut off jeans that showed off a great looking pair of legs. I mumbled something about having my stuff to fix the leak and I couldn't help but be paranoid that she was smirking at me for my obvious issue.
Moving into position to fix the leak didn't help. I ended up on my back with my head in the cabinet, and even though I was engrossed in plumbing work, which is the least sexy thing imaginable, my cock was straining the kilt at full attention and there was no real way to hide it. I didn't have underwear on, so as the kilt rode up on my legs it was hard to hide my erection. The kilt was made of a silky material, so as my cock became aroused it slid around under the silk, which made it more aroused. With my head tucked away under the sink, I couldn't tell much I was exposed. And the thought of my erection being on full display in front of Linda was only making me even more aroused. At some point I just gave up and went with it. I got the sense that Linda wasn't offended, and was maybe even enjoying keeping me aroused. She kept asking me if I needed any help, or a beer, and she would stand there straddling my leg and lean down to watch me work.
"So if you don't mind me asking, just how did you end up wearing a skirt?" she asked.
"Not a skirt, it's a kilt," I said. "It's a Scottish thing." I spent the next few minutes explaining where the kilt came from and how I had ended up with no clean clothes, leaving out the details about my Viagra overdose and losing a load on my shorts. All while working on the plumbing and maintaining the erection.
"Well its not a bad look for you," she laughed. "Good thing you have nice...legs."
The pause seemed pretty pronounced, and I couldn't help but get a vision of her looking under the kilt at my cock as she said it.
"Thanks, uh, you too," I grunted while tightening a pipe connection.
I was getting close to finishing up but was enjoying myself too much to rush. Then she dropped the bomb on me.
"So is it true, what they say about what men wear underneath a kilt?" she asked.
My heart fluttered for a moment, but I steeled myself and went with pretty the only right answer.
"I suppose you will have to check," I answered, my head still under the sink.
Things were quiet for a moment as I stared up at the bottom of the cabinet, waiting for something to happen. Then I felt her hands on the bottom of the kilt, sliding the material up and over my waist. Now my massive Viagra injected boner was on full display, and I may have imagined it, but I thought I heard a gasp.
"Hmm," she said. "Nothing below the kilt, and it looks like plumbing really turns you on."
My mind scrambled to try to think of something clever. "I'm sorry, not sure what's going on there, sometimes it has a mind of it's own," I mumbled.
"Nothing to be sorry about," she said.
Stretched out on my back with my head under the sink and not being able to see her say the words, I had a really hard time trying to figure out what she meant by that. Was she trying to keep me from being embarrassed? Or was she actually looking at my cock when she said it?
Lucky for me she settled it pretty quickly.
"Maybe I can help you with that while you're working" she laughed, and I felt her hand slip around my cock.
"Yes!" I practically shouted, and I tried to get up to quick and smacked my head on the pipe, causing her to giggle.
"Take it easy big guy," she said, her fingers still wrapped around my cock. "You don't want to get your skirt in a wad."
"It's a kilt," I gasped from under the cabinet.
Words can't express how good it felt to have her hands around my surging cock. I was already done with the plumbing work, but I stayed there and pretended to be working while her hands massaged my cock.
"That's a mighty hard cock for a man who wears a dress," she said. I felt her lips on my cock.
"Kilt," I grimaced, before letting out a groan of pleasure. I slid my head down out of the cabinet. "I'm finished," I added.
"Finished?" she said, taking her lips off my cock and looking at me with disappointment.
"I'm finished with the plumbing," I replied, and I guided her head back down onto my cock with my now free hands.
She took me deep into her mouth, and the visual of that plus how big and full my cock had gotten was amazing. Even better, because I had just jerked off, I wasn't worried about coming too soon. I was hard as a rock and in complete control.
And I stayed in complete control, for the next ten minutes of an epic kitchen floor blow job. Then another ten minutes of me tearing her clothes off and setting her on the kitchen table where I went down on her. Then another thirty minutes of me taking her into the bedroom and fucking her harder than I had ever fucked a girl in my entire life. Then thirty seconds of downtime before I was once again, stunningly and fully aroused. I think Linda had been looking forward to having a break, and when she saw my cock had gotten hard again immediately she had a look of both passion and nervousness on her face.
She had that look on her face for the next thirty minutes as we went through every single sexual position in the book. Every single thrust my cock was rock solid hard. From her moans and writhing I could tell she was enjoying it, but I could also read the look on her face that said "am I fucking some kind of alien here or what?"
I had experienced times in my life when I couldn't orgasm. I had experienced times in my life when I couldn't get hard. I had experienced times when I came too soon. This was none of those. I was completely aroused and completely in control of my orgasm, and I was taking my sweet time and enjoying every second.
At the thirty minute point I started getting the sense that the half dozen orgasms Linda had been through and the look of exhaustion on her face suggested she may have had enough. I moved her into the doggy style position and got into a slow steady rhythm of bearing my cock deep in her and then pulling it almost all the way out. Gradually I began to quicken the pace, my hands gripping her ass. Then I started pumping faster and faster. It was so amazing that I started to count how many times I was pumping in and out, I lost count at over a hundred. It felt like I started my orgasm after ten minutes in that position, and it kept building and kept building for the next two minutes. By the time I finally fully released she was practically screaming with pleasure and I was moaning like a banshee. It literally felt like my dick exploded as we both fell forward into a heap on the bed. Despite the intensity of the orgasm my cock still didn't immediately relax, and I kept my cock inside her as we lay together catching our breath on the bed.
"Wow," she said after a while. "Men who wear dresses can fuck like nobody's business."
"Kilt," I groaned. "Yeah, sorry about that I guess I was just super horny." I didn't want to reveal the whole Viagra thing, in part because I was so proud of my sexual performance. It was like a masterpiece of hard fucking.
"You aren't going to, uh, get hard again are you?" she asked timidly.
"No, I'm good," I said, sliding my cock out of her. My cock had begun to soften just a bit, finally.
"Oh thank God," she giggled. "I mean, don't get me wrong, that was pretty fantastic, but holy shit, I've got to work tomorrow."
Linda got us a beer and we chilled in the bed for a while, chatting. The conversation turned over to my Uncle Josh, and she told me a few Josh stories. Some were the typical ones I had come to expect, usually centered around having too much to drink, but she did share a few stories about how Josh helped her out a couple of times, even gave her a lot of money when she had some tight times, and never asked to be paid back. She also bragged about how Josh taught her how to play black jack, and that she had gotten so good she had gotten a part time job as a black jack dealer for special events.
Eventually there was a lull in the conversation, and I realized that Linda had dozed off. Actually, she had fallen off into a deep sleep, and judging by the smile on her face, it was a very contented sleep.
I got up quietly and found the clothes that were spread out between the bedroom and the kitchen and let myself out, going back to Uncle Josh's apartment. I was pretty exhausted, though also very satisfied, but I was brushing my teeth and looked down and damned if my dick wasn't hard AGAIN.
Up to now I hadn't really had too much time to worry about the implications of taking 3 times the normal dose of Viagra. I had enjoyed, immensely, some fantastic sex and three fabulous orgasms over the past several hours. But while my cock had gotten hard again, there was also a dull ache, like you would get if you overused a muscle that had not previously had that much exercise. My cock had experienced a lot more exercise than it was used to, and while I usually enjoyed the experience of being hard, it was starting to get old.
I stripped down and took a lukewarm shower, and that seemed to help. I was just down to half staff. I decided that maybe getting something to eat would help, so I got dressed again and headed out to the corner store.
Unfortunately the only thing I had available to wear was my t shirt, flip flops and the kilt, but I figured it was pretty late so I was unlikely to run into anyone. Of course I was wrong.
When I was walking down the front steps of the apartment building I saw Alice Green there on the steps. Alice Green was the hottest girl in the whole building, she was hot on a whole different level. To put things into perspective, if Linda Reno was, say a 7 on a ten point scale, Alice Green was a 12.
Alice was exotically beautiful, with long curly black hair, blue eyes, dark smooth skin, and a body that was perfect in every way. I knew her name because after the first few times I saw her and lusted after her I figured out what apartment she lived in and tracked down her name on the mail box, then I looked her up on facebook and spent a few hours looking at her pictures, then I figured out what time she came home everyday and made an excuse to be walking outside at that time. Since I had been at Uncle Josh's place I had experienced several orgasms fantasizing about her. So when I say hot I mean hot enough for me to go full stalker on.
But sadly I had been unable to muster up any kind of conversation with her. I talked to her enough that she knew I was there to clean up Josh's place and I was from out of town, but I doubted she remembered my name. Of course I was wrong.
"Hey Mike," she said as I walked past her on the steps. She sniffed a little and I realized she was crying.
"Oh hey ...uh... Alice," I said, trying to play it cool like I didn't quite remember her name. "Are you ok?" I asked.
"Yeah, well I guess," she said, but then she broke down and outright cried. "Except that my fucking boyfriend accidentally sent me a video of him fucking another girl."
"Oh, that's not good," I said. I sat down beside her on the steps. "Just for the record, I'd say he was making a huge mistake."
"Thanks," she blushed. It was apparent that she had been drinking, and til then she hadn't really noticed what I was wearing. Then, she stopped and did a double take. "Say, are you wearing a dress?" she asked.
"Not a dress," I said, rubbing my forehead. "It's a kilt, it's like a Scottish thing."
I went on to explain about how I had run out of clothes and it was the only thing Josh had to wear, and my convoluted story seemed to take her mind off her boyfriend troubles.
"Well I will have to say, it is a very cute kilt," she grinned. "If you decide you don't want it I may be interested."
We laughed and talked about Josh for a while, she also had some great Josh stories, and as it turns out she admitted she still owed him $5,000, which I told her not to worry about, which made her extremely happy and appreciative, which led her down a path to talk about how both me and Josh were really good guys, and that led to her talking about how her boyfriend was not such a nice guy, that he was really an asshole, which led her to suggest that maybe I would want to see the video of him with that slut in 7-A, which I gently talked her out of.
"You know, if I were you, I would just go out and find another guy and show him that you don't need him," I said. "You're a beautiful girl, you could have any guy you wanted."
She nodded in slightly drunken agreement and said that I was so smart and so nice, and then she got a weird kind of look in her eye, which I didn't realize until it was too late, and by too late I mean that was when she asked "Hey what about you?"



Now ordinarily having any kind of chance with a girl like Alice Green would have had me making a fool out of myself to try to make the score, but recall that by now I had spent the last three hours having intense sex, first with myself and then twice more with Linda Reno.
"Wait, I wasn't trying to make a move on you there, I don't mean like tonight, I mean maybe later this week or something..." I stammered out.
She pouted. "You mean I'm not pretty enough?"
"Oh, no, its not that believe me, I mean you're the hottest girl I've ever known, it's just that, uh.."
She scooted over closer to me and put her hand on the silky material of the kilt covering my leg.
"So you DO think I'm hot enough," she said in a sultry voice, and she brushed her lips up against my ear.
Every fiber in my body was telling me no...every fiber except for one area. My cock was once again at full attention, and my cock didn't give one shit what the rest of my body was saying.
"Fuck yes," I said, pulling her face to me and giving her a kiss that I intended to be soft but by the time she got a hold of it had become something entirely different, notably a lot harder and wetter.
We staggered up the stairs to her apartment and went inside, clothes flying off in every direction as our lips and tongues did a passionate dance. When she pulled the kilt up and saw my proud cock standing once again at rock solid attention, she took a moment to admire.
"Wow," she said. "I like what you got on under the skirt."
"Kilt," I said.
"Whatever," she answered, wrapping a fist around my cock and sliding it up and down in what she quickly realized was an entirely unnecessary effort to get me ready.
She skipped right past the foreplay and jumped straight into my arms, letting me ease her surprisingly wet pussy down onto my cock. From there, Alice Green wasted no time turning into the wildest sex partner I had ever been with. Passionate, playful, extremely vocal and best of all, the owner and user of a full cabinet of every kind of sex toy, sex lotion, sex aide, sex fetish props and anything else sex you could imagine. Before I knew it I was handcuffed to the bed and she was alternatively massaging my cock with a dildo vibrator and teasing my balls with a feather duster. Then she buried another dildo in her pussy and sat on my face while covering me with whipped cream and eating it off. We fucked standing up, sitting down on the bed, on the floor and in the closet. The girl was completely insatiable, but luckily so was my cock, which despite being raw, a little bit sore, and a lot tired, was still 120% harder than it had ever been before. The fact that Alice kept raving about how incredible my cock was actually made it 125% harder.
Now my thinking was that I would fuck her for a while and then maybe fake an orgasm, because there was no way I was going to be able to come a fourth time. At some point in the very extended session I began to worry about the potential for doing long term damage, so I got on my back and had her climb on top. My thought was I could take it easy for a while. That was a mistake on my part, because it became quickly apparent that being on top was Alice's favorite place to be, and watching her beautiful body writhing around on top of me was not helping me to tone things down. Her breasts were beyond perfect. Also not helping was her constant sex talk, which ranged from "I can't believe how hard you are fucking me," to "fuck me harder."
Then she got a life like dildo and started licking and sucking on it while I was fucking her. And suddenly I felt it welling up inside me, and I was not going to be able to stop it. I was headed for a fourth orgasm. I had one hand on her breast and one hand on her hip and she was riding me hard, doing most of the work, rhythmically riding my cock while entertaining me with the visual of her licking and sucking the dildo. Then she covered the dildo in whipped cream and started licking it off and then kissing me with her mouth full of cream and pushing it into my mouth. I felt it coming harder and harder, and there was no way I could stop it now, and even though I was pretty sure I was going to blow my balls right out of my cock I couldn't hold myself back. We were both half screaming half moaning when we came, and not only did it feel like my dick exploded, it felt like my head exploded. I was pretty sure I was dying.
She fell onto me with a whimper and we lay there on the bed, half covered in whipped cream and in a messy array of toys and whips and dildos and just about anything else you can imagine. My dick felt like it was broken, but I was actually incredibly relieved that I was finally not hard.
Alice was pretty happy too. First she said that I was so much better than her boyfriend it was shocking. Then she said she hadn't been fucked like that since high school. Then she said she had never, ever, been fucked like that. I just nodded in exhausted agreement, not feeling the need to brag that while she had been great, I had just recently, as in an hour ago, fucked someone else pretty much just like that. Twice.
I was feeling my heart and breathing gradually level off, and I was wondering how Alice might feel about me spending the night since I wasn't sure I could stand up, when I heard a noise at the door of the apartment, like someone coming in. I perked up, but Alice patted me on the chest and told me it was just her roommate.
Next thing I know, Alice has jumped out of the bed and gone out to greet her roommate. I could hear them whispering and giggling outside the bedroom, and Alice is telling her about breaking up with her boyfriend and then hooking up with me. It wasn't hard to figure out the conversation. Alice was telling her roommate that she had been fucking a guy with the most incredible, long lasting, hardest cock she had ever experienced. And then their voices got lower, the giggling got louder, and the next thing I know, Alice and her roommate walk into the bedroom.
There I was, splayed out on the bed surrounded by dildos and sex toys and half covered in whipped cream, I had a sheet covering my waist, but otherwise I was naked on display.
"Mike, this is my roommate, Elma, she wanted to meet you," Alice said.
I managed to move my weary body up on my elbows to say hi, and get a look at Elma. She and Alice were standing arm in arm at the foot of the bed, Alice was wearing a silk robe she had thrown on that was half hanging open. Elma had come in from a night out, she was obviously tipsy and dressed like she had been clubbing. And she was incredibly hot. She had long blonde hair and brown eyes, the perfect counter to Alice's long dark hair. She was gorgeous from head to toe, and had a body to die for. And oddly, she was just standing there checking me out.
Alice whispered something into Elma's ear, and she giggled and whispered something back, and they stood there like two hot schoolgirls whispering and giggling back and forth, until Elma finally said something directed to me,
"Can I see it?" she said softly.
Now would seem like an appropriate time to clarify a few important story items. I've never been with two hot women at the same time. Or two mediocre, or even ugly women. I have, on the other hand, spent a lot of time fantasizing about that scenario. I had always figured that if I ever was with two women, the amount of fantasizing I had done about that would cause me to lose my load ten seconds into the action. At any rate, I'd always assumed that given the chance of being with two women, there would be a 110% chance that I would be 120% into that. And yet here I was, two hot women at the end of the bed, and my head was screaming NO, DON'T DO THIS.
Alice broke the silence of my agony. "It's ok if you don't want to," she said. "We just thought it would be fun."
Then she leaned over and kissed Elma softly on the lips, and they both smiled and looked back at me.
My toes said no. My legs said no. My arms, hands, fingers, all said no. My head, stomach and torso all voted a strong no. But I looked down and my cock was somehow, someway, back at full attention, tenting the thin sheet draped over my waist. As I pulled the sheet back to expose my rock hard cock to Elma, there was a little voice deep inside my head saying you are getting ready to die. And another little voice saying hell yes, what a way to go.
The girls crawled onto the bed and started things off with a frenzied double blow job, sharing my cock, undressing Elma, and making out with each other, all while I just sat up and enjoyed the amazing show. I'm not going to say my cock felt nearly as good as it did the previous four times—it felt great but there was also a subtle ache—but it was still just as hard as it was the first time. And just like before, I was in complete control of my cock. Any other time, I would've immediately lost my load having these two hot girls licking and sucking my cock.
Elma turned out to be every bit the freak that Alice was, and I had the sense this wasn't the first time the roommates had enjoyed each other's company. They alternated between pleasuring me and entertaining me by pleasuring each other. If I'm being entirely honest, at this point in the night I almost enjoyed watching them more than being an active participant, though my cock stayed hard either way. It wasn't long into the action before the subtle, tired ache in my cock disappeared.
I don't want to bore you with all the epic, amazing details of the next hour of three people having sex every way you can possibly imagine. Suffice it to say, it was on a plane somewhere well beyond erotic, and I will have to admit that I performed like some kind of Greek God. Here's just a few of the best moments:
—The girls in 69 position while I fucked Elma doggy style while Alice licked her clit and my cock. Occasionally my cock would slip out of Elma's pussy and into Alice's mouth. Elma's eyes wide expression when I would slip back inside her was priceless. Naturally, we found ourselves in a similar position later on, except that I was fucking Alice while Elma did the licking.
—Alice sitting on my cock while Elma sat on my face, while they kissed and caressed each other's breasts. They were kind enough to embellish this position by playing with a dildo, which they teased each other with and took turns licking. We actually enjoyed this position for quite some time, with the girls frequently trading places.
—Me fucking one of the girls while the other watched us and masturbated with a dildo. There's just nothing quite like being watched, watching, and fucking all at the same time.
—The double blow job. The girls frequently ended up in some variation of this position over the course of the night, taking turns licking my balls, french kissing each other with the head of my cock in the middle, running their lips down each side simultaneously. If that sounds good, believe me it looked and felt better. The best part about that was that Alice decided it would be a good idea to give me her phone and have me take a picture of them going down on me so she could send it to her now ex-boyfriend to show him what he was missing out on. Apparently he had always wanted to do a three way with Elma and they never had. Elma decided that he should be punished even more, so she had me shoot a video as well. Having two girls licking your cock is amazing, but video taping it takes it to a whole other level.
—Me watching the girls masturbate each other with dildos. Like I said before, it was a nice break for my cock, which had been going hard for over four hours, to just watch.
—Me fucking Alice doggy style while she went down on Elma. This was the position that finally did me in. It was just to incredible to be actually experiencing something I had fantasized about so many times. Watching Elma wriggling around in ecstasy on Alice's tongue and watching her watch me fucking Alice was just too much. Elma could see and hear that I was finally nearing orgasm and she deftly moved around underneath me so that she was licking my balls as I slid my cock in and out of Alice with reckless abandon. I could not believe what was happening, but it was. I was having my fifth orgasm of the night. And despite my best efforts to stop myself, I couldn't, and it was clear that it was going to be the most intense.
I had my hands gripping Alice's ass as I rammed myself harder and harder, deeper and deeper. Elma's tongue was literally enflaming by balls. Every nerve in my body was firing, it felt like I had a million needles sticking into me. I felt a burning in my toes, and the top of my head, and they both moved in unison through my body, until reaching my midsection and building into a giant flood of everything in my body coming out of my cock. I heard someone screaming and then realized it was me.
As I came, the entire room changed colors, from blue to red to green, and then I saw stars, and that was all that I remembered. I literally passed out from an orgasm.
Next thing I know, I'm standing in a completely different bedroom. My entire body has become one huge, hard cock. The cock is so big that there are seven women dressed in white silk gowns who are wrapped around it, hugging it, licking it, stroking it. This was about the time I realized I was having a dream. My "body cock" got more and more aroused and then I could feel myself coming, and the orgasm was beyond intense, and a fountain of cum exploded from me, coating the girls with a shower of warm fluids which they all adored.
Then I woke up. Alone in my bed. Curiously dressed in a t shirt and the kilt. My head was throbbing, my body was throbbing, and my cock was really, really throbbing. I was beyond confused as to what was going on as my mind attempted to retrace the events of the previous night. In the fog of amazing memories, I began to believe that the entire evening had been a dream. I had indeed taken Tylenol PM, passed out, and Linda, Alice and Elma had all been one fantastic dream. Yes, my cock was aching, but I had to admit, there was not one single piece of evidence to suggest the night of passion had actually happened.
I staggered into the bathroom to pee, and low and behold when I lifted up the kilt, I found my evidence. Wrapped around my somehow still semi erect cock was a blue ribbon. Later that morning I found a note in the kitchen from Alice, explaining that they got me dressed and carried me back home after I had passed out. With a PS let's do that again sometime. Then later in the morning I got a ping on my phone, she sent me the video of them giving my cock a tongue bath.
So as unbelievable as it was, apparently it had happened. I had lived through a six hour erection, fantastic sex with three girls, and five, FIVE orgasms. And watching the video made me hard, again.
Tragically, I had to get on the road later that day, back to the real world. Back to the job, back to the little town, back to being the shy dork. I told myself that I would buy a lottery ticket and if I won, I'd move into Josh's place and adopt his lifestyle, which after experiencing a night of it, was pretty enticing.
I only had one more job before locking up the apartment and leaving town, throwing out those damn milk cartons. I sat down in the middle of the hundred or so cartons and picked one up and looked at it. Why in the world would he put "CM" on his milk cartons, then staple them shut and save the empty cartons?
I idly picked at the staples holding the carton shut, eventually pulled a few of them free, and I suddenly realized there was something inside the cartons. I pulled the carton the rest of the way open and low and behold, the carton was full of cash. Mostly hundreds and twenties, and ten dollar bills, stuffed so tight they wouldn't move or make a sound if you shook it. "CM" wasn't "Cartons of Milk". It was "Cash Money." I opened up another, and it was full too. One after another. I counted out the bills in one of the containers and did some quick math. There had to be close to a million dollars in the milk cartons. More than enough to keep me in the big city for a long, long time.
As it turns out, Uncle Josh did have a bad gambling problem. But he wasn't a bad gambler. He was damned good at it!
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In his 18 years on earth, Sam Jackson had always gotten along pretty well with his twin sister Jill. They had a simple rule between them that had always helped to keep the peace — "Paybacks are Hell". The idea was if one of them did something wrong to the other, the payback would always surpass the original damage. So if Sam accidentally broke Jill's sunglasses, the "Paybacks are Hell" axiom would mean he would have to buy her two new pair. While this simple arrangement had always worked to avoid conflict, it also ended up leading to a very unexpected event.
It was springtime, and their parents were out of town for a few weeks, leaving the two of them on their own. They were both finishing up their senior year of high school, so you might think it would be a pretty good time to have your parents leave for a few weeks. Most high school seniors would have a two week beer and sex bash if their parents were out of town, but Sam and Jill were not that typical. In truth, they were both kind of nerdy. They looked and dressed pretty plain, didn't have a lot of friends, and neither had done much dating. So most of what they were doing with their parents out of town was pretty much what they did when their parents were in town.
One exception was that with their parent's gone, they were both taking advantage of using their master bath, which was much nicer than the bathroom they shared. It was a big fancy marble bathroom with a spacious tiled shower and a jacuzzi tub. The bath was only accessible from the master bedroom, and didn't have a door. Sam and Jill would take turns using the fancy bath, it was generally easy to tell if someone else was in there.
But as fate would have it, on an early Friday afternoon Sam decided to take a shower at the same time that Jill was getting out of the tub, and when he waltzed into the bathroom, there was his sister, standing stark naked in front of the tub. Even though it was his sister, his first response was to thoroughly check her out, which he was able to do because she didn't see him walk in initially. What he saw surprised him. His sister, generally covered in non flattering clothes, looked pretty smoking hot without any. She had shapely breasts and a toned body, with great curves and perfect legs. He was taking all this in instead of backing out of the bathroom, which would have been wiser.
"What the hell are you doing?" screamed Jill, grabbing for a towel and covering up.
Sam was back to reality in a hurry, stammering some kind of excuse as he turned and walked out of the bathroom. He kept walking back toward his room as Jill continued to yell something about privacy, but his mind was still frozen on the gorgeous image in front of the tub. He felt bad that he had barged in on her like that, but he was stunned and intrigued at how hot his sister looked naked.
It was a few hours later before he would see her again to apologize. He was in the kitchen making some cereal for dinner when Jill walked in, wearing a robe and glaring at him.
He couldn't help but grin. "Hey I'm sorry sis, I didn't know you were in there," he said. "It was an honest mistake."
She was still mad. "I didn't even hear you creep in," she said. "How long were you there?"
"I wasn't creeping, I was just coming to take a shower," he replied. "And I really didn't see anything, I mean, it was just a quick glance."
"Really, you didn't see anything?" she said hopefully.
"Just a quick glance," he said. Then after a moment, "But damn you got a hot body."
She threw an apple at him that just missed his head, but she also blushed and gave a half grin. "You're a total creeper," she said. "Sneaking up on your naked sister like that."
Sam laughed again. "Hey I said I was sorry."
"Not good enough," said Jill. "You know the rule, paybacks are hell."
Sam groaned. Jill was pretty good at coming up with brutal paybacks. He was expecting to have to clean up her room, or do her laundry, or do the dishes. But his expectations were wrong.
"You saw me naked, so I get to see you naked," she said flatly.
Now it was Sam's turn to blush. And also to choke on his cereal. "What?"
"It's only fair, you saw me and paybacks are hell, so now I get to see you," she said, even more resolutely than before.
While the initial thought in Sam's mind was that there was no way he was going to get naked in front of his sister, another train of thought started to filter in, and thinking about the idea of being naked in front of a girl, even if it was his own sister, was starting to sound kind of...hot. He didn't have a lot of luck or experience with girls, at least this was something.
"So you actually want me to let you see me naked?" he said.
Now Jill had actually expected Sam to strongly reject the idea immediately, so suddenly she was having some second thoughts about the request. But she had opened the door and didn't want to be the one to back down.
"Seems only fair," she said.
Sam's initial shock and reluctance had now been fully replaced by the notion that being naked in front of a girl, even a girl who was your sister, had a certain excitement to it. "Ok," he said.
Jill blinked. "Ok what?"
"Yes, ok I will let you see me naked as payback," Sam said.
"Oh, well, ok then," said Jill, trying to not act shocked. In the back of her mind she was wondering if Sam was really serious or pulling her leg.
"So where do you want your payback?" Sam asked.
Jill hesitated, wondering if this was really happening. "Well, uh, I suppose we should return to the scene of the original, uh, crime," she managed to stammer out.
Sam was surprised that she was continuing to go along, but he wasn't about to stop. "Let's do it now," he said.
By the time they reached the master bath they were both starting to have second thoughts, but neither was willing to show it. A blushing Jill took a seat opposite the bath, where she had previously been standing naked, to watch her brother.
Sam was wearing a t shirt and jeans, and he figured that after he took off his shirt Jill would probably call the whole thing off. He pulled the shirt off over his head and tried to flex his muscles. He was fit, but not muscular by any means, so his efforts caused Jill to giggle. She wasn't calling his bluff, so he unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, stopping to look at her to see if she was stopping. She had one hand over her mouth covering a blushing smile, but nothing on her face said stop, so he dropped his pants off so he was standing there in only a pair of gray boxers.
Suddenly things were getting real, and Sam had to calm himself, his heart was thumping in his chest from a combination of nerves and arousal. Watching his sister looking at him nearly naked was having an effect. Meanwhile, Jill was fighting off a combination of nerves and the realization that her brother looked a lot better half naked than she ever thought he would.
"So, you sure you want me to do this," Sam said nervously.
"Yes. I mean, well only if you want to," Jill answered.
Sam took a deep breath and put his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and then slowly, carefully, pulled them down over his cock and exposed himself to his sister.
"Wow," she said, before she realized she had even said it. Her brother had a nice looking cock dangling between his legs.
Sam's first response to being naked in front of his sister was to be nervous. His chest was pounding, he was shaking a little and he was having trouble breathing steady. He couldn't look at his sister, opting instead to look off in the distance. Gradually he began to relax some, and he started to kind of enjoy the feeling of being naked and exposed. Then he happened to look at Jill's face. She was staring at him, specifically staring at his cock, and her mouth was hanging slightly opened and she was mesmerized.
Her attention, especially her attention to his cock, was making him aroused, and though he tried to fight it, his cock slowly and gradually began to grow, and then edge upward. He was desperately trying to stave off an erection, but he was losing. Once his cock reached the halfway point, semi hard and pointing straight out, the battle was lost. It just kept on getting harder until he was rock hard and pointing towards the ceiling. Jill was mesmerized watching his cock grow, and impressed with the final result. There was no way she could deny or hide it, she was gawking at her naked brother, and in a moment of shock, realized that she had become quite aroused. By the time she looked back up at his face he was wearing a big grin.
Caught staring, she got flustered and embarrassed. "Ok, well I guess that payback is paid off," she mumbled. "Very nice." Then she got up and walked out and went to her room, leaving him standing there with a massive erection. He was embarrassed over her abrupt departure, and assumed it was because of his aroused state. Eventually he collected his clothes and made his was to his room. He wasn't able to make his erection subside at all, and ended up jacking off thinking about his sister watching.
They didn't see each other until late the next morning, getting coffee in the kitchen. She mumbled a good morning.
"Hey sis, I'm sorry about last night, I kind of got carried away I guess," he said.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Well you know, the whole getting a boner thing," he said.
"Ah, I do have to admit I noticed that," she grinned. "No worries, paybacks are supposed to be hell."
"No doubt, it was brutal," Sam said smiling. "In fact, it was so brutal, so harsh, that maybe I deserve some payback."
"What? How do you figure that?"
"Well when I saw you naked it was just a quick glance," Sam grinned. "When you saw me I did a strip tease and then you got to look at me for five minutes."
"So what are you proposing as payback?" she asked.
"Well in all fairness, I'd say I should get the chance to see you naked," he said.
Jill was quiet for a few moments, and Sam assumed he had pushed things too far. He figured she was about to tell him to jump off a cliff. But he was wrong.
"Ok, I'll do it," she said. "I'll meet you at 5 o'clock in the master bedroom."
As she walked out, Sam's jaw practically dropped into his coffee. He had said it as a joke, he was stunned that she had agreed. But the thought of having the chance to see her naked body again set his mind into overdrive.
And it stayed in overdrive for the several hours that dragged on before 5 pm. He spent much of the time in his room, staring at the ceiling and thinking about seeing his sister naked. He heard her leave the house at around 2 and get back around 4, and he watched the clock every five minutes until it finally reached 5 pm. He had some trouble figuring out what to wear - what do you wear to a nude exhibition? Finally he settled on looking casual, with a t-shirt and gym shorts.
He went to the master bedroom and waited, nervous and anxious. The master bedroom was a lush, spacious room, with soft white carpet and an array of sexy, ornate furniture. He sat back on a couch opposite the bed. At five minutes past five he started to think Jill had changed her mind, and then he heard her coming down the hall. When she walked into the bedroom he was beyond speechless.
Jill usually wore her hair straight and tied back. Today, it was glamorously curled and hung loose and full. She usually wore glasses, but they were gone. She rarely wore makeup, but today she had the look of a model. She generally dressed pretty dowdy, but today, she had on a red silk kimono that showcased a lot of gorgeous legs, and sexy black high heels. Turns out that Jill had slipped out and gotten a makeover at the mall for the 5 pm payback session.
Sam took in the scene with his mouth hanging open, and while a million words and thoughts bounced around inside his head, the only thing he could come up with to say was "wow".
Jill blushed and smiled. "I figured if I was going to do this, I might as well do it right."
"You're doing it more than right," Sam said. "You're doing it amazing. Jill you look incredible."
"Thanks bro," she said. "I felt like I had to step it up to payback for your show."
There was a brief moment where they both got quiet, and it became pretty clear that showtime was upon them. Jill stood about six feet away in front of Sam, who was leaning back on the couch. She reached in front of her and loosened up the tie on the kimono and then slowly let it slip open, and it became clear that in addition to getting as makeover she had also visited the lingerie store. Underneath she was wearing a silk black bra and panty set, and Sam quickly decided it was the sexiest thing he'd ever seen.
Jill was clearly enjoying the sensation of being on display, and she took her time showing herself off. She walked back and forth in front of her brother, turning to show him both sides. She was facing away from him when she dramatically let the robe slip off, and Sam became gloriously aware that her panties were a thong. She gave him a long and very well appreciated look at her ass and then she turned back to face him.
She took her time and let him get a good look at her before reaching around behind her and unclasping the bra. Sam could hardly believe it when she pulled the bra off. When he had seen her at a glance before, he could tell she had a great figure, but standing before him now were two o the most perfect breasts he had ever even imagined. He realized too late that he was gawking at her breasts, when he looked up at her face again she was laughing at his expression.
"Want me to keep going?" she asked softly.
Sam couldn't speak, all he could do was nod.
"Shoes, or panties?" she asked, still smiling at him.
"Leave the shoes on," Sam managed to rasp out.
Jill turned sideways to him and hooked her fingers onto the top of her panties, looking at him as she slipped them down and over the high heels. Then she slowly turned back to face him, and Sam saw that she had also trimmed up her pubic hair so it was now just a neatly cut patch of hair, which was another tremendous improvement from the last time he had seen her.
She spread her legs slightly and put her hands on her hips, letting Sam take in the full view of her spectacular naked body. She stood there a long time, letting him enjoy the show. In truth, she was enjoying the feeling of being on display as much as he was enjoying watching her.
After a long quiet spell of mutual enjoyment, Jill finally spoke up. "Well, what do you think?"
Sam had a lot of thoughts, but all he could manage was another "wow." After a few more minutes, he was finally able to put together a full sentence. "Jill, I thought paybacks were supposed to be hell, this is the greatest payback ever," he said. "I will have to say, I had no idea you were so gorgeous, you do a good job of hiding it."
"I'll have to admit that the whole makeover thing turned out pretty well. And I have to thank you bro, because you inspired me to do it. I guess I wanted to look good in front of you, because you looked really good naked too."
"Well maybe we both just needed some self confidence," he said. "It sure made me feel good to watch you looking at me."
"You got a great bod, trust me." Jill looked at him admiringly. "By the way, in terms of payback, I'd say that I've been naked in front of you at least five minutes longer than you were naked in front of me."
Sam blinked and then grinned as he realized what she was saying, He stood up quickly and pulled his shirt off then dropped his shorts and joined her in the buff. They just stood there, a few feet apart, checking each other's bodies out. Sam made no attempt to hide his boner, and Jill's nipples were clearly showing arousal as well. So far all of the interaction between the two had not involved any contact, but both were starting to wonder if that was about to change.
Sam's cock was aching for contact, and without thinking he moved his hand down and gave his shaft a long slow stroke. He wouldn't have realized he was doing it if not for the expression on Jill's face, which was something between shock and awe. He was about to apologize when he saw her hand slip down and ever so slightly touch herself between her legs. Emboldened, Sam moved his hand back and once again gave himself a long, slow stroke as Jill watched mesmerized. Then Jill moved her hand back down and let a finger slide between her legs. The tension in the room was reaching a boiling point. Suddenly Jill's phone rang and they were both jerked back to reality. She got flustered and put her robe back on and picked up the phone, while Sam pulled his shorts back on.
Jill got off the phone after a few minutes, it was a friend telling her that her neighbors down the street, the Bennett brothers, were having a party. Sam rolled his eyes at the prospect of the two of them ever going to a party with the in crowd. But then Jill had a change of mind.
"Say, what if we got dressed up and went," Jill said. "Why not?"
Going to parties wasn't something that Jill and Sam ever did. They weren't really very outgoing and were both so self conscious they avoided social settings. They hardly knew the Bennett brothers. But something about the idea sounded great now for some reason.
Jill slipped her silk robe back on and stated she was going to perform a makeover on Sam. She dragged him, still half naked, into the bathroom and began styling his hair. She talked him into ditching his glasses and then they dug some sharp clothes out of their dad's closet. By the time she was finished with him he could hardly recognize himself in the mirror.
Then they dug through their mom's closet and found a cool, sexy outfit for her to wear.
When Sam and Jill Jackson walked into the Bennett party, every head in the place turned. Everyone at the party were people who went to school with them, and their school was pretty small. They all knew Sam and Jill, but it took a minute or two before they figured out that this sharp looking couple that walked in were the Jackson geeks that everybody mostly ignored.
For the next few hours, Sam was approached by every girl at the party, fielding compliments and being flirted with, which was a whole new experience. Meanwhile Jill was the belle of the ball, getting hit on by every hot guy in the place. Every once in a while the siblings would catch each other's eye and signal their disbelief to each other that what was happening was actually happening. Being the center of attention was new for both of them, and it was almost like a crazy dream for both of them.
After the party on the walk back home they were both talking excitedly and laughing about how unexpectedly the night had gone, how many guys had asked Jill out and how many girls had given Sam their number. They had both had a few beers, so they were especially chatty, and the conversation continued when they got home.
"It's funny how quickly things changed," said Jill. "I guess I owe you a big one for walking in on me in the bathroom...and for saying you thought I looked hot."
"Well you have a great body sis, and you made me feel a lot better about myself too," Sam replied. "So are you saying you still owe me one?"
"I don't know, I still think I was naked longer," Jill giggled. "We might be even on paybacks."
"Well that's a shame," Sam said. "I remember a time when paybacks were hell, but I sure did enjoy the paybacks today."
"Me too," said Jill, blushing slightly. "What if we did one last payback?"
Sam felt his pulse quicken. He wasn't sure where she was going with this, but it didn't seem likely that she was going to make him do laundry or dishes. "Sounds intriguing. What do you have in mind?"
Despite being a little tipsy, Jill got very nervous and stuttery. "What if we, um, got naked again, and, uh, we um, kinda picked back up where we left off."



Sam felt his cock growing at the very thought of it. "I would be totally in favor of that,"
"Hmm. How bout we meet in the master in ten minutes," she said.
"You're on," Sam replied.
Sam changed out of his clothes and into a bathrobe and was in the bedroom in five minutes. He was glad he was early, because Jill showed up a minute later and he got to watch her entrance. She came in with a long white silk robe. He could tell she that was all she had on because he could see her nipples shining through.
They took up their previous positions facing each other, just a few feet apart.
"Before we get started we need to make a rule," she said. "The rule is no touching, because while this is fun, THAT would be weird."
"Agreed!" Sam replied.
They both hesitated, looking at each other with some reservation. Then they both nodded, and then at the same time, they eased out of their robes and stood in front of each other fully nude.
Sam was the first to get down to business. He leaned back against the bed and moved his hand down to his aching hard cock, stroking it lightly with his fingertips. Jill eyes were glued to his cock as she moved a hand down and began to move her fingers against her clit.
They moved together in a rhythm, stroking themselves slowly while watching their sibling. Sam's cock was harder than steel but he was in complete control, easing off if he started feeling overheated. He wanted this to last, and he didn't want to come yet. He couldn't help but let out a soft moan.
"That looks like it feels good," Jill said softly.
"It does...it feels amazing," he replied. "How bout you?"
"MMM...very good" she replied, as she slipped a finger inside her and moaned softly.
As he stroked his cock Sam felt a little precum slipping out and he let it lubricate his hand and then slid it over himself, making his hard cock glisten in the dimly lit room. Jill had given up on pretension, she was staring, mesmerized, at his cock and nothing else. She was wet as well, so much that her finger sliding in and out made an audible squishing sound.
Sam was beginning to feel almost dizzy with all the blood in his loins, and he eased back on to the king sized bed. He moved up to the head of the bed and leaned back against the pillows, still watching Jill at the foot of the bed. Jill, in almost a trancelike state, followed him up onto the bed, wanting to be as close as she could to watch him stroking his cock. She crawled towards him like a hungry cat, and was almost upon him when she recollected her senses. She paused, raised a finger, and said "Remember, no touching."
Sam nodded and then gasped as Jill then moved up to straddle him on the bed. Her legs were on either side of his and her pussy was inches away from his upper thighs, but true to the rule, she was not touching him.
She was close enough to him that he could feel her warmth. Her soft breasts were just an arm reach away, it was hell trying to keep his hands down. As he stroked his cock and she fingered her clit, they began to slowly gyrate. If someone had walked in on them it would've clearly looked like they were fucking.
Jill had one hand on her pussy and the other hand moving around her body, from caressing her breasts to running her fingers through her hair.. When she moaned passionately and put her fingers into her mouth, Sam felt himself losing control.
In the heat of the moment and in the throes of passion, Sam subconsciously moved his cock so it was pointed toward his sister, his hips thrusting upward as far as he could go without making contact, and then he unloaded, and incredible spray of frothy cum that took even him by surprise, and he watched in disbelief as he shot load after load into the curly brown hair of Jill's pussy, coating her like a layer of icing on a cake. It wasn't until he had finished coming before his senses came back to him, and it suddenly dawned on him what he had done. Looking up at Jill's face shocked him back into reality.
Jill was looking down at the mess he had launched onto her, and she looked furious. Her mouth was hanging open, her eyes were wide and she looked really, really freaked out. Sam was immediately embarrassed for losing control, and in his head he was already preparing a lengthy apology for losing control like that.
But before he could speak, Jill suddenly reached down with her fingers and touched the warm goo that was covering her. She touched it lightly, then began to rub it on her fingers, and then, Sam's mouth was the one to fall open. Because she began to rub the cum from her pubic hair all over her pussy, and then used her warm, jizz slicked fingers to slide inside her. She was using Sam's load to masturbate with. She wasn't furious. She was even more aroused.
Sam was so stunned and turned on by such an incredibly erotic display that he literally never lost his erection. He continued to stroke his cock as Jill used the warm, creamy cum shot to bring herself to two strong orgasms, and eventually he lost another load on her in the same place. This time she rolled off him and laid on her back, giving him a great show of once again rubbing his creamy load into her pussy. His cock was too exhausted to rise to the occasion again, but he still watched her enjoying herself until she had rubbed the entire load in and licked the remainder off her fingertips, leading him to wish he could get hard one last time.
They had spent nearly an hour in very close but no full contact, masturbating for each other, and they were both spent.
"That was incredible," he gasped. "Weird, yes, but also very, very hot."
"No doubt, that had to be the best almost sex I ever had," she replied. "And I would have to say, after all that, I think the paybacks are paid off."
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As these stories tend to happen, this one started innocently enough. A friend of my wife Kate had won a boudoir photography session at a charity event, decided she didn't want it, and re-gifted it to my wife. For those not familiar, a boudoir session is a photography session where you wear sexy outfits, lingerie, dresses, or even go scantily clad and get your photographs taken, generally as a gift to your significant other.
My wife is probably the last person on earth who would have done this kind of thing. Kate is beautiful, sexy, and adventurous, but not really the kind to do the dress up thing. She is more the athletic, outdoorsy type, she hates wearing formal clothes and seldom even wears makeup. But it was August, a few weeks before my 40th birthday and a month before her 40th, and I guess she got the urge to do something to make her feel young again.
So it came to be, that on my 40th birthday, I got the very unconventional gift in an email link from Kate, with the mysterious message "hey Dan, check this out, let me know what you think."
I was at work at the time, figured that she was sending me some home improvement idea or a plan for a vacation or something. I almost ignored it.
But I clicked on the link, and up popped a window with a picture of my wife and the words "Happy Birthday Dan, for your eyes only!" The picture showed her, smiling and dressed in her usual casual attire, pants, a t-shirt and a jean jacket. There was another link below, that said "click here for another photo."
So I clicked on that picture, and my eyes nearly fell out of my head. As my shocked eyes slowly came back into focus I realized that my Kate had been completely transformed. Someone had done a dramatic makeover on her, teasing her usually straight hair with playful curls and transforming her face with a stunning makeup job. The pants and t-shirt were gone, now she was in short shorts and the jean jacket was hanging open showing a hint of the gentle curve of her breasts.
I gasped so loud that I was pretty sure everyone in the building could hear me, and I sat there in silence admiring the stunningly hot girl on the screen, thinking to myself that this had to be the all time best birthday present I had ever received or even imagined. After spending five minutes looking at the picture in a hypnotic trance, I suddenly realized there was another link that said "click here for another photo."
My mouth watered and I got almost dizzy at the idea of another picture, but first i walked over and shut the door to my office. I hurried back to my desk and held my breath as I clicked for the next picture.
This time my teeth nearly fell out. Kate was still wearing the jean jacket but it was wide open and she had on a black lacy bra and matching panties. She had a mischievous smile on her face that suggested that she knew she looked hot and she knew I was probably gawking at her. She was right.
For the next hour, I sat mesmerized at my desk, clicking on picture after picture showcasing my stunningly hot wife posing in a diverse array of super sexy lingerie. I would spend five minutes on each picture, looking at ever detail, salivating at the beauty of my wife, and then I would click on the next one and be blown away again. My only concern was that I was going to have a heart attack every time a new image came up. When at last I came to the end of the 20 or so pictures, I started back at the beginning and did it all again.
There were pictures of her standing. Kneeling. Sprawled across a spacious bed with white silk sheets. Her outfits ranged from silky robes to lacy teddies. In one picture she was face down on the bed, topless, wearing revealing panties, smiling dreamily. In another she was kneeling on the bed facing the camera in nothing but a tiny pair of panties with her hands covering her naked breasts. None of the pictures showed full nudity but they were very racy.
I called her up and I could sense her smile on the other end. In the space of a few seconds, I tried to say that she was the most beautiful thing on earth, that this was the best birthday ever, that she had blown me completely away, honestly I was so flustered that I don't know if any of that information was conveyed.
"So I take it you got my email?" she said to my word salad of praise.
"Yes, I got it, and I'm never going to stop looking at these pictures," I said. "Can you bring me meals here?"
She laughed, I could almost hear her blush. "How bout if we look at the pictures together at home tonight?"
"That's a deal," I nearly shouted. "Is it tonight yet?"
It wasn't, it was only mid afternoon. For the rest of that wasted work day I spent looking at those pictures, again and again, salivating over details and picking out my favorites. My cock was hard for at least two straight hours. There was some point where I was looking at a picture of her standing in high heels with her back toward the camera, naked except for panties, her long, teased hair drifting over her elegant back, and I started thinking about the photographer. Was it a man, or a woman, who was taking these incredibly hot pictures, and if it was a man, how could he take pictures like that and not be aroused beyond control? It was kind of an odd thought, but after I got it I couldn't help but wonder with each picture, where was the photographer, what was he thinking or doing when he was taking the pictures. Something about the thought of another man taking these pictures added another level of curious arousal to the whole process.
I left work early, made sure our two young kids ate early and went to bed early, and then I retired to the bedroom with my laptop and revisited the link. By now I was absolutely addicted, and had suffered from some withdrawal during the two hours that I was away from them. When my wife walked into the bedroom she saw me gawking at the laptop and grinned.
"Are you looking at porn?" she asked.
"Yes I am," I replied. "I discovered the hottest porn site on the internet!"
She laughed and disappeared into the bathroom, when she came back out she was wearing a short black kimono that I instantly recognized from the photo shoot, and I gasped my recognition.
"Side benefit, they will sell you the lingerie from the shoot at a discount," she grinned.
I welcomed her into the bed and gave her a long, slow kiss. "I love, love, love this amazing birthday present, and I love you for doing it for me," I said. "How did you come up with this idea?"
She explained how she had gotten the gift from the friend, and how initially she had decided not to do it, but then on a whim she decided to try it and see how it went, figuring if it didn't turn out she could just trash the photos.
"But I went and talked to the photographer, and he seemed really easy going and convinced me to do it," she said.
My mind immediately gravitated to the word "he," and the thought of another man seeing my wife cavorting around on camera leapt back to the forefront.
"So the photographer was a man?" I said. "Wow, that's a pretty good job he's got!"
She laughed. "I guess. He was very professional though, he did the makeover, he knew just what clothes would look good on me, and he knew just how to make me pose. I think he photoshopped some of them to make me look younger.
"Oh, and just in case you were worried about it, I'm pretty sure he's gay," she said.
I suppose that the fact that he picked out clothes and knew how to do a makeover was kind of a dead give away that he was gay, and I felt and odd mix of relief and disappointment. Relief that another man wasn't drooling over my half naked wife, but disappointment, that another man wasn't drooling over my half naked wife. It was an odd layer of contradiction that didn't make a whole lot of sense.
We relaxed on the bed and went through the pictures one by one, and she would tell me details about the set up and funny things that happened during the session. It was so sexy, and fun to scroll through the pictures together, and when we got to a picture on the screen where she had on the robe, I couldn't go on. In the picture, she had on the short black robe, and a lacy black bra and panty set underneath. I had to know, so I set the laptop aside and slipped my hand underneath the robe, and sure enough, she had dressed for me the same as in the picture. Several hours of pent up arousal was set loose in a flurry of me unleashing my hands and mouth all over her body. She seemed pretty wound up as well, I think her watching me visually adoring her got her blood going too.
I started kissing her and lightly stroking her body with my hands, before moving down to kiss her neck and whisper in her ear how incredibly fucking hot she was. My lips moved down over her breasts, but she looked so good in the lacy bra I didn't want to take it off, so I drifted my way down over her stomach and then set it to lightly licking her inner thighs. I stopped briefly to press a button on my laptop that set the photos to scroll through automatically, causing my wife to giggle and blush. I moved back into place to go down on her, and I had the laptop in the perfect position where I could watch the erotic pictures as I set in on a ravenous tongue bath. I noticed that she was watching the pictures scroll by as well, I was starting to think the experience was as arousing for her as me. And as I went down on her and looked at the pictures, I noticed that her face looked similar, like in both instances she was in a state of pleasure.
I was thinking that nothing could be better than going down on your wife while watching erotic pictures of her, but then I got to watch the erotic pictures scroll by while on to the happy side of an inspired blow job, and I was sure I'd gone to heaven. She seemed more enthusiastic than ever before, making an epic show of slowly licking and sucking my cock, her eyes fixed on mine, and I think it was because she was enjoying the sight of me watching her live AND on the computer.
Kate gave it one last long lick, starting with my balls and ending at the top of my cock, before she moved up and straddled me, easing her wet pussy onto my hard cock. She moaned as I slid inside her, and I could sense that her arousal was way above normal. My state of arousal was way higher than above normal.
Sometimes when we start into some serious fucking I make the decision that I'm going to last a long, long time, and we're going to have rambunctious sex in a dozen different positions. I made that decision as soon as she straddled me, but the decision was made only at the brain level. My cock, which had been hard almost constantly for the past five hours, had an entirely different plan, he wanted to come hard. The scrolling pictures on the laptop didn't help, and just as she was moaning and grinding on my cock one of my favorites came up. It was Kate, on all fours in a bra and panties, she looked fantastic from head to toe but the look on her face was what made the picture. It was a look that suggested passion being fulfilled, her eyes were closed and her mouth was slightly open and she looked like she was about to orgasm. For some reason I got sidetracked wondering how the photographer got her to so perfectly capture that look, and I had a vision of him lining up the shot and telling her to "give me the look you get when you have a hard cock thrusting deep inside you."
That thought tilted the battle between cock and brain heavily on the side of the cock, and I felt an orgasm welling up that I wasn't going to be able to stop, and I gave up and grabbed her hips and began thrusting hard into her. When I finally peaked and released I swear her face exactly matched the one on the screen, and it took all of my self control not to moan so loud that I woke up the kids. Or the neighborhood for that matter.
It took me about a minute to be sure I didn't rupture one of my nuts, and another few minutes to stop breathing hard, but eventually I came back to earth. I still had Kate wrapped tightly in my arms and I eased my grip and she slid over so she was laying on my chest.
"Sorry I didn't last long, I was a little overstimulated by the pictures of my very hot wife," I said.
She giggled. "Well that was intense," she said. "I guess you liked your birthday present."
"Oh yeah," I replied. "Definitely the greatest birthday present ever."
Our attention returned to the pictures scrolling one by one on the laptop. I have always thought my wife was hot, but I was amazed at how fantastic she looked in those pictures. We watched them in silence for a while, her head on my chest and her hand drifting lightly over my stomach. It wasn't long before my cock came back to life, and she lightly stroked my hardening cock in the glow of the pictures on the laptop. I had come to realize that she was just as turned on by the pictures as I was...or was it the photo session that turned her on?
I didn't think about it too much, I had other things on my mind. This time, I was indeed able to accomplish the original plan of lasting a long time and having sex in a dozen different positions. This time I peaked when I was fucking her doggy style, my hands on her hips and my cock driving hard into her, and at the perfect moment that same picture came back up on the computer, with her on all fours and the sexy look of satisfaction on her, and I had yet another epic orgasm before we collapsed on a heap on the bed and we both fell into a hard sleep.
The next morning our 7 year old son came bee bopping into the bedroom and I stumbled awake just in time to pull a sheet over our naked bodies and close the laptop with mommy posing half naked. We scrambled through the morning routine and a few hours later I was at work, where I immediately pulled out the laptop and went back to looking at the pictures.
By this time I had just about memorized every angle and nuance of every picture, but I still couldn't get enough. It had become an addiction. My mind also kept wandering to what the actual photo session must've been like. Did she change outfits in front of the photographer? How could he not be aroused watching her in these sexy poses, even if he was gay?
At some point I noticed some small type at the bottom of the page with an additional info link, and I clicked on it to see what that was about. It took me to a web page for the photographer, boudoir photography was just one service he offered. I clicked on that link and read more. According to the site, the sessions included a studio with several "settings", a variety of lingerie and costume outfits, and best of all, a half off discount if you book another session within 30 days of the first one.
As you might imagine, the idea of another photo session set my mind to reeling. My cock was hard just thinking about the possibilities. My cock got even harder looking at all of the lingerie and costumes. I was a kid in a candy store, looking at all the silky, lacy options, and all the fantasy role play type costumes. I picked out a role play costume and a few lingerie options and bought the session. The way the website was set up, you could purchase a gift session and send it to the recipients email address with a note. I sent it to my wife with a note that said "Hey, I loved my birthday present so much that I got myself an anniversary present too." Our anniversary wasn't until a few weeks away, but I figured that getting her gift early would make me a good husband, right?
When I got home from work I was nervous about what Kate's reaction would be to the "gift", but she didn't mention the email about the new session. She wasn't one to check her email that often, so I figured she just hadn't seen it yet.
Later that night, when I was in bed still looking at the pictures from the first session, she came sauntering up to the side of the bed with a look on her face that had me a little nervous.
"So, you I saw that you got me a little present," she said.
My mind was saying uh oh, my face kinda blushed. "I, uh, yeah, I guess I did."
"You are a dirty old man," she said, and a slow grin formed on her face. She climbed onto the bed and gave me a long slow kiss. "Thank you for making me feel so sexy," she added.
My heart fluttered as I realized once again why I was the luckiest man in the world to have such an incredible wife. "I just loved these pictures so much, I gotta have more," I smiled.
"You picked out some, um, interesting outfits for me," she grinned. "Not sure I'll be able to pull it off, but I'll try."
"You would look good in anything, trust me," I said. "But if you don't like my choices I'm cool with whatever you want."
She grinned and nodded. "We'll see," she said. "I'm kinda looking forward to it."
She curled up beside me and we looked through the pictures from the first session for a while before we ended up having sex again, incredibly. We were once a week before pictures, we were up to twice a day post pictures. It seemed that the photos were making me really aroused, and maybe the photo sessions were making her really aroused.
Kate let me know a few days later that she had set up the next photo session, and I was on pins and needles in the days leading up to the shoot. On the day of the shoot, I was well beyond distraction, visualizing my wife posing in the sexy outfits I had picked out while the photographer enjoyed her fabulous body. That night when I came home I tried to act nonchalant about it but Kate caught me checking her email.
"I thought we said we were going to look at the pictures together," she grinned. "He said it wouldn't be coming until tomorrow night anyway."
This news led to a sleepless night and a distracted day for me. The next night was a Friday, still several days before our anniversary, but we got her parents to take the kids and told them we were celebrating early. We neglected to tell them how we were celebrating, that may have been awkward.
We opened a bottle of wine and curled up together on the bed in our favorite matching silk robes, and Kate pulled out her laptop and pulled up her emails. She was just about to click on the link when she hesitated.
"Before we look at these I need to tell you some things," she said. The first time I did this photo session thing I wasn't sure how you would react, so I didn't get too crazy," she said. "But based on how much you liked it and the outfits you picked out, I ended up getting a little more, um... racy this time."
My mouth went dry and I thought I might faint. "I can't wait to see them," I managed to stammer out.
"Also, I should point out that the first time, I had a glass of wine, the photographer—his name is Ben— said it would help me relax," she said. "This time, I had two glasses of wine. It kinda went to my head, so if I did anything embarrassing I'm going to blame the wine."
"I'm sure I'm going to love every one of them," I said, kissing her forehead. "Let's do it."
She nodded and clicked on the email, and the first picture that came up greatly exceeded my expectations.
Kate was smartly dressed in a little black dress, little in that it was low on her chest, high on her legs and so sheer it was practically see through. Her hair was done up formally in a bun on her head, with two strands hanging down across her face, and she had on black high heels. She was standing elegantly in front of a glass table with candles and a glass of red wine on it. Everything about the picture exuded sophistication and grace, while looking hot as hell at the same time.
The next picture was her, still in the black dress, with her back to the camera, her head demurely turned to the side. Her dress was cut so low in the back that it almost showed the curve of her ass, and the lighting on this shot amplified how thin it was, you could just make out the outline of her ass to see she was probably not wearing panties.



"Just in case you were wondering, I do have on the thong you picked out," she grinned.
We clicked through a few more pictures, each more stunning than the last. Many of the poses were on a grand four post bed with an elaborate tufted headboard. One of my favorite pictures was one where Kate was leaning back against one of the heavy wooden spiraled posts of the bed, her hands over her head and her elegant fingers draped over the bed post.
I could tell that the process of looking at the pictures together for the first time was going to be different. Kate's reaction was to ooh and aah about how well the picture had come out, and then she'd started talking about what happened during the shoot, how Ben would set it up and tell her to pose. She also seemed a little nervous about what picture would come up next. It wasn't long before I realized why.
The next picture started a new outfit series, the second one that I had personally picked out. Again, my expectations were surpassed. Kate went from elegant starlet in a black dress to role playing in a sexy schoolgirl outfit.
She was dressed in a very, very short red plaid skirt, knee high socks and a white button up shirt tucked into the skirt. Her hair had been transformed from formal to pigtails. She stood in front of the bed, one knee bent slightly in front of the other, doing her best to look innocent.
"I can't believe you picked this out," Kate blushed. "You are such a dirty, dirty old man."
My mouth was watering, I was blushing myself, and I replied without turning away from the picture. "Guilty as charged."
Kate took a long slow breath. "I hope you're ok with the next few pictures," she said.
She clicked on the next picture, and it was the same standing pose in front of the bed. But her shirt had been pulled out of the skirt and tied into a knot, exposing her midsection, and the buttons had been opened up to the point where you could see hints of a red lacy bra underneath. All that was stunning, but what was shocking is the huge red ball shaped lollipop that she was caressing with her mouth. My cock would've given anything to be that sucker.
I heard her taking in a long, slow breath, and I realized she was tense about how I was going to react, and I also realized I hadn't spoken or even breathed for the last several minutes.
"SO fucking hot," I said. "That is one big sucker."
She giggled with relief. "It looks bigger than it was."
The next picture was a closer up version of the same set up, except that this time the sucker was inside her mouth, creating a big phallic bulge in her cheek. The chatter that had accompanied other pictures had gone silent, we looked together in quiet arousal.
The next picture was another closeup, this time she was on her knees, leaning back, with her tongue wrapped around the sucker. Her shirt had come open even further and the red of her lacy bra matched the red of the sucker. She looked disheveled, as in innocence lost. And the look on her face was intense, looking right at the camera with a look that said she was hungry to have the real thing where the sucker was.
"Oh, my, oh my," was all I could say.
We spent some time silently taking in this one before she clicked into the next pic. I really wanted to just keep looking at this picture for another hour, but I was also excited to see what was coming next. I was dying to see what she was going to do with the sucker next.
But the sucker was gone, in its place was a long, shiny, brown...popsicle. My wife and Ben, the photographer, had gone from playful teasing to brutal torture. Kate was on her knees again, her right hand holding the popsicle above her head at just a few inches from her open mouth, and her left hand slipped inside her shirt with a few fingers edging under the lacy red bra. Her eyes were looking intently, hungrily at the camera and she seemed to be loving the idea that she was being tauntingly sexy.
I took in a long, slow, loud breath and let it out very slowly. The silence in the room was thick.
After a few moments she clicked on the next picture. This time she was on her back, her legs bent up at the knee. The white blouse was hanging wide open. Her eyes were closed, and the chocolate popsicle was deep in her mouth. Meanwhile her left hand was clearly thrust under her skirt. The image wasn't subtle. She was touching herself, fantasizing about sucking on a long, cold, brown cock.
"Holy shit," I heard myself quietly murmur. I half wondered if I had said it out loud. "I think I'm going to have to take a break or I'm going to cum in my pants."
Kate nodded silently, leaned over and kissed me softly, and then went straight down and took my hard cock full into her mouth. She was all over my cock, sucking, licking, kissing, taking me deep. The picture had clearly had an effect on her as well, the memory of that moment had her hungering to have a hard cock in her mouth.
I usually love watching my wife give me head, but this time I was transfixed by the picture. There was something about the last two pictures that had become overwhelming. First she was looking hungrily at the camera with the popsicle inches from her mouth, then the next minute she was looking satisfied about having it deep in her mouth. There was no way to delay the inevitable, I lost my load in a big way and my moaning wife took every single drop.
It took me a while to regain my wits again, but as soon as I did I was thinking about the fact that we had not yet seen all the pictures, and I desperately wanted to see the rest of them.
"There is actually one more picture with this outfit," Kate said. "Ben talked me into it, I hope its not too much."
After seeing what I had already seen it was hard to imagine something being too much, but when she clicked on the link for next picture I saw what she meant.
She was still in the school girl outfit, still on her back on the bed with her shirt wide open. But this time the camera angle was coming straight down from above her. Her pigtails had been taken out and her hair was all askew. One of the straps of her bra was hanging off and it was pulled down so far that you could almost see her nipples. She still had the chocolate popsicle poised near her mouth, but she had also coated a good bit of her lips, chin and cheeks with chocolate ice cream. Her cream covered face had what I can only describe as a just fucked look on it.
I'm not sure how much time passed while I gawked at the picture, but at some point my wife pointed out that I must like it, because my cock was already hard again.
"I have to hand it to Ben, he seems to really know how to capture some mind blowing erotic moments," I said. "On a side note, I would love to have his job."
She blushed a little and mumbled something about him probably being gay and being very professional.
I could tell there were still more pictures to see and I pointed that out to Kate.
"Ok, now this next group of pictures, I got the um, impression that based on your choice of outfit, you were expecting to see more, uh, skin than before," she said. "So I don't want to shock you or anything."
For her last outfit, I had selected that she wear a thong. Nothing else. So yes, I suppose I was expecting to see more. Expecting. Hoping. Dying to. So I nodded my urgent assent.
She clicked on the picture, and it was Kate, on her knees in nothing but a thong, her arms unashamedly at her sides, baring her beautiful breasts on a tropical beach. We both gasped in unison.
"Did you go to a nude beach for this shoot?"
She laughed. "No, its all done with a green screen, he takes the picture and then puts me in whatever background he wants."
I nodded and my attention went back to the photo. Kate has beautiful, well shaped breasts, not large, but perfectly shaped, and when she is aroused her sensitive nipples stand at attention. And they were at attention. I couldn't help but think about this Ben guy, even if he was gay, the idea that he was getting to see my wife topless like that was unsettling in a way, and also kind of arousing in a way.
The next picture she was on all fours, this time posed in the surf. The side angle made it appear like she was completely naked.
The next picture she was back to the four poster bed. This time her body was wrapped around one of the posts, arms and legs intertwining the dark wood. Her hair was now hanging down full, a far different look from the pigtails, and her face was heavily made up with dark eyeliner and bright lipstick. Ben had used some warm lighting to bring out her late summer tan. She was gorgeous, sensuous and arousing, and I couldn't wait to show her how much I thought so. I moved the laptop over, pushed her to her back and went down on her with my mouth watering uncontrollably. My tongue felt as hard as my cock as I alternated between stimulating her clit and fucking her with my tongue.
We forgot about the pictures and the laptop for a while, and focused on enjoying each other in our ramped up state of arousal. We spent quite a bit of time in a rather torrid 69, before settling in to some good old fashioned slow but impassioned fucking, which ended rather abruptly when she suggested that I "fuck her like the bad little girl that she was."
We finished off in a heap on the end of the bed and it was hours later before I woke and realized we had both passed out. I moved her to the middle of the bed and covered her up and then slid beneath the covers myself. I was about to drift off again when I remembered that there might still be more pictures. I flipped open the laptop and clicked on the next picture link, and with a sigh of disappointment, saw that the next picture was of a coupon offering a special price for a sexy Halloween costume shoot. In a way I was relieved, anything more may have given me a heart attack.
The next day I got to work thinking that for the first time in a while, I was going to get some work done, I wasn't going to obsess on pictures and I was going to focus on my job. But when I checked my email, I realized that Ben, the photographer, had also sent me the link with the new pictures. I decided I would spend a few minutes just glancing at them and then get back to work. Two hours later I was still flipping through the pictures.
In addition to drooling over my hot wife, I also found myself thinking about what Ben, the photographer, must have been doing and thinking while taking the pictures. So many of the photos saw Kate looking straight into the camera, with a lusty look that at times seemed to suggest she was being turned on by what she was looking at. I know that wasn't it, that she was really just acting out to make the shots look hot, but my mind kept coming back to it. I also kept wondering how Ben, even if he was gay, could not be aroused while taking the pictures of my hot, half naked wife sucking on lollipops and popsicles. I was kinda wondering what Ben looked like, but I couldn't find any pictures of him on his site. The way Kate described him I suspected he was probably a nerdy little 100 lb sissy acting gay guy.
At some point I clicked back through to the coupon for the Halloween costume shoot, and I clicked on the link and started idly looking at some of the costumes that he had available. Lots of sexy nurses in stockings, super heroes in spandex, sexy witches. But then I saw a costume that made my heart stop, and I started to develop some new fantasies about a new session for Kate.
I went back to the coupon page and was looking at the details on the deal when I noticed there was a tiny link in the corner I hadn't seen before, just two letters, nu. So of course I clicked on it.
Turns out nu stood for Not Used. There were five pictures of Kate from the shoot that didn't make the cut for one reason or another. It was fun looking at them, because they were typically ones where she was laughing or doing something goofy. I could see why he left them out. But the last one caught my attention. It was the one where Kate was on her knees on the bed and holding the popsicle above her mouth. But there was someone else in the picture, holding her wrist, showing her where to hold the popsicle. And since Kate had told me that Ben was the only person who was there during the shoot, I had to assume that it was Ben.
It was not, however, how I imagined Ben to look. This Ben was all man, probably 6'4", built like a linebacker. He was a black guy, which Kate hadn't mentioned, he was pretty damn good looking, which Kate hadn't mentioned, and his bulging chest muscles were stretching his t shirt to the max, which Kate hadn't mentioned. Kate had told me he often used a remote to take a picture, and it seemed obvious he had taken this one by mistake.
A flood of thoughts came over me as my eyes dissected the picture. My first thought was that the chocolate popsicle and dark wood bed post had taken on a whole new meaning, symbolism wise. My second thought was that gay or not, the lusty look in my wife's eyes may have had something to do with the fact that she was horned up and looking, and lusting at a guy who looked like a male model.
The rest of that day, most of that night, and a good bit of the next several days, my mind reeled with images of Ben taking pictures, moving around to pose my half naked wife. Something about it was setting off ideas in my head. One of the ideas involved a Halloween costume and another photo session, and the more I thought about it the more I...thought about it.
Meanwhile, Kate had been noticeably randy every night. One night she came out of the bathroom wearing the school girl outfit from the photo shoot, and I had the pleasure of ravaging her right out of those clothes, before having her put them back on again for a second go around. I think she liked wearing the school girl outfit even more than I enjoyed seeing her in it. I noticed that she really seemed to get aroused when she would get dressed up and then strike different poses for me. One night I even pretended I had a camera and was taking pictures, and she got so hot from that she fingered herself to an orgasm without me even touching her.
Later that night, after I had all but ruined her little plaid skirt with a flood of various body fluids, we were cuddling in the candlelight and enjoying post orgasmic bliss when I decided to see if I could deftly finagle another photo session.
"I think you really enjoy being a model," I said. "And you're very good at it."
She smiled and nodded. "I don't know if I enjoy it as much as you do though."
I laughed in agreement. "I have been worthless for two weeks looking at those pictures of you," I said. "I love looking at the expressions on your face, its just so hot. And I really like the way that you doing photo shoots seems to make you really horny."
"I have to admit, it does," she blushed.
"So what would you think about doing it again?" I asked. "He's offering a deal for Halloween costumes, and I had a suggestion for one you might try."
"Oh really," she said. "And what would that be?"
Now it was my turn to blush. "Uh, I was thinking that maybe we could, uh, get some Tarzan and Jane costumes for this year. Not, you know, for going around in, just for our own use. You know I love that leopard print stuff."
Kate mulled that over briefly. I figured she had already seen the Jungle Jane outfit, and it was certainly less tawdry than the school girl outfit, and much less revealing than just a thong.
"Ok, I suppose one more photo shoot will be ok, and I think I could pull off the Jane of the Jungle theme," she laughed.
I took a deep breath and prepared myself for the next pitch, which I had been working on in my head for about three days.
"I was thinking that, uh, something that would be kinda cool, would be if we maybe got the photo guy, Ben, to pose as Tarzan, sort of as a prop for your costume in a way," I said. "Maybe he could do that green screen thing, and set it in the jungle."
Over the past few days, I imagined that after I asked her, she would start thinking about it, visualizing having Ben as Tarzan, posing with her in sexy pictures, and she would readily agree.
But instead, I felt Kate stiffen a bit in the bed, and she got kinda quiet. I started thinking that maybe I had overplayed my hand on that one.
"Uh, let me think about that," she said.
And that was all she said about it, the rest of that night, the whole next day, and then another day. I was afraid to bring it up, and had kinda decided that my fantasy photo shoot was not going to happen. There were a couple of times when I almost asked, but I kept chickening out. At some point I decided I didn't want to push her to do something she was uncomfortable with, and I figured her silence on the subject made it clear that she wasn't comfortable.
I had given up on the idea, but it didn't mean I didn't think about it all the time. I imagined all kinds of poses that the two of them could do together. It wasn't that I was thinking about the two of them being together in THAT sort of way, I just thought it would be really sexy to see them posing close together. In suggestive sorts of ways. In all the ways just short of THAT kind of way.
My hope had about given out when I got an email while I was at work, a last minute reminder that the Halloween costume special had to be booked by today. I figured that Kate had gotten the same email, but just on a whim, I forwarded her the email and added the short message, "LAST CHANCE!"
I figured she would ignore it, but almost immediately I got an email back that said "OK. Next week, Wednesday at 2. You set it up!"
I nearly fell out of my chair. It was like your team winning a game when you were down by ten points in the last minute. It was like hitting the jackpot on your last quarter. It was like giving up on your fantasy, and then getting it gift wrapped. Actually it was exactly like that.
It was interesting though, that she had told me to set it up. She didn't say "set it up the way you wanted it," or just "set up the regular photo session." I felt like she was leaving it up to me, and the more I thought about it, the more I convinced myself that she was doing it that way so she would feel less guilty about it.
My fingers trembled over the keyboard as I found the email address in the coupon and typed a message to Ben, booking the appointment and telling him the costume would be Jane of the Jungle. And then I sat and looked at the unfinished message, trying to decide how to describe what I wanted in addition to the regular photoshoot. I had a vivid idea of what I wanted, but wasn't sure how to ask for it, and was nervous that if I asked the wrong way it would ruin things.
Finally I settled on an approach that sounded casual, and incorporated Kate as a co-conspirator. I wrote "so Kate and I were wanting to see how the Jane costume would look with a Tarzan in the photo, we were wondering if you might be able to pose in some of the pictures with her, as Tarzan."
I sent the email off and it was a few hours of nail biting terror before I finally got a response from Ben. "Ok, I have it set up for Wednesday at 2!"
So now I had two non committal responses, both my wife and the photographer had agreed to the shoot without specifically agreeing to the idea of him being in the pictures. So now I was faced with several days of agonizing over how it was going to go down. I went from having fantasies so detailed that I almost drove my car off the road to being depressed that it might not happen the way I'd hoped.
Anyway, Wednesday finally rolled around and when I left for work I winked at Kate and told her to have fun at the photo shoot, which caused her to turn her head and either smile or grimace, I don't know. I do know that on Wednesday night she was incredibly horny and fucked my brains out, so I took that as a good sign. She did say that the photo session "went great" and that she had instructed Ben to send the pictures just to her, because she didn't want me to look at them without her.



It was Friday before I got word that the pictures were done. Kate sent me a text that said: Got the pictures. Sending kids to grandparents. ; ). Suffice it to say, I was pretty worthless for the rest of the day. I had a late meeting and wasn't able to get home as early as I had hoped.
When I walked in the door I was greeted by a somewhat tipsy, nervous wife dressed in a short silky robe and holding two glasses of wine.
"I haven't looked at them yet, but I wanted to let you know before we see them, I wasn't sure what you wanted, and I, uh, had three glasses of wine during the session, so I hope that you, well, are ok with everything," she said.
My heart nearly jumped out of my chest at the notion that the she was nervous about how I would react to the pictures. I considered that as a good sign. I was out of my clothes in a hurry, leaving just my boxers on.
We went back to the bedroom, turned the lights down low and sat back on the bed with the laptop. She pulled up the link, said something like "here goes," and opened it up to the first picture.
Which, I would have to say, was a shocking disappointment. Kate was dressed in a fairly conservative, unrevealing safari outfit, khaki shorts and blouse and a wide brim hat. Worse, she was alone, standing awkwardly in a lush, swampy jungle, looking a bit confused, like maybe she was lost. It was obviously one of those green screen shots where he had photoshopped her into the jungle setting.
I wasn't sure what to say, so I just mumbled something about it being interesting.
Kate just grinned slightly. "I think it will get more interesting," she said.
She clicked on the next picture and it was her in the same setting, but it was more interesting. Ben had photoshopped a snake into the picture, it had wrapped itself around her leg and was moving up her torso. In the next picture, the snake had fully wrapped itself around her body, and in the struggle had pulled her blouse partially open so you could see a leopard skin bra underneath. It was sexy to see the snake wrapped around her, but what was even more interesting was in the background. I could see the shadow of a man in the background. A big, muscular man, wearing nothing but a loin cloth, moving in to save the damsel in distress.
In the next picture, the muscular man had moved to the forefront of the picture, so I was able to see it was Ben, the photographer, as Tarzan, the savage. He had taken the snake by the neck and was wrestling it off of Kate, who had a look of shock and fear on her face as this half naked stranger fought a threatening snake. Somewhere deep in the back of my mind it registered that Ben and Kate had scripted a storyline here, rather than just take random pictures. But honestly, most of my attention was on the image. Ben was way more impressive without a shirt on than I expected. His chestnut brown skin was completely smooth and hairless and his chest and stomach muscles were ripped, not overly muscled but perfectly toned. His body practically dwarfed Kate, he was huge and daunting in comparison to her. The only thing covering him was a small, leopard print loin cloth which covered his groin in only the most minimal way. Gazing at this giant, brown savage of a man in such close proximity to my petite wife was absolutely breathtaking. Breathtaking, in a way that made me forget to breathe, and I pretty much lost track of time.
"I hope this is ok," I heard a timid voice say, and I realized my wife was looking at me, obviously a little worried that my speechless reaction might be a bad thing.
I leaned over and kissed her cheek. "This is more than ok," I said. "This is unbelievably hot ok."
Kate blushed. "Ready for the next one?"
I nodded and she clicked the next one.
This picture had Jane and her Tarzan almost waist deep in the water, still battling the huge snake. I drank in the physical imagery of the snake still wrapped around her, while the strong, powerful savage battled the beast in the swampy water. Kate's outfit was wet and both her and Ben's skin glistened with what appeared to be oil, designed to look like water. Her blouse, now torn and disheveled, hung wide open, and the belt on her shorts was hanging loose and they were partially unbuttoned. Which didn't make a lot of sense given the snake wouldn't have been inclined to try and undress her, but I was fine with plot holes.
I wasn't quite ready to move on to the next picture, but after Kate clicked on the link I was. The next photo was Tarzan, having defeated the snake, carrying a passed out, helpless Jane out of the water. The blouse and shorts were gone, Kate was wearing only the leopard skin bra and very tiny skirt. Ben held her relatively tiny body effortlessly in his strong arms. This time I moved my hand over and blocked her from clicking on the next picture link, rasping something like "not yet," which led to Kate giggling. She was in full rapt attention by the photos as well, but because she knew what was coming next she could focus some attention on watching my reactions.
Eventually I let her click on the next picture. This time it was Jane, laying on her side, still asleep on a bed of leaves, while Tarzan was on his knees behind her, looking down upon his discovery. The picture captured a moment of the muscular Tarzan looking down domineeringly upon a helpless and sleeping Jane.
By this time I had noticed a few patterns in the pictures and my own reactions. For one thing, in all of the pictures Ben's face was either turned slightly away, or darkened or out of focus. I realized that he did this because he was playing a part, sort of a prop in a way. The other pattern I noticed was that as each picture came up, my attention would eventually be drawn to the loin cloth that Ben was wearing. I wondered if he was wearing anything underneath it, because if he wasn't there was no way his cock wouldn't be bouncing out from time to time. And I would look at the cloth and see if I could see an outline, or any sign of his cock.
The next picture saw Tarzan and Jane sitting back on their knees, following the narrative that she had woke up and was cautiously assessing the situation. On the one hand, this barely dressed man had rescued her from the snake, on the other hand, she was alone, half naked in the jungle with a barely dressed man. She looked afraid, but intrigued. Once again, Kate looked fabulously sexy, and Tarzan looked like some kind of half naked, super hero stud. Also, he was holding out a banana to her, and that imagery didn't take a rocket scientist.
I realized that I hadn't spoken in a while, and my silence might suggest I wasn't like the show. So I found a way to put a few words together.
"I am loving the way that ya'll turned this into a narrative, like a bedtime story," I said. "Oh, and I think the Tarzan-Jane outfit is a keeper."
"Good thing," Kate whispered into my ear. "Because I bought them both."
She clicked on the next picture and this time it was a side view of Jane on Tarzan's back, her arms wrapped around his neck. He was holding onto a vine and they were photoshopped into a scene that made it look like they were swinging high in the trees, an obviously mimic of the classic King of the Apes pose. I was quickly absorbed with the thought of all of Kate's bare skin up against all of Ben's bare skin, but then the next picture took it to another level. This time, Jane was in front of Tarzan, he had one arm around her waist and one arm holding onto the vine, and she had a look of thrilled exhilaration on her face. I imagined Kate's ass folded tightly around Ben's hard cock. Even if he was gay, he had to be aroused in that position. I was aroused just looking.
Kate clicked the next picture, and suddenly they were no longer in the jungle. They were dressed the same as they were in the jungle, in the barely there leopard skins, but they were in an elegant, formal bedroom. He was standing in front of a bed, facing the camera, and she was on her knees beside him. Her arm was wrapped around his leg, her hand coming up to his upper thigh, and he was gazing down on her. She was looking up towards his face, her face close to the loin cloth. It was hard to tell if she was looking up at him, or looking at his cock under the loin cloth, but either way there was a hunger in her eyes. There was an elegant plate of chocolate covered strawberries nearby. The message was pretty clear, Tarzan had rescued Jane and now she had brought him back to her world, but she could never take the savage out of him. Or she didn't want to. Or whatever, who really gives a damn, it was just an incredibly hot photo.
Kate was blushing and covering her face. "Oh geez, this was after the third glass of wine, I kinda let that get out of hand, sorry," she said.
"Don't be sorry for one second," I said quickly. "I love it."
In fact, I did love it. I could not take my eyes off of it. My beautiful, petite wife, kneeling before this incredible young stud, her hands on his thigh so close to the loin cloth. My imagination couldn't help but watch her hand drift up under the loin cloth, take his big hard cock into her small hand and then pull it toward her wet mouth. My cock was surging, and I suddenly realized it was poking out of my boxers. I was so completely transfixed by the image and the fantasy I didn't hear Kate speaking at first.
"...you really seem to get turned on seeing me half naked beside that big Tarzan man don't you," she was saying.
I was trying to stammer some kind of response in defense of the bizarre fact that that was indeed true, when she leaned in and whispered into my ear.
"To be honest, I kinda like it too," she whispered. "In fact, it makes me unbelievably hot. And wet."
She moved my hand down to her pussy to prove it, and she was not lying. She was hot and wet and almost immediately after touching her she climbed on top of me and mounted my cock. She was so ready it was like sliding into jello, and when she started moaning and gyrating hard on my cock I knew I wasn't going to last long, and I didn't. It didn't matter though, because she came fast too. We went back to looking at the pictures again, and we weren't halfway through before my cock was hard again, and this time we took our time. The image we had stopped on was her in front of Tarzan on the vine, his cock no doubt pressed up against her, in my mind. We recreated the scene, with me behind her, and I couldn't help but notice that the whole time I was fucking her that way she was drooling over the image on the screen, like maybe she was imagining Ben behind her instead of me. Which just turned me on even more.
The next night she came into he bedroom dressed in the leopard skin Jane outfit, playfully dangling a very small loin cloth that I quickly donned to become her Tarzan. We quickly adopted a game where we clicked on a picture from the photo session and then mimicked it. When we acted out the picture of her on her knees with her hands wrapped around my thigh, she eased her face in closer and delicately let her cheek brush up against the cloth, just grazing my hard cock through the material. Then she was softly kissing my cock through the silky material, and then she slipped the cloth aside and took me into her mouth. I couldn't help but think how easy it would've been to have this happen during the photo session, with Ben.
Pretty much every night for the next week we played on some variation of this game, sometimes coming up with our own new poses and storylines, like Jane teaches an innocent Tarzan how to go down on her, or Tarzan does Jane doggy style while she eats a banana, or Tarzan overpowers the weaker Jane, ties her to the bedposts and has his way with her. All this would have been enough to eclipse the greatest sex ever, but it was made even better by Kate's sudden desire to be very chatty during the play. "Fuck me harder Tarzan," was my favorite, but one time I think she said "Fuck me harder Ben," which was a close second. She might have initially regretted the mistake of naming Ben, but when I nodded and fucked her harder she knew it was ok. The orgasm I had from that session, after a week of passionate fucking, was maybe the best ever, I think I passed out halfway through it.
Later that night, I fell into a very vivid dream state. I expect it was the result of repeatedly looking at the pictures of the Tarzan photo session, at home, at work, on my phone in between, plus all of our role playing activities. In the dream, Kate was back in the photo shoot with Ben, they were dressed in the Tarzan outfits and playfully enjoying a whole new variety of poses. More intimate, sexual poses. In my dream, they would capture a pose, and then there would be a click where the moment was frozen, then they would move on to another pose.
It started with Ben standing behind Kate, they were both dressed in the same leopard skin outfits, her in a bra and skirt and him in the loin cloth. It was similar to one of the other poses, except this time Ben had his arms around Kate's waist. There was a flash, and then Ben's hands had moved up to just below her breasts, and one of her hands had dropped so she was touching his thigh. In the dream, I could see her face, looking a little unsettled, and then I could hear her see her lips move and her voice in my head, saying, "Is this ok?"
My head felt like it was swimming, but I also felt my head moving, nodding yes. Yes, it was ok.
Then another flash, and his hands were on her breasts, cupping them in his strong hands, and her mouth was open and her head was leaning back in ecstasy. She was leaning forward just a bit and her ass was pressed up against his loin cloth.
Then the flash again, and a new scene. Kate, on her knees beside Ben, her hands on his thigh and her face close to the loin cloth. Looking longingly towards the bulge under the cloth. Then she was looking at me, achingly, asking permission once again. "Is this ok?" I heard her voice in my head again, and again I nodded. She moved her hand underneath the loin cloth, causing Ben to gasp, and then in a flash the loin cloth was gone, and her fingers were lightly touching Ben's balls, causing me to gasp. She looked at me again and I nodded again, and her hand drifted up and caressed his semi aroused cock, which hung heavy. Ben, or Tarzan as it were, was very well hung, and Beth's eyes looked at him in amazement as she lightly touched him. She licked her lips, and looked at me, and I was already nodding.
She kissed his cock, lightly at first, and then more passionately, letting him slide into her mouth just a bit at a time, and each time her mouth touched him he got bigger. She looked at me and I had not really stopped nodding, and then she took him fully in and he put his hands on her head and pulled her closer.
Then another flash, and they were standing up again, Ben was behind her again. In the distortions of my dream, he had gotten bigger, and even more muscular, since the previous scene, and his cock had grown to immense proportions. She was leaning back against him, similar to the shot of them swinging on the vine, and she was essentially sitting on his cock, which was so big it came all the way up to her breasts, and she had both arms around it and was looking down on it adoringly. She glanced over at me but she didn't need to ask. Suddenly her top was gone and she had his shiny, fully hard cock resting between her tits, and she leaned down to kiss the top, which was almost as big as her whole head.
Then his cock suddenly took on a different form, it was like a snake, and it wrapped itself around her slowly, first her legs, then her waist, then her neck and arms, until it had her completely laced and unable to move, and it pulsated, and squeezed her. She was defenseless, unable to move, but the look on her face wasn't fear, or pain, it was ecstasy. She moaned and cooed as the giant snake wrapped around her and she held it adoringly to her breasts.
It simultaneously vibrated, and pulsed, and squeezed and then released and started the sequence over again. It began to glow as it became more and more aroused, and the squeezing and pulsating was even more dramatic, until it lifted her up off the ground and then began to shake.
Suddenly his snake like cock erupted, and like a volcano spurted wildly and covered her completely in a warm, white fuzz, and she smiled and cooed as it oozed all over her.
"I hope that was ok," she said to me, as she lovingly stroked his slowly softening cock. "And I hope you got that on camera."
In my dream, I suddenly realized what she meant. I was the cameraman, I was holding the camera and taking the pictures of Tarzan Ben ravishing my wife. And, to be fair, pictures of my wife ravishing Tarzan.
I jolted awake in my bed, with a hard cock and a cold sweat. I made so much noise that I woke up Kate, who sleepily asked me if I was ok.
"Yeah, just had a crazy dream," I said. My mind returned to the vivid images of the incredible dream.
"Also, I think I know what I want for Christmas."
So in the interest of reader interaction, which way would you see this going?
Option 1: Husband hires Ben to do a husband - wife boudoir session. Hijinks ensue.
Option 2: Husband hires Ben to do a full nude shoot with his wife, with the understanding that it is only posing together, no actual sex. Shenanigans ensue.
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Note: I realize that sex with a step mom is not incest, but the other part of the category is taboo, and I would suggest that step sex is pretty taboo.
Matt Davis was not looking forward to spending the summer before his senior year in college at his dad's house. On the plus side, his dad lived in a big house on 10 acres of land, with a swimming pool, sauna, fitness room and game room. And he got along fine with his dad, Tom, who was seldom around anyway. But the house came with Susan.
Susan was Tom's third wife, and while there wasn't open hostility, Matt had never gotten on very well with her in the five years she had been his step mom. Matt's mom had been wife #2, and Matt had naturally not been thrilled when his dad remarried less than a year after their divorce. Matt had always felt like Susan was indifferent toward him. It wasn't that she was mean or ugly to him, she just didn't seem to want to have anything to do with him at all. Since he felt the same way towards her, they had a reserved, cordial, but cold relationship when they were around each other. Luckily they were almost never around each other.
But that was going to change this summer. Matt's mom had sold her home and moved into a one bedroom condo, and his dad had encouraged him to come to his house for the summer. Tom was a successful, workaholic international banker. He had a motto, business is business, and business is everything. He led a cut throat, high stress work life, so much so that his doctor had frequently warned him to take better care of his heart. Which he always promised he'd get around to. He was unlikely to be home much, so it was going to be just Matt and Susan all summer.
All things considered, Matt could hardly complain. The house was big enough to avoid Susan. He was looking forward to a care free summer, hanging out by the pool, working out in the home gym, and having fun. For most of his life, Matt had been a bit of a wallflower, just another face in the crowd. Even at college, he had been known as a study nerd, spending more time in libraries than bars. But over the past year, he had suddenly come into his own, he had gotten three inches taller, his long-time face acne had cleared up, and hours spent in the gym had really paid off. He had gone from being unnoticed to being a bit of a hunk. The only hitch was that he had not mentally caught up to his looks. He was still really shy, really uncertain, and really inexperienced at dating. He had set a goal this summer to meet, date, and have fun with as many girls as possible.
Susan Davis didn't really dislike Matt, she was just nervous about how Matt felt about her. She had started seeing Matt's dad Tom before they split, though she wasn't sure if Matt even knew that. But she had always felt like Matt had valid reasons to not like her. So her strategy was to be quietly cordial with Matt, and if he made efforts to have more of a relationship she would be willing.
When Tom informed her that Matt would be staying there all summer, it honestly filled her with a sense of dread. It had been easy to have a quiet, cordial relationship when he was rarely there, but it was inevitable they were going to be around each other a lot. And Tom spent a lot of time away on business, because business is business, so it would just be the two of them.
In fact, Tom wasn't there when Matt arrived for the first time, so it was up to Susan to welcome him to the house with what turned out to be the world's most awkward handshake. She had practiced her welcome spiel but she failed pretty miserably.
"Welcome to our home Matt, or I mean welcome home," she said. "I ah, have a room, um, your room, set up for you. Did you get taller?"
Matt smiled at her nervousness. "Thanks Susan, I appreciate you being here to welcome me." As he walked up the stairs behind Susan, he couldn't help but acknowledge that while his dad might not be great at long term relationships, he did have good taste. Susan had a toned, athletic body that had all the right curves. She was 15 years younger than Matt's dad, but only 15 years older than Matt. She was not so old that she didn't notice that Matt had gotten taller, more muscular, and better looking since the last time she had seen him. Not that she was attracted to him or anything, just that she noticed.
Matt would be staying in an upstairs bedroom, and since the master was downstairs, that meant that Matt pretty much had free run of the second floor. He got himself settled in and had a restful night sleep in his new digs.
For the first few weeks, the going was a little rough. Susan wasn't used to sharing the house, Tom wasn't even there half the time, and she was unsure what was expected of her. Her interactions with Matt were pretty ice cold. From time to time she would ask if he had dinner plans, but he would always just mumble something about being busy, then he would either go out or eat mac and cheese or pizza, and typically would leave a mess in the kitchen. If they had any conversation at all, it was brief and passing.
Their relationship took a sudden change after Matt came home late one night from partying with friends. He was pretty wasted and was sitting out back by the pool smoking a joint when Susan walked up beside him, surprising him.
"Oh, hey, ah Susan, I was just ah hanging out here by the pool," he stammered, hopelessly looking for somewhere to hide the joint.
"I see that," she smiled, and to his surprise, she reached over and took the joint out of his hand. Further shocking him, she took a long slow drag on the joint before passing it back to him.
Matt sat there dumbfounded for a few moments, before he finally cracked a smile. "I guess if I'm busted you're busted too huh?" he said.
"I suppose so," she answered, sitting down in a chair beside him.
They sat there and smoked the joint together, and then they started to talk. Susan had not smoked weed in a while, and it went straight to her head along with the wine she had had earlier. So they were both toasted and they talked about anything and everything. They talked about Tom, mostly about him working too much, and how if he didn't ease up some he was going to drop dead of a heart attack. They talked about college, and how things had changed since Susan went. Matt talked about his plan to do some extensive dating over the summer holidays, which seemed to interest Susan quite a bit. Before they knew it they were laughing and making inside jokes together, including coming up with names for each other. Matt decided that he would start calling her Suemom because step mom didn't seem right, and she decided she would call him Mattyboy, which he wasn't crazy about but she thought was hysterical. Before they even realized what was happening, several hours had passed, they had become friends, and the Cold War was over.
Over the next several days, Mattboy and Suemom settled into a fairly comfortable and somewhat playful routine of sharing the house. Matt got better about cleaning up after himself, and Sue got used to having someone else in the house. Tom eventually made an appearance, and having him around helped to make things easier. They actually had a sit down dinner together, the three of them, and it was overall very pleasant. Susan had begun to be more talkative, especially after a glass of wine, and Matt had to admit that he could see other reasons why his dad had picked her for wife #3. She was sharp and funny. After a little more than a week, Matt and Susan had developed a chummy kind of connection, not really a mother son type relationship, but maybe more like a wiser, older aunt. Matt had become so comfortable, in fact that he let it slip on his way out the door one night that he was heading out on a hot date.
"Oh really," Susan chided, looking him up and down. "Are you going dressed like that?"
Matt blushed and looked down at himself, and noted that he was dressed in his usual t-shirt, wrinkly shorts and flip flops. Not willing to admit his shortcomings, he mumbled something about it being a casual party and left for the date.
Which didn't go well. He felt pretty under confident when he knocked on the door, but when his date gave his casual look a look of casual disdain, he fell behind the 8 ball and never did catch up. By the time he dropped his date off a few hours later, there was little chance of a second date, much less a goodnight kiss.
On his way home Matt became fixated on the idea that Susan had thrown him off his game with the comment about his clothes, and that it was her fault that the date had gone south. He had reached a boiling point by the time he got home, but he never got to vent it, because Susan had already gone to bed.
The next morning he walked downstairs and into the kitchen, and Susan was there having coffee. His dad had left for the office at his usual 6 am.
"So how did the date go?" Susan asked.
He glared at her for a second, and then he suddenly reached a eureka moment that suggested she was probably right. "Not great, I think you might have been right about me being underdressed."
Susan nodded. "If you don't mind, I have some suggestions," she said. "Your dad has some clothes that would probably fit you, and I think they might work better for next time."
Matt groaned. "I doubt there will be a next time with that one, but I'm willing to try something new."
Susan popped up and practically dragged him into her bedroom, where she had already set some clothes out. Matt was a little hesitant at first, but eventually he picked out an outfit and went into the master bathroom to change. Looking at himself in the mirror, he had to admit that a crisp collared shirt, a nice pair of khaki shorts, and a decent pair of shoes had transformed him into a new man.
When he came back out, Susan dog whistled and clapped.
"Ok, ok, I have to admit, this does look a lot better," he said.
"Sometimes it is just having the confidence that you look good," she said. "And trust me, you look good."
Matt tried on several of the different clothes that Susan had picked out, and he had to admit they all looked good. Susan was very complimentary, and he kind of enjoyed the attention she was giving him, checking him out every time he changed clothes. There were a few times when he changed his shirt without leaving the room, and he couldn't help but sense that she was ogling him. It was weird in a way, what with her being his step mom, and being older, but it was still intriguing to imagine that she might think he was attractive in a way.
Susan did think he was attractive, in a lot of ways. She couldn't believe this was the same scrawny, pimple faced kid she had seen a year ago. He had grown up in all the best ways. Young, lean and muscular, and attracting her eyeballs in unexpected ways. She had to remind herself a few times that she was married to his dad. Of course his dad was seldom around, either working from 6 am - 7 pm, taking multiple night business trips, or entertaining clients at dinner or on the golf course.
Later that day Matt was out by the pool, catching some rays, when Susan came out to join him, dressed in a thin, full length cover up. As she came over to sit down in the chair beside him she shrugged the cover up off to reveal her stunning figure in a red bikini.
Somehow Matt's brain shut partially off, in that his mouth loudly proclaimed the word "Wow" without thinking of the implications of it.
Susan smiled and blushed and tried to make light of it by a nod and a wave. Meanwhile Matt's brain went into damage control mode. "I mean, like wow, that's a great bathing suit there," he stammered.
"Thanks, your dad bought me this one and a few others about a month ago, I'm just getting around to wearing them," she said. "He still hasn't seen any of them."
They sat soaking up the rays, occasionally chatting about different things, before Matt mentioned that he was going to be going out on another date that night.
"Hopefully it will go better than the last one," she smirked. "Where do you get all these dates?"
"Everybody does the dating app thing these days," Matt said, showing her his phone. "This is the girl I'm going out with tonight."
Susan looked at the picture and nodded her approval. "Looks nice," she said.
He showed her how to scroll through different pictures and select potential dates, and she flipped through looking at all the girls on the app. He explained that generally the first date was just to meet for a coffee or a beer. Dating had changed a lot, she thought.
Matt jumped in the pool and Susan was still looking at the app, and she was checking out Matt's profile. She noticed, with a bit of a shock, that Matt had set the upper age limit for his potential matches at 40 years old, which was 3 years older than Susan was. He was actually seeking women that were older than she was! She watched him swimming around in the pool, young and energetic, and she couldn't help but feel a little tinge of excitement that a hot young stud like him would be interested in someone her age.
Later that night, Matt came bustling down the stairs dressed in one of the new dating outfits Susan had helped create, leading her to give him a highly complimentary look.
"Looking mighty date worthy there Mattyboy," she said. "I think this girl might be quite impressed."
As Matt smiled confidently and walked towards the door, Susan reached out and stopped him.
"One more thing," she said. "Breath check."
"What? Matt replied."
"Give me a breath check, I can't have you going out on a date with bad breath," she said.
"Ah, ok, thanks," he said. He leaned in close and blew softly into Susan's face.
"Ok, I think you're pretty good," she said, blushing slightly from being so close to him.
"Thanks" he grinned, partly from her blush and partly from his own.
The "breath check" became a part of the routine when Matt went out on dates, which was about three or four times a week. He actually looked forward to the opportunity to lean in and breathe softly on her, there was definitely some sexual tension there, at least in his mind. She kinda liked it as well, and would sometimes even send him back to brush his teeth again just so she could enjoy his warm breath on her face again. Sometimes she actually thought about what she would wear for breath check--something not slutty or revealing, but just somewhat alluring. And just the right amount of perfume. Getting his mouth lined up with her nose meant that they would get into a position where their lips were very close. Over time, they got closer and stayed close longer for the pre-date breath check, it almost became a game to see how close they could come without touching. Until one day they got so close that they actually did end up bumping lips together.
They both said "oops" at almost the same time, put their hands to their mouth and then they both got giggly for a few moments.
"I guess that might be the best way to make sure I pass the breath check," grinned Matt.
"Yeah, except that I didn't actually have a chance to breath in," laughed Susan. "I guess I need to check again."
Matt stepped back in close and started to move his face closer and then they both started laughing again and fell back away from each other.
"Ok, ok, I got it this time," Matt said, taking in a deep breath. He stepped back close and they leaned in together, and this time, Susan's lips lightly brushed up against Matt's as he breathed out on her, an undeniable soft kiss.
It was a soft kiss, but it was undeniably electric, and they both blushed a little before they had another nervous giggle and Susan proclaimed that his breath had indeed passed the breath check. But after Matt walked out the door, he felt like his heart was leaping out of his chest, and back in the house Susan had to sit down to quell the butterflies in her stomach. It was a colossal, misguided, dangerous mistake, and all she could think about was doing it again.
Matt was also thinking it was a big mistake, as he reviewed it in his head for the 100th time, while his date was rambling on about something he had not been listening to since she started. He was nodding periodically to her, but in his mind, he was thinking about what it would feel like to have his lips on Susan's for a much more extended period. How they would lean together slowly, meet lips softly, and then melt into each other, arms wrapped around each other and lips and tongues going crazy on each other. It was about this time that he realized that his date had asked him a question, that he had no idea what she was even talking about, and that this would probably be another one date experience. Oddly he was more interested in creating the circumstances for the next breath check.
Which he managed to arrange just two nights later. He was giddy and excited getting ready for the date, not for the date, but for Susan giving him the pre-date check. Usually she caught him in the kitchen on his way out the door, but this time he couldn't find her right away, and when he eventually found her in her bedroom, she acted more distant and reserved.
"Hey, I need a pre-date check," Matt said. "How does I look?"
Susan smiled and nodded. "Look great, I think you're ready," she said.
"So how about a breath check?" He asked timidly.
Susan seemed reluctant but nodded assent, and Matt moved closer. On the one hand, he sensed that Susan seemed pretty reserved, less willing, and might not want to revisit the full kiss breath check. But on the other hand, he had been thinking about this moment for two days. He was practically shaking with anticipation. He decided to just do it, and leaned in and gave a short, soft kiss, followed by a breathy follow through that sort of made it seem like he was really doing it for the breath check.
Susan smiled weakly and gave him a thumbs up, and he grinned back at her and set off on his date. After he left she let out a long slow breath. It wasn't that she didn't want to do the full breath check kiss, she had thought about it a lot as well. She was just worried about where this was all going.
Matt was worried about it too, but his hormones were not paying any attention. He immediately planned another date a few days later, and this time, the breath check kiss was more relaxed, more expected. They both subconsciously arrived at the justification that the kiss was just for the breath check, nothing else. But as it became more routine, and more relaxed, the kiss also started to last a little longer. It was like every time, the length of the kiss was extended by 1/10th of a second. And there were a few times when Matt failed the breath check, on purpose, and had to go back for a second review. Matt found himself obsessing all day about the pre-date check, reliving previous moments and thinking about how long he should try to make the next breath check last. Meanwhile, Susan went from moral wrestling matches about what was happening to more planning on what to wear and how much perfume to use.
They were also getting along famously in general. What had been a Cold War had turned into a friendly camaraderie. They played billiards in the game room (Susan won) tennis together (Susan won) had swimming races (Susan won) and played chess (Susan won). They spent a lot of time sunbathing together out by the pool, and that was one competition that Matt won. Matt tanned much more easily, and he enjoyed teasing Susan by holding his arm up to hers to show the contrast.
They also talked quite a bit while pool lounging, and the most frequent topic was Matt asking for dating tips, since he could never seem to get past the first or second date with girls. Susan coached him on how to talk to girls, how important it was to ask them questions and not talk about himself, or be nervous and not talk enough. One warm summer afternoon they were sitting by the pool drinking beers and Susan pretended to be a date for real life practice. After a lot of laughter, trial and error, he eventually started getting better at date communication.



"Ok, so I'm dressed better, I talk better, my breath smells ok, what else do I need to work on?" he asked.
Susan, who had let the beers go to her head a bit on a warm day, spoke before thinking. "Well, you could probably use some work on your kissing technique," she said. She laughed at first but then realized she had spoken rashly.
"My kissing technique," Matt replied. "What the heck Suemom?"
"Never mind, I was just kidding," Susan blushed.
"Oh no, you can't drop that bomb and leave me hanging," Matt said. "What's wrong with my kissing?"
"Well I was just, uh, talking about the breath check kissing, which that doesn't really count anyway," she said.
Matt sat silent for a few moments before replying. "So let's just say, hypothetically, that I did need some advice on kissing, what would you say that I could do better?" he asked.
Susan squirmed a bit in her chair, took a long sip of beer and finally replied. "Well, you can be a little dry. And a little tight lipped." She couldn't help but giggle at Matt's look of confused embarrassment. "I mean, its not terrible it just needs some work."
Matt thought about this for a few moments, took a long swig of beer and sat up in his chair to face Susan. "Ok, then, I want you to show me how to do it better," he said.
Susan laughed at what she thought was a joke, then laughed nervously, then looked at him like he was crazy. "How am I going to show you how to do it better?" she asked.
"We could practice kiss," said Matt. "Just for drill."
Susan continued to look at him like he was crazy for a few moments, then she seemed to settle into the idea. "Ok, I will teach you how to kiss, but don't get any weird ideas," she said.
"Deal," he replied.
She sat up in her chair to face him. "Ok, when you know you are about to kiss a girl, you need to kinda wet your lips a little. Don't be obvious, and don't get slobbery, you have to find the right balance. Then, when you kiss them, you have to open your mouth a little. Again, don't go overboard right away with your tongue and all that, just open your mouth a little."
Matt nodded his understanding, and then awkwardly licked his lips. "Ok, you ready?" he asked nervously.
"Ready," Susan grinned. "Also, don't ever ask if someone is ready."
Just like they had done many times for the breath check, Matt and Susan leaned in together, but this time it was different. It wasn't a breath check, it was kissing practice. It still wasn't any kind of actual legitimate kiss, but it was still exhilarating. While Matt got dizzy over it, Susan quickly turned the moment back into a more clinical event, talking about what he did and didn't do wrong, giving him advice on how to do it better. They discussed tactics, kissed a few more times, and discussed tactics some more, before Susan informed him that he was much improved and they high-fived. Matt cheered himself and walked over and jumped into the pool, and Susan was pretty sure that there was a significant bulge in his swimsuit.
Later that afternoon, when Matt was heading out for his latest date, he made the suggestion that they combine the breath check and kissing practice into one drill, and Susan hesitatingly agreed. She told herself again that it was just for drill, that it wasn't going to get out of hand. She made sure to make some clinical sounding tips for the kissing, to prevent it from feeling intimate. And in all honesty, it did feel pretty clinical. They leaned together and kissed, Susan gave him a review and some other tips, and they high-fived and he went out on his date. It was like a reverse good night kiss. They both told themselves that yes, it was a weird, titillating little journey they were taking, but it wasn't going to turn into anything more. It was dangerous, but fun.
And it continued to be weird and fun, pretty much every other day, as Matt seemed to be able to generate an endless supply of dates from his dating app. Susan kept the kissing practice/breath check as unromantic as possible, giving tips before, during and after. But it was also inevitable that over time, kissing lessons would become detailed. It wasn't long before the lessons graduated from a simple kiss to second or third date kiss, or how to handle a make out session. But this was mostly just Susan explaining it, they didn't actually make out. But some things, like where to put your hands and when to bring the tongue out, required actual practice. The first time Susan told Matt to try to bring in the tongue, he practically went down her throat, so she had to retrain him.
"Ok, so rather than thrust the tongue out wide open, you need to ease it in slowly," she said. "Tease it a little to make sure she wants it, and then gradually work it into the kiss."
She demonstrated what she meant, starting with a soft kiss and slowly easing her tongue into his mouth, and suddenly Matt didn't feel like it was a lesson anymore, and he felt his legs going out from under him. When she finally eased back, he gasped his approval.
"Wow, that was, um pretty fricking incredible," he said, edging towards the door. "I guess I should go now."
Susan realized that maybe that kiss had lasted a bit too long. The front of Matt's pants had gone serious tent shape, there was no hiding the boner, and no hiding the wet stain on the front of his pants. He had become so aroused by the kiss that he had unloaded in his shorts.
"Hang on Matt, you can't go out of the house like that," she said. "Those shorts don't go with that shirt, you need to go with another color."
Matt immediately recognized that Susan knew what happened, but was giving him a rescue so he could go change out of his wet shorts. He nodded his appreciation and went back upstairs to change his shorts. After he came back down he went with a very quick and uneventful breath check and then headed out the door. He was obviously embarrassed and Susan felt bad for him.
A few nights later, Matt came down on his way out on another date when Susan had him stop for a chat before the pre-date check.
"I wanted to give you another piece of advice about dating, and this is going to be kind of personal, so I need you to sit down," she said.
Matt immediately took a chair, he was thinking that this talk might be about unloading in his shorts last time.
"So at your age, you have a lot of...energy, and sometimes that can, um, overwhelm the rest of your body, to the point where certain...parts of your body are having too much, uh, influence over things. What I'm trying to say is, that it might be a good idea, if you, sort of, um, well, relieved that tension before going on a date, and that way you might be more focused on the conversation, rather than, the uh, other thing."
Matt stared at her blankly. "Can you say that again?"
Susan took a deep breath and set herself. "What I'm trying to say is, that you might think about, um, masturbating before you go on a date," she said, closing her eyes in embarrassment when she said it. "It might clear your head, make you more relaxed, so you can maybe land that second date."
Matt was quiet for a moment and seemed pretty perplexed, and Susan thought for a moment she may have gotten too personal. But after a while he finally spoke up.
"You know, that really makes sense," he said. "I am too distracted sometimes, and maybe that would be a way to fix that."
Susan nodded supportingly, and Matt walked back upstairs awkwardly as Susan breathed a sigh of relief. She waited in the kitchen by the door, figuring he would be down in five minutes or so.
But it was a full 30 minutes later when Matt came trudging down the stairs, looking a bit sheepish, but more relaxed. Susan grinned and gave him a thumbs up, and when they did the breath check he was definitely more controlled and less nervous. He even slipped in a little tongue on her, causing her to jump a little and laugh.
"You were right, I do feel better," he said. "Yet another good tip."
"Great, well hopefully this will help you get to a second date," she laughed. "Uh, if you don't mind me asking, why did it take so long?"
He blushed. "I don't know, if it's just me by myself it just takes me a while," he said, then added with a grin, "I like to practice."
Susan laughed and waved him out the door. What Matt didn't tell her was that the entire time he was jerking off he was thinking about kissing her. What she didn't tell him was that she was imagining him doing it the entire time.
Matt didn't get home until really late that night. Susan was still up, in her bed, a bit distracted by her own thoughts, and heard him banging around in the kitchen.
"Matt is that you out there?" she called, though it wasn't really a serious question, she knew Tom was still out of town.
It got quiet for a minute, and then Matt poked his head into her bedroom. "Yeah, it's me, I'm sorry I was making so much noise I had a little too much to drink," he slurred.
"That's ok, I was awake anyway," she said from under the covers of her bed. "How was the date?"
"Great. It was so great, so much better because I, uh, did that thing beforehand," he stammered out as he walked into the room. "You were 100% right about that, I was focused on the conversation, I was interesting, I had a really good time."
"Wow, tell me more," she said.
Matt half stumbled across the room, made his way to the bed and plopped down on his back on the bottom half of the bed. He was clearly drunk.
"Well we had a good conversation, enjoyed drinking a few beers, then went back to her place and had some more drinks, and then we sat down on the couch and started making out," he said. "And by the way, thanks for all the tips on that, youda been proud of me.
"Then, it starts getting really hot and heavy, and she puts her hand, like right on my, um shorts. And thanks again for that idea of jerking one out early, because when she started rubbing my shorts I woulda lost my load too soon if I hadn't done that."
Susan squirmed a bit in the bed, but if she was uncomfortable Matt wouldn't have picked up on it anyway.
"So then she takes my shorts off," he said, almost in disbelief. "And then she gives me an incredible blow job, I mean mind blowing epic. And I offered to go down on her too, but she said that she didn't do that on the first date."
Susan was blushing hard at Matt's rare detailed description, but he had his eyes closed. "Well that sounds good, do you think you'll have another date?" she asked.
He was quiet for a long time and she thought he might have passed out, but then he finally responded. "No she wasn't really my type," he said.
Susan couldn't help but laugh. "Oh well, at least it went well."
He didn't respond, and she could tell by his heavy breathing that he was out. She breathed a sigh of relief, because what he didn't know was that right before he came home she was working out some of her own issues, with her life-like vibrator that she had come to call Mattyboy. She had just gotten the covers over her and Mattyboy when Matt had walked in the room.
Looking at Matt's lifeless body stretched out across the bottom of the bed, she couldn't help but admire his muscular, tanned body. She had also had a few glasses of wine, and was still worked up after her interrupted session with the vibrator, and she idly turned the vibrator back on, knowing that he wasn't going to wake up if a bomb went off. Looking at him, she ran the edge of the vibrator around the edges of her wet pussy, teased her clit, and then slid it inside, gasping softly.
She eased the vibrator in and out as she continued to enjoy the visual of the hard young body at the foot of the bed. Almost in a daze, she reached down and unbuttoned the top button of Matt's shirt. He barely moved, and she reached down and popped another button, then another, without him stirring at all. Before long, his shirt was hanging wide open, and she licked her lips as she looked at his tanned, toned chest as she continued to pleasure herself. She was pretty sure she had lost her mind, but she couldn't stop herself, as she leaned down and carefully unbuttoned the top button of his shorts, and then zipped them down, showing his gray boxers underneath. Her mouth watered looking at his nearly naked body. She briefly thought about taking all his clothes off, maybe even ravaging him right there, but she held herself back. She propped herself up with some pillows so that she was sitting up, and carefully and quietly slipped out from the covers. She was wearing a short silk robe, which she let fall wide open, and she kissed and licked the dildo as she looked at his unbuttoned shorts. Then she moved the dildo down between her legs and slowly eased it in and out, shamefully imagining that the cock inside her was Matt's. It wasn't long before she exploded in a strong orgasm, and it took all of her effort to not scream out.
Not that Matt would've woken up, he was still deep in a slumber. She buttoned up his shorts and slowly buttoned up his shirt, enjoying every minute of having her hands on him, before she slipped back under the sheets and fell into a blissful sleep. In her dreams she took his shorts all the way off and kissed and licked his cock until it became rock hard and exploded into her mouth.
When she woke up the next morning, he was gone, and it was 10 am before he dragged downstairs, visibly hungover. Susan was a little apprehensive that he might remember certain parts of the previous night, but she needn't worry.
"I don't know what I did last night, or what I said last night, but if I said or did anything terrible I'm apologizing in advance," he said. "I think I accidentally crashed in your bed."
Susan grinned, both at his comments and at her own relief. "Yeah, you came in pretty drunk last night," she said. "Coffee?"
He nodded and sat on a kitchen stool. They chatted a little about what he had said, though she left out a lot of the detail, and he groaned at his groggy memories. They were laughing about them being in bed together when Tom walked in, he had unexpectedly finished a business trip early.
"I almost came in last night, but the weather cancelled my flight," he said.
"Oh well, you didn't miss anything last night," said Susan, winking slyly at Matt. "Great to have you home now."
It was nice to have Tom home, in a way, but Susan and Matt had also gotten to enjoy their playful run of the house with him gone. And he had shockingly decided that he was taking a full week off, so it really put the damper on things. Matt did get to spend some time with his dad, playing some golf and hanging out by the pool, though half the time Tom was yelling into the phone about some big merger. Susan also enjoyed having a man in the house she was actually allowed to have sex with. But they both also spent a lot of time thinking about breath checks, kissing practice and other adventures real and imagined. By the time Tom headed back out of town on another business is business trip, they had built on a bit of anticipation. Adding to the intrigue, the upstairs shower had a plumbing issue, so Matt was having to take his showers in the master bath. Granted, there were other showers in the house, but Matt liked the idea of using the bathroom where Susan had all her silky robes and perfumes scattered about.
The two of them were hanging out by the pool, talking about Matt's date for that night. Occasionally Matt would show Susan the picture of his date, and she couldn't help but notice that they frequently looked a lot like her. They were also typically older.
"You haven't been on a date in a week, are you sure you remember how?" Susan teased.
"I remember enough. But I am looking forward to more advanced kissing advice," he joked.
Susan blushed and smirked. "I think you got it figured out pretty well," she replied.
"Thanks. Ok for me to use your shower?"
Susan gave him a thumbs up and Matt went in to grab a shower. She watched him walk across to the house, admired his sturdy young frame and remembered having him nearly naked on her bed. She made a mental note to get new batteries for her vibrator. As her eyes traced the curve of his ass, she couldn't help but wonder how he would look fully nude. After he had been gone a few minutes, she followed inside and quietly slipped into the master bedroom. The door to the bathroom was halfway open, and she went over and peaked inside. Matt was inside the bathroom, fully naked, facing away from her. She couldn't believe how perfect he look fully naked, fit and muscular with sharp tan lines. His ass was beyond perfect. She breathlessly watched him walking around the bathroom, and realized he had picked up one of her silk robes and was smelling it. Then he set it down by the sink and stepped through the large glass door into the shower. The air in the shower had gotten too steamy for her to see much, but she could follow his outline moving around.
She turned away from the door and leaned back against the wall. She couldn't believe that he was smelling her robe. Passionately. She was giddy with the idea that he might be aroused by that, might be attracted to her, being so much older than he was. On the other hand, what the heck was she doing, was she out of her mind?
She had lost herself for a moment thinking about his naked body walking around the adjacent room, and before she knew it she realized he had gotten out of the shower and was halfway across the bathroom. She wouldn't have time to get to the bedroom door, so she quickly stepped back into the walk in closet, out of his view.
Matt just naturally assumed that Susan was still out by the pool, and he had decided to complete his pre-date jerk off right there on her bed. There was something deliciously naughty about jerking one out on her silk sheets. He eased back on the bed, holding her black robe, and held it up to his face and drank in the scent of her perfume. Then he visualized her in the hot bathing suit she had been wearing by the pool, and relived some of their better kissing moments. It wasn't long before he was rock hard and vigorously pumping his cock.
Susan, seeing that Matt's face and eyes were covered by the robe, realized that she could slip by the bed and out the bedroom door without him seeing. But as she walked by the bed, she couldn't help but stop and look at the beautiful young body writhing in pleasure on the bed. She was mesmerized by his sturdy cock, and once again thrilled at the idea that his source of arousal was smelling her on her robe. She was frozen to the ground watching him pump his cock with one hand and rub the robe on his face with the other.
As he neared orgasm, Matt took one final breath into the robe and then pulled it down, and to his utter shock saw Susan standing right there beside the bed. He gasped something, but he was already over the edge and there was no stopping him, so he had no choice but to continue to pump his cock. He had an odd combination of embarrassment at being caught and incredible arousal at seeing Susan there watching him.
Susan was still frozen to the ground, partly because of being caught, but also because she was spellbound by watching Matt on the edge of orgasm. She stood there, stupified, as Matt exploded in an orgasm and shot his load all over his stomach. She stood there still, mouth wide open, as his breathing slowly leveled out, and finally she collected herself enough to turn and walk out of the room, without a word. Matt scampered upstairs shortly after.
It was a good half hour before Matt got up the nerve to come downstairs, and Susan was not around for the final pre-date check. He felt pretty embarrassed, and he knew she did too, so he figured it might be best to let it go for now.
He stayed out late on purpose, and she wasn't up when he got home, so it wasn't tell the next morning that they had to face the mutual embarrassment. They had mumbled a few cordial greetings and were drinking coffee when Susan bridged the subject.



"Hey Matt, I'm, um, really sorry about yesterday, I feel terrible about that whole business," she said.
Matt looked at her bewildered. "I'm the one who should be sorry, I thought you were out by the pool, I had no business doing that, um business on your bed."
Susan couldn't hide a slight smile. "I understand, sometimes you just got to do your business. Business is business."
They sat in silence for a few moments, and then they both just started giggling, and then just outright laughing. As tense as they both were just moments before, looking back on the whole thing seemed more humorous in hindsight.
"If I'm being honest, you looked like you were watching a slow motion train wreck," Matt laughed.
"Well you looked at me like Godzilla had walked into the room," Susan replied.
They cracked a few more jokes before getting silent for another minute or two.
"I am sorry about the whole bathrobe thing," Matt said. "I hope that doesn't ruin that robe for you, it looks really good on you."
Susan smiled. "No worries. I'll take it as a compliment."
"Ok, I just wanted to make sure you were going to keep it, because if you weren't I was gonna ask you if I could have it," Matt joked, evoking a shriek from Susan, who followed it up by throwing a pop tart at him.
"Hey, just do me a favor, if you're going to rip one out on my bed, just give me some advanced warning next time," Susan grinned.
"Why, so you can get your camera ready?" Matt fired back, leading to another shriek and another thrown pop tart.
Late that afternoon they were out by the pool, enjoying the sunset with a pitcher of margaritas and talking about how Matt only had one more week of summer before he would have to go back to school for his final year. It had been an interesting summer to say the least, and they were both talking about how they had gone from kinda hating each other to really enjoying hanging out. And how much he had learned about dating from all of her advice.
"So do you have any dates lined up for the last week?" Susan asked.
Matt took a long drink and stared blankly at the pool. "I don't have any dates lined up," he said. "To be honest with you, I haven't had a date in more than a month. I mostly stopped setting up dates when we started doing the breath check and kissing practice, because all that was more fun than the dating. I have to be honest, all the girls I went out with were not nearly as fun and sexy as you," he said, and let a long pause go by for that to sink in. "Even though you are just a Suemomma."
Susan laughed at the last line, but she was also pretty moved by Matt's other comments. The idea that such a studly young man would find her fun and sexy was a big boost, especially because her husband never seemed to find the time to be around.
"Thank you Matt, that's very kind," she said. "And I think you're really fun and sexy too, and I've really enjoyed helping to teach you the finer points of dating, and kissing...and of course masturbating on my bed."
Now it was Matt's turn to roar with laughter, and they decided to toast the moment with a shot of tequila, as the beautiful late summer sun slowly gave way to dusk.
"I have to admit though, masturbating on your bed had to be one of the highlights of the summer," Matt said. "I won't forget the look on your face for a long time."
"Ahh, yes," she said. "I get that look when a sexy young guy is going business time on my sheets."
They both got quiet for a while after that, and it seemed clear that they were both reliving that moment, reveling in the memory, which for both of them had come to focus more on the eroticism of the moment than the shock of the moment.
After a long pause, Susan finally spoke. It may have been the tequila talking, because Susan almost felt like it was someone else saying the words coming out of her mouth. "Ya know, if you decided to go in and take a shower in my bathroom, and then spend some time naked on my sheets, then I would be ok with that," she said. "I might even wander in and watch you for a while."
"Well that would be interesting," said Matt, almost trembling with the thought of it. "Since I have been thinking about that exact thing all day."
"Just understand that if I do happen to wander in, purely by accident, that I would only be watching, no touching," Susan said.
"That's more than perfect," Matt said, and before the words were out of his mouth he was hopping up and heading into the house towards the shower.
Susan suddenly felt flush and incredibly nervous, realizing what she had set up. But she also felt incredibly excited and aroused, in a way she hadn't been in a long time. She slipped into the bedroom, lit some candles by the bed, and hid in the closet, just like before. He ended up taking so long in the shower that she started changing her mind, and then she swung back the other way and slipped into a long silky robe and a lacy bra and panty set. As she stood waiting in the closet, trembling with anticipation, she was pretty sure she had completely lost her mind.
Finally Matt walked out of the bathroom, completely naked, his late summer tan shining in the candlelight. She was once again mesmerized watching him, but this time she wasn't afraid of being caught, and it had a whole other element of co-naughtiness.
Matt sat back on the bed, propped up by pillows, and angled himself toward the closet, where he had to suspect that Susan was. He poured some oil onto his chest and stomach, and began rubbing it slowly on himself, taking his time, going from his thighs to his shoulders. He was already semi aroused, and Susan was mostly fixated on his growing cock, which he soon took into his hand and began to slowly stroke.
Then he rose up on his knees on the bed, and turning towards the closet, he began to put on a show of stroking his cock, moaning softly and slightly gyrating. Then he stood up, and walked around in front of the closet, again, stroking his cock in an obvious show for Susan.
Susan was practically shaking all over watching him, her eyes had to be coming out of her head. Having a hot, young stud walking around naked in her room was one thing, but the naughtiness of it being her step son was overwhelming.
Matt returned to the bed and eased back on the pillows and got back down to business. His cock was rock hard now and he made a show of pointing it straight up towards the ceiling and slowly stroking it from tip to base.
As if in a trance, Susan came walking slowly out of the closet, her robe hanging wide open and showcasing her sexy lingerie. She came up beside the bed and in one of the greatest acts of control of her life, stopped just short of climbing on. She just stood by the edge of the bed and watched him slowly masturbating.
Now it was Matt's turn to be mesmerized, looking spellbound, watching Susan's beautiful body in the candlelight right beside the bed. It took a herculean effort to not reach out to her, grab her and pull her down on the bed with him, but he knew that was against what she had set as a rule, and also against what he wanted to do. She was his step mom after all. He did, however, have an idea for a mid-range compromise.
"What if we did some practice kissing right now," he whispered. "Kissing only, nothing else."
Susan wanted to do that immediately, but she was also sure it was a bad idea. "I don't know," she said. "We did say no touching."
Matt looked at her longingly. "Yeah, but if you think about it, we've already done the kissing thing, and you've already watched me masturbate, so the only thing different is we're doing it at the same time."
Susan hesitated for a moment, looked down, and then he could see her giving in. She leaned forward over the edge of the bed and kissed him, softly at first but then deeper. She could feel his arousal in his mouth, it was almost overwhelming. And he did a perfect job of bringing the tongue out, gradually, though at this point she would've been ok if he had rammed it down her throat.
She steadied herself with one hand on his chest, violating the pre-discussed rules of engagement, and then they settled into a seriously lip-grinding make out session. Matt was still stroking his cock, but he was enjoying himself way too much to be in a hurry, so it was alternating stroking to lightly touching. But there was no way he was going to last long, and Susan could sense that as well. It was all she could do to not rip off her panties and rub her wet clit.
She pulled her lips away for a moment and turned her head to enjoy a close up view of Matt's rigid cock, pulsating and growing to new heights. When Matt saw her looking at his cock he knew he was past the point of no return, and he felt his orgasm welling up.
Susan's lips came back to Matt's, and she pushed his mouth open and pulled his tongue deep into her mouth, sucking on it hard as she looked at his cock and imagined that being what she was sucking. Matt responded, thrusting his tongue hard in and out of her mouth, using his tongue to fuck her mouth. They fell into an intense, wet rhythm of him thrusting and her sucking his tongue, harder and deeper each time.
The orgasm he had was almost painful in its intensity, he was pretty sure he made some really scary noises. Susan contributed some low moans that made his orgasm seem to go on and on. Eventually Susan stopped kissing him, and went into the bathroom and brought back a hand towel.
"That's ok, I just wipe it onto the sheets," Matt joked.
"Ha-ha," said Susan, throwing him the towel. "I thought I noticed something sticky last night."
She pulled her robe closed, sat down on the edge of the bed and dreamily watched him wipe up the ample load off of his stomach. "You really do have a fantastic body," she said, gazing down on him.
"Thanks. I would trade mine for yours any day though, I think you're beyond smokin' hot."
Susan smiled and fought off the need to blush. It felt really good to be appreciated. "Well I wish your dad thought so," she said.
"I think he does, I just think he works too much," he said. "Business is business, all that."
"True, business is business," she said wistfully. She looked long and hard at the gorgeous naked body stretched out across her bed. "But fun is pretty fun too."
Epilogue
HE HAD HER, was what Matt was thinking later that night, after the epic moments of masturbating on her bed while they passionately kissed. Man that was hot. Now that they had crossed that line, Matt felt sure that within 3 or 4 days he could convince her to go from that stage to maybe giving him a hand job, or a blow job, and that with any luck he might be fully having sex with her before he went off to college. Matt had become utterly obsessed with Susan over the last few months, and had spent so much time fantasizing about her that he had developed detailed fantasies of them having sex in her bedroom, maybe in her bathroom, in several different positions. He had even developed fantasies where he would come home on weekends for a raucous fuck-fest, or even fantasy where she and his Dad split up, and they ended up moving in together.
SHE HAD HIM, was what Susan was thinking as she stared at the ceiling above her bed, remembering the moment when she watched him climax while she vigorously sucked on his tongue. Her mouth watered just thinking about it. She could hardly believe that at her age, she could still have attracted such a virile younger man. But she had spent some time imagining certain scenarios. Like her giving him a blow job in the hot tub. Or her wrapping her legs around his head as he buried his tongue into her on the pool table. Or her bent over the kitchen counter as he plunged his cock into her from behind. Or them fucking like animals outdoors on the pool furniture. Or a variety of other scenarios that basically involved every kind of sexual position known to man, performed in every single room of the house. She figured that by tomorrow, she would have elevated the masturbation game up to full on sex. Two days, tops. And then Matt would become her little fuck toy, who would come home on weekends for her pleasure. Plus, if Tom ever left her, she would be able to control him when she needed someone to testify on her behalf that he was a neglectful husband.
HE HAD THEM, was what Tom was thinking, as he watched the video for the fifth time of his wife giving his son a hand job while they made out. When he installed hidden cameras all over the house, he expected he might catch Susan in some infidelity, but this was even better. He had been with Susan for five years, and he had been banging his even younger secretary for two years, so he had been planning a clean exit for a while. With this footage he would be able to divorce Susan without having to pay much alimony. He would, of course, spare his son any embarrassment by not getting him involved, unless there was at some point down the road where he needed to gain some leverage over his son, then he would use the video to blackmail him. Business was business after all.
He figured he would wait out the week to see if there were any other videos that emerged. He had secret cameras in every room of the house, so if it was going to happen, he would get to watch it. He rewound the video and started watching it for the sixth time. He had to admit, there was something really hot about watching it, something really decadent and naughty. They weren't even having full on sex, and it still made his heart pump like crazy. He even having a little chest pain. Imagine how hard his heart would be throbbing if they were having full on sex, he thought. It might even be dangerous.



        Sibling Eye Candy Adventure

        Hot brother/sister discover joys of exhibitionism.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sibling-eye-candy-adventure

Title: Sibling Eye Candy Adventure

Author: SPEN STERLING

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Hot brother/sister discover joys of exhibitionism.

Tags: brother/sister, brother, exhibitionism, sister




Like so many of life's stories, this one started out due to a conflagration of random and unexpected events. Event one was Mr. and Mrs. Smith's decision to reconfigure the upstairs of their home given that the kids, Dan and Amanda, had gone off to college for their final years. Mr. and Mrs. Smith had reached the conclusion that the kids' final years in college would mean that they would be moving on and moving out, welcome back on occasion for long weekends. Mr. and Mrs. Smith had discovered that having the house to themselves made for much more in the way of sexy time, and Mr. Smith's recent discovery of the joys of Viagra had led them to new heights in the sex department.
With that in mind they decided to change the overall vibe of the upstairs. The thinking, primarily by Mr. Smith, revolved around the idea of converting the two upstairs bedrooms into other uses, and converting the two bathrooms, formerly adjacent to those bedrooms, into a one big bathroom spa, which would be used primarily by Mr. Smith in the pursuit of amorously plundering Mrs. Smith at every opportunity. So they turned one bedroom into his office, the other bedroom into her office, and the bathroom into a kind of destination love nest. There was a jacuzzi perched on a ledge in one corner, a walk in shower on another corner, a steam room in the third corner, and two sinks on opposite ends of the bath. Two toilet rooms were designed with total privacy in mind, they were only accessible from each bedroom, so the bath was just for luxuriating and having lustful sex, which they did manage to do, in nearly every imaginable way and in most every corner. Like Mrs. Smith sitting atop Mr. Smith in a suds filled bath while he licked suds off her tits. Or Mr. and Mrs. Smith giving each other oily hand jobs in the shower while he kissed her tits. Or like Mr. Smith bending Mrs. Smith over the sink and plowing her while he fondled her tits. Or Mrs. Smith giving Mr. Smith an epic sweaty blow job in the steam bath, while he thought about how nice it would be to be sucking on her tits. Now would be a good time to clarify that Mrs. Smith had exceptionally nice tits.
Mr. Smith had even foreseen the wisdom of mood lighting and a stereo sound system, which was generally set on smooth jazz, though when he had Mrs. Smith bent over at the sink fondling her tits he did opt to crank some energetic heavy metal. The new bathroom quickly became known as the sex bathroom, as in "hey, what do you think about visiting the sex bathroom tonight?"
Event two was that shortly into the spring semester of 2020, not months after the completion of the sex bathroom and not near long enough for the novelty and energy of the sex bathroom to wear off, Covid shut down the college and the kids had to come back home. So Mr. and Mrs. Smith had to frantically convert the two upstairs rooms back into bedrooms and dismantle as much of the sex element of the sex bathroom, which was now to become a shared bath between siblings, much to the significant dismay of Dan and Amanda, not to speak of Mr. and Mrs. Smith. Dan and Amanda tried to make the best of it, creating a set of casual rules and rough scheduling, which led to some less than casual arguing and some more strident rules and scheduling. The most significant rule revolved around door locks, so that when one person was using the bathroom, they would lock the door adjacent to the other person's bedroom. Of course that led to Amanda and/or Dan forgetting to UNLOCK said adjacent door, which led to yelling and/or causing the locked out victim to stomp around the upstairs to get access through the guilty door-locker's room.
Event three occurred a few weeks into the sharing of the formerly sex bathroom, on a day when Amanda thought Dan was at his weekly morning tennis match, and Dan thought Amanda was at her weekly outdoor covid-safe yoga session. Unbeknownst to either, Dan's weekly tennis match had been cut short due to his playing partner's stomach issues related to last night's Mexican food and more specifically tequila, and Amanda's covid-safe yoga session had been cancelled due to the yoga teacher catching covid due to some covid-unsafe activities with her landlord, who's wife was just sharp enough to connect those two dots. All that led to Amanda being in the bathroom with the door left unlocked, and Dan barging into the bathroom like he owned the place. Which would have been ok, except that Amanda was casually dressed in what can only be described as a very revealing and very pink bra and panty set, which caused a significant processing delay for Dan, in that he was shocked and surprised to see his sister in the bathroom, was shocked and surprised to see that she was half naked, and was shocked and surprised at how good she looked in pink underwear.
Amanda, on the other hand, had a much shorter processing delay.
"What the fuck Dan!" she shouted, making a weak attempt to cover herself up from her mouth gaping brother.
"Oh shit, sorry sis," he stammered, collecting himself from his shock and surprise enough to turn away in embarrassment and stumble back out the door.
It was a five second moment, a flash of vision and circumstance, but the impact was heavy. Back in his room, Dan collected his embarrassed wits enough to realize that he was hardly at fault, that she had left the damn door unlocked and even ajar, maybe even that he had apologized too quickly, which led him to inject a verbal protestation on how unjustly he had been treated, which led to another response from his still shocked and embarrassed sister that included a few more f-bombs.
Dan chose to continue to retreat from the situation and sat back on his bed, where he spent some time trying to contain his rising indignation, some time to consider mitigating the dispute, and a lot of time thinking about the image of his sister in her underwear. It had only been a flash, but like a nude scene from a movie he kept replaying it in his head, watching her turn towards him in slow motion and her mouth coming open in shock, while his eyes slowly traversed the area from the top of her feet to her hairline, all of which involved a lot of skin. His mind couldn't help but embellish, creating even more exposed skin, even more slow motion.
Meanwhile Amanda was still red faced and half naked at the sink, angry that Dan had barged into the bathroom, angry that she had been so stupid to have not closed the door, angry that he had seen her naked. But somewhere in all of that she was flustered and for some bizarre reason aroused on some level when she thought about him looking at her half naked body. Which made her even more angry.
Now would be as good a time as any to mention an extremely important angle to this story. Dan and Amanda were two people extremely well blessed by genes. To say they were both attractive people would be a significant understatement. What they were was ridiculously hot, the kind of people that turn heads no matter where they went. Dan was just over a year older, but all of his friends would initially go catatonic when they saw her for the first time, and Amanda's friends would become blathering idiots when they laid eyes on him. They were so attractive, in fact, that it was impossible for even a sibling to ignore the fact. As siblings they weren't actually hot for each other sexually, but in terms of appearance, they had to admit that it was hard not to look, and harder not to look approvingly.
This would also be a good time to point out a few other nuances related to the hot thing. Both Dan and Amanda were extremely attractive seniors in college, where just a month ago they had been spending a lot of time in very social and often sexually charged settings with loads of other attractive college aged kids. Amanda had just started dating a strapping young soccer player with a fairly endless appetite for wanton sexual adventure, and Dan had been dating not just one but two stunning young women. One was blonde and one was brunette, and both were smoking hot and so sexually liberated that when they found out that Dan was two-timing them, they decided that was ok and scheduled themselves accordingly. They even went so far as opening up the discussion as to possibly meeting for a romantic interlude on the same night, which led to a three-way chat on how that three-way might evolve, even how certain positions might be enjoyed. For example, there was a lengthy discussion on how the blonde might be perched atop Dan's cock, while the brunette was perched atop Dan's face, and whether or not the blonde and brunette might be kissing while that was going on. Or whether the brunette might consider going down on the blonde while Dan was fucking her doggy style. Or whether the brunette might be inclined to lick on his cock while he was fucking the blonde. All of which was very, very much ok with Dan, who was near ecstatic at the prospects of enjoying his first threesome, which they did indeed actually schedule. Unfortunately they scheduled the event for the Friday night that coincided with the evacuation of campus due to Covid.
So considering that Dan and Amanda had gone from those lofty heights of social and sexual activity to the dismal depths of quarantine and sharing a bathroom with a sibling, there was a considerable amount of anxiety and sexual frustration with absolutely no direction to take it.
So it might be considered reasonable then that Amanda might have a quiver of arousal at being seen naked, and that Dan couldn't seem to get the image of his half naked sister out of his mind. The image in his head did take a bit of a beating at the family dinner when she scowled angrily at him the whole time, leading him to attempt to reconcile things later when it was just the two of them.
"Hey, I'm sorry about what happened earlier, if I could do something to fix things I would," he said.
This didn't ease the glare he got from her. "Well somehow you're going to have to pay for that," she scowled. Eventually she eased up some. "I guess you owe me a favor or something."
Dan skulked off to bed, where he stared at the ceiling for a few hours, or at least towards the ceiling, as he was primarily replaying the image of his half naked sister standing at the sink. Eventually his half asleep mind started playing tricks on him, and instead of just standing at the sink, she turned and slowly walked towards him, smiling and welcoming his adoring gaze. At some point his mind wandered to ways he could further apologize for the event, and he was replaying in his head how she had suggested that he would have to owe her a favor or something. At some point deep in the night he came up with a bizarre and risky way to even the score.
Which is why, at 9 am the next morning, when Amanda walked through the unlocked and unclosed door into the bathroom during her pre-determined time slot, Dan was standing by his sink, dressed in the pink bra and panty set that he had fished out of the dirty clothes hamper.
Amanda went through the expected trifecta of reactions, shock, surprise and then...giggling.
Dan took a moment to stop brushing his teeth. "I figure thish was the fastesh way to get even," he mumbled through a mouthful of toothpaste. He spit to clear his mouth. "I saw you in this get up, so now you get to see me in it."
Amanda had moved from a blushing snicker to a hysterical giggle, one hand over her mouth trying to contain herself. Her brother had indeed rapidly evened the score in a most hilarious fashion, and she had to admit he had knocked it out of the park. She wasn't even that angry that he was badly stretching out what used to be her favorite set of underwear. Seeing a bra on a man was nothing but slapstick comedy, but the little pink panties...well that was slapstick comedy too, but she had to admit that there was definitely something sexy about the material stretched out over his bulging manhood and barely containing his shapely ass. She was laughing, but she was also enjoying the view.
"I will have to hand it to your brother, you have clearly found a way to even the score," she smirked. "And I have to admit my undies look kinda good on you."
Dan chuckled and did a short but enthusiastic dance with his hands above his head. He turned slowly in a full circle, giving Amanda a good view. When he initially came up with the idea for a payback, he thought it was a pretty funny idea, but now that he was on display in front of her and she was hooting and hollering, it had suddenly become something else. Something had clicked in his head, that being on exhibition like this in front of someone, even his sister, was damn sexy. He also suddenly became aware that being on display like this was making him aroused, and as he became aroused his cock was rubbing on the silky material of the panties and making him even harder. Realizing that there was no way that the tight silky material of his sister's panties was going to win the battle over his rapidly growing cock, and not wanting to rip through the panties and go full nude on his sister, he gave an exaggerated bow as Amanda clapped and he made his exit back into his room, closing the bathroom door. Then he opened the bathroom door again, locked it, and grinned at Amanda, who laughed and cheered some more.
After Dan was alone in his room he realized that his heart was beating fast and his stomach had butterflies. Being on display in front of his sister had created some unexpected results, not the least of which was that his cock had become fully engorged and was straining to get free of his sister's little panties. He reached down and stroked his cock a few times through the silk material and he couldn't believe how aroused he was. He lay back on the bed, replaying the recent moments in the bathroom, thinking about his sister looking at him half naked. He slipped the panties off and in a move that felt both terrible and uncontrollable, he wrapped the panties around his cock and began to slowly jack himself off, though it didn't take long at all before he exploded in a powerful orgasm, after which he immediately felt guilty. Not guilty enough to not make plans to do that again, but a little guilty.
Meanwhile, Amanda was still flushed and bothered in the bathroom. Flushed by the recent show put on by her brother, and bothered by the fact that it had actually gotten her a bit worked up. She was also pretty sure that just before Dan had made his exit he was clearly starting to get aroused, she could see the growing outline pushing against the material of her panties. For a moment she tried to imagine what he would look like without the panties, before blushing again and chastising herself for such taboo thoughts.
It wasn't until later in the day that the two of them had any more interaction, Amanda was watching tv in the living room when Dan walked in with a big grin.
"Hey I've decided to hang on to those underwear," he said. "I think I made some unexpected discoveries about myself this morning."
Amanda laughed. "Get your own drag wear brother, I am not giving up my favorite underwear for your experiments. Though I will have to admit that you didn't look terrible in that color."
"Ok, ok, I will give them back...tomorrow," he grinned.
"Tomorrow?" she said. "I'm a little worried they might be too stretched out by then."
The words had barely gotten out of her mouth before she realized the implications of the words "stretched out" and she immediately blushed. She didn't know if he knew that she had noticed, but her blush likely gave her away.
Dan laughed nervously as well, wondering if she had indeed noticed the growing bulge that had indeed probably stretched out her panties. He also had a flashback to a vision of him wrapping those same panties around his cock and stroking himself off, and he imagined her putting those same panties back on soon. He also made a decision that he would defile those panties once again before giving them back.
"Well, at any rate, bravo on your clever idea for payback," she said. "I think that was a fair compensation."
"Was it though?" said Dan with a grin. "To be honest I think it was well beyond fair. I mean, I got like a two second look at you, you got to see me in your underwear for a good five minutes."
"Was it really five minutes?" she giggled. "It seemed like it was over quick."
"It was at least five minutes, plus I did a dance," he replied. "I think I went above and beyond!"
"Well I guess I'll just have to pay it back somehow," she said, and once again immediately questioned what in the world she was saying, while also wondering what in the world she was thinking, which was that perhaps getting half naked again in front of her brother as a payback might be a reasonable thought.
And yet that wholly unreasonable thought kept her up that night, tossing and turning, half of her mind focused on the idea of parading around half naked in front of her brother, the other half of her mind wondering if she had completely lost her mind. She realized at some point in the night that her hand had impulsively drifted down between her legs and she was stroking her panties as she visualized herself on display. It had been way too long since she had enjoyed sex, she told herself.
Over in Dan's bed, a similar scene was taking place, as Dan tossed and turned and thought about the potential for having another shot at seeing his very hot sister half naked, this time for longer than a flash. It was wrong to think about it, but it was all he had to think about.
Now would be a good time for an update on how badly Dan and Amanda's potentially other sexual distractions were going. For Amanda, her soccer player boyfriend had been less and less interested in virtual sex via zoom, and in recent days had completely ghosted her, leading her to wonder if he had other options. He did. Ironically enough, her soccer player boyfriend had rekindled a playful but fulfilling relationship with his own sister. Back in high school, they had started something called "Massage Club" which started out as a remedy for sore muscles but advanced into some other territories. Massage Club had been on hiatus, but with the quarantine it was back. (For the backstory on the Massage Club, visit the three part series by this same author).
Dan's sex distractions had also taken a devastating turn. As you may recall he was days from having his first threesome with his blonde and brunette college girlfriends, who had set a date and even planned some potential activities for the group to enjoy. But then Covid closed down the school and ended that party. The three of them did continue to text about the potential for the threesome, with many a lurid detail about some of the many different ways the three of them might spend an afternoon naked. Those discussions had waned though, at least for Dan, because as it turned out the blonde girlfriend and the brunette girlfriend started texting more as a twosome, and talking more about what they might do to one another during the three way encounter, which gravitated to what they might do to one another were Dan to not be in attendance at all, which eventually evolved to just a full on lesbian sex discussion. As fate would have it, while the blonde girlfriend and the brunette girlfriend lived 6 hours away from Dan, they only lived 20 minutes apart from each other, and given they didn't have much else to do, they ended up doing each other. A lot. What they discovered is that it was actually quite a bit more enjoyable to have a girl's mouth on your clit, because they are a bit more adept at the geography than a college boy, and they also discovered that they kinda liked the sensation of giving that pleasure, which led them to the eventual discovery that going down on each other in the 69 position was like eating cake and pie at the same time, at which point they discovered that there really wasn't a reason for a third in the threesome. Which left Dan out cold.



Given their lack of other sexual distractions it was fairly understandable that both Dan and Amanda put in a fair amount of time thinking about the notion of Amanda "paying back" for the lengthy opportunity to see her brother half naked in a rather fetching bra and panty set, as compared to Dan seeing her half naked in a more limited time frame. Amanda wasn't inclined toward letting her brother look at her half naked for any length of time, but she was also somehow thrilled at the notion of being on display. Dan was definitely thinking about the chance to see his sister half naked again, and he too was also remembering how erotic it was to be on display.
So it was a mixture of excitement and fear for Dan when he heard Amanda go into the bathroom the next morning. To his excitement, not only did she not lock the door on his side, she actually left it slightly open. Wary of getting yelled at for barging in, he knocked softly on the door. There was a long moment of silence, and then Amanda called out "Come in."
Dan held his breath as he pushed the door open and stepped into the bathroom, not sure what to expect. He had hoped that his sister would be half naked, like before, but to his disappointment she was wearing a bathrobe. Suddenly he realized how awkward he looked.
"Morning sis," he said blushing. "I was just coming to, uh, brush my teeth real quick."
Amanda grinned at him as he fumbled with the toothpaste. "Yeah right," she said. "You came in here expecting another show, didn't you?"
"Um, no, uh, I guess maybe, I was thinking that you had sort of said that, uh, you were gonna pay me back, like giving me a longer show like I gave you. I guess."
Amanda was smirking at him as he delivered the word salad of gibberish. "So your pervy ass would really want to see me again in my bra and panties, huh?"
Dan's high hopes were falling into the wayside of despair and humiliation as he shrugged and lamely attempted to brush his teeth. Amanda continued to smirk at him derisively for a few more quiet moments, and then she casually shrugged the bathrobe off as if it was no big deal, and she was standing six feet away from Dan dressed in a lacy black bra and panty set that may have been more sexy than the original but was certainly sexy enough to cause Dan to freeze, with his hand on his toothbrush, his toothbrush in his mouth, and toothpaste dribbling down his chin.
"Five minutes perv," she grinned. "Then you get out."
As Dan tried to remember how to breathe, Amanda just continued to go through her morning routine as if nothing was different. Dan's eyes never left her as she brushed her hair, washed her face, put on her makeup. Her body was beyond fantastic, it was like he was watching a Victoria Secret model waltzing around in front of him. Luckily he was wearing shorts that blocked his rock hard cock.
Amanda, meanwhile, was having her own heart flutterings, as Dan's attentive gaze had her realizing that she really enjoyed being an exhibitionist. She knew just how to walk, and turn, and stand, and bend over, and she could tell when she hit a hot pose -- Dan's mouth would fall open even further.
Eventually Amanda declared that his five minutes were up, that the show was over and he had to get out of the bathroom. Dan staggered out and fell onto his bed, his mind reeling with the images of his very hot, half naked sister. His cock was still burning, and he was about to reach down and grab himself when the bathroom door opened and Amanda stuck her head around it.
"Hey, so tomorrow I don't want to be the only one half naked, I expect you to wear these," she said, tossing him the black panties that she had just been wearing. "I won't make you wear the bra."
Dan briefly thought about the fact that Amanda was likely naked on the other side of the door, briefly thought about what that might look like, briefly considered how he was going to fit his crew into the lacy black panties and briefly jerked off using the black panties both mental and physical stimulation. He had to admit that he liked the feeling of the silk panties on his cock more than the lace, but it was hard to complain.
The next morning Dan woke up eager and excited about his five minute visual playdate with his sister, but his cock woke up even more eager. He immediately realized that fitting himself into the lacy black panties was going to be a challenge, but it was pretty inevitable that he was going to be experiencing a significant, likely full on erection within the five minute visual, and that the lacy black panties would not contain that on any level. So he did what any virile young man would do, he jerked off again. And of course he used the panties, in case you were wondering.
So when he donned the lacy black panties he had a nice post orgasm bulge, but it was reasonably well contained. He looked at himself in the mirror before entering the bathroom and he had to admit, he didn't hate how he looked in lacy black panties.
He gave a cursory knock on the door and walked in, his heart beating rapidly from both being on display and being excited about what Amanda would be wearing. She was back in the silk today, a bright red version that immediately had Dan thinking about how they would feel on his cock later. He nodded a greeting as Amanda somehow looked impressed and amused at the same time as she checked him out.
"Not bad bro," she grinned. "I can't believe how good you look in panties."
He blushed. "I can't believe how good these feel on me. May have to change out all my underwear."
They went through the motions, pretending to be doing the usual things in the bathroom, when most of their efforts were stealing lingering glances at the other person's half naked body. But at some point they quit trying to pretend, and just stopped doing anything but looking at each other. They stood in the bathroom, five feet apart, and just admired each other's bodies. It wasn't really sexual, it was more like enjoying eye candy. Watching sports highlights. Looking at most of the internet.
While it wasn't exactly sexual, it wasn't exactly non-arousing either, and Dan determined that even though he had made the sacrifice of jerking one out just prior to the show, he was rapidly feeling his cock harden, and realizing that it was not going to be good for the panties. Luckily for him, and the panties, a bell sounded, and Dan realized that Amanda had set up an egg timer on the counter and the the five minutes had passed. She grinned and shooed him out the door.
He collapsed on his bed and closed his eyes, trying to hold the visual of his hot sister standing half naked, her eyes looking admirably at his body. It wasn't long before he was stroking his cock through the black lace of the panties.
Later in the day he found the red silk panties and a black silk robe on his bed, with a note saying "for tomorrow." Turns out that Amanda was spending quite a bit of time thinking about the five minute eye candy sessions and had come up with a way to add some wow factor to the revelation of their half nakedness. So when Dan showed up in the bathroom the next day, wearing the hopelessly stretched red silk panties and black robe, Amanda was also wearing a black silk robe. As she turned to face him, he didn't have to think too much to figure it out. With a flourish, she untied the robe and let it fall open, to dramatically reveal that morning's outfit, which, befitting the reveal, was by far the best to date. She was wearing a one piece light purple lingerie, with lace at the top that mostly covered her breasts, and silk at the bottom that was cut high in the front and hung down at knee level in the back. It was stunning, and she was stunning in it.
"I thought you might be getting tired of the same old panty thing," she said. "I wanted your opinion on this little thing I picked up yesterday."
Dan swallowed hard. "Yes," he said. "My opinion is yes."
She grinned, enjoying the effect she was having on him. "So now it's your turn."
It took a moment for Dan to realize what she meant, what with him being dramatically distracted, but eventually he realized that it was his turn to lose the robe. He untied the clasp and let it fall open, revealing him wearing his sister's red panties, which despite being used to jerk off in just prior, were already showing signs of being stretched.
Amanda nodded her approval, taking special note of the outline of his cock, and she set the timer for five minutes. This time they didn't really pretend to be doing anything else, they just stood their and gawked at each other, occasionally mumbling compliments. Again, it was very much about enjoying the visual spectacle, rather than being sexually attraction. Dan noted the curves of Amanda's breasts under the lacy material, he wasn't sure but he thought her nipples were showing through. And her legs looked fantastic under the silky material of the lingerie. Amanda meanwhile was focused on how nice Dan's fit abdomen trailed down to the top of the red panties, and how they were resting so low on him that she could just see the top of his pubic hairs. When he turned around his ass looked magnificent in the tight panties.
Eventually the timer went off, and the two went their separate ways, to spend the rest of the day thinking about the next morning. Over the course of the next several days, they fell into a consistent pattern, and it became more normal, almost routine. They would meet in the bathroom, remove their bathrobes in the big daily reveal, gawk at each other for five minutes, and then it was over. Dan had developed a pattern of jerking off just before and just after the morning viewing, and occasionally a third time when Amanda's outfit warranted it. He had never masturbated so much in his life. He wasn't alone in that, Amanda had also found herself masturbating way more often, frequently while imagining the visual of her half naked brother. She had purchased a very realistic looking dildo at the beginning of quarantine, and she had developed a habit of looking at it and wondering how it compared to Dan. She had even started mentally calling her dildo Danny, even though that made her feel pretty weird.
After a week of five minute gawking sessions, Dan and Amanda had become pretty casual about the whole thing. It was always a bit of a thrill when the robes were cast aside and Dan could see what sexy outfit Amanda had chosen to torture him with, and Amanda could see how ridiculously funny but sexy Dan looked in the outfit she had worn the previous day. Occasionally one of them would point out how crazy it was that they were parading around in front of each other, but they both justified it by pointing out that they were dressed in about the same amount of clothes as they would wear in front of each other on the beach or at the pool.
"I've actually seen you wear less on the beach," Dan said. He was currently wearing a pair of satin boxer shorts with high cut slits up the side, which Amanda had looked so fantastic in the previous day that he had jerked off with them three times. "It's just like beach wear, it's not like we're getting naked in front of each other."
Amanda looked at herself in the mirror. Today's outfit was a leopard print tank top with tight fitting boys shorts that rode up a little high on her ass. They looked great on her, but she had gotten them because she thought they would look good on Dan. "Well I don't know that I would wear this on the beach," she said. "And I know that you would not wear those on the beach. But you're right, it is not really any more revealing. Like you said, it's not like we're getting naked in front of each other, neither one of us wants that right?"
There was a moment of silence, a lack of response from Dan, that hung in the air for several moments.
"Um, neither of us wants THAT, right?" Amanda repeated.
The way Dan heard it, she wasn't really saying it as an ultimatum, it was more like she was putting it out there as a point for discussion. Or maybe that was the way Dan wanted to hear it.
"I mean, well, I guess that it wouldn't really bother me, I mean, I wouldn't have any problem being naked in front of you, it's just a visual show, it's not like it's something sexual or anything," he said.
Amanda crossed her arms and leaned into one hip, looking at him like he was a pervert. "So you would really want to see ME naked?" she said.
All Dan could think was that even with her arms folder across her chest and her looking at him like he was a pervert, she was still dead sexy. "Well, I mean, damn girl, you're super model hot, even if you are my sister I'd be crazy not to want to see that," he said.
Amanda rolled her eyes and turned back to the mirror to fiddle with something on her sink. Dan had recently been looked at like he was a pervert, but he couldn't help but gawk at the curve of her ass showing from the bottom of her panties.
Just then the timer went off, and Dan regrettably had to peel his eyes off his sister's ass curve. He slunk back into his room and went straight for the bed, laying back in the satin boxer shorts and closing his eyes to remember the visual of his sister bent over the sink. He had just started to stroke his cock through the silky material when his sister popped her head around the corner of the bathroom door. She hesitated in surprise when she saw what he was doing, but she re-grouped quickly.
"I'll agree to getting naked together, but on two conditions," she said. "First, it has to be after the regular five minute session, because I really want to see you in leopard skin. Second, you have to do my laundry for a week."
Dan had not yet collected his mind enough yet to even take his hand off his cock, but he somehow managed to nod in agreement.
Amanda couldn't resist a parting shot. "Looks like my panties are going to need some extra washing."
Dan looked down at her panties, the satin boxers that were barely containing his cock, which was covered by his hand, which if he had his wits about him he would've removed, but he did not. Instead, he had a flood of thoughts, in no particular order.
--He was going to see his hot sister naked
--She was looking forward to seeing him in tight leopard skin
--Wait, she was going to see him naked
--Holy cow, she had seen him jerking off while wearing her lingerie
--He was going to spend a lot of time with her laundry before washing it
--Tomorrow could not come soon enough!
Indeed, Dan hardly slept that night, thinking about seeing his sister fully naked. Her body was so amazing the idea of seeing all of it was overwhelming. He also spent a lot of time thinking about being naked in front of her, it was all so exciting and taboo that sleep was impossible.
In fact, he was so excited about the day's adventure that he forgot to jack off, and didn't remember that until he was standing in the bathroom in his robe, looking at his sister in her robe, and wondering whether or not she was naked underneath the robe, and how she was going to look when that robe fell away, and how he was going to look when his robe fell away, because he definitely had a full on boner that was going to be dangerously stretching the leopard skin material of the very tight underwear he was wearing.
So there they were, six feet apart, both wearing robes, Dan wondering if she was naked underneath and Amanda with a mischievous grin on her face. Technically they were still supposed to do the usual five minute gawking session, and THEN get naked but Dan wasn't sure.
At the moment of truth, Dan slipped his robe off and Amanda...did not.
"I am just going to keep my robe on for now," she said slyly. "I will take it off after the five minutes is up."
So Dan was on display, by himself, his cock steadily getting harder at the thought of seeing his sister naked. The tight boy short style panties was doing a really good job of showing the outline of his cock, and Amanda was not making any "bones" about her attention to that detail.
"I'll have to say, I think I did a great job of picking out your look today," she said. "I may just let you have those."
Dan grinned. He had kinda stopped caring about the fact that his cock had gotten so hard it was tenting the shorts ridiculously. He figured that he was going to be completely naked soon anyway, so it hardly mattered. The five minutes finally passed, just in time to save Dan from ripping through the shorts.
"So I guess its time to get naked huh," Amanda said. She pulled the tie loose on her robe, and as Dan looked on breathlessly she let it fall open and drop away from her shoulders.
But it was not what he expected to see. Instead, Amanda was not naked, she was wrapped in a towel. "Just to clarify, we will be getting naked in front of each other in the steam room," she grinned.
The words sunk in to Dan like anchors. The steam room was big enough for two people, and those two people could be naked, but the steam would make visibility zero. So he had agreed to do a week of laundry for nothing but sitting in a fog.
Amanda walked over to the steam room and stepped inside. "I'll see you inside," she said, as she walked in and then her arm came out and dropped the towel on the floor.
Dan gave a whimper, and sulked his way over to the steam room door. He hadn't even noticed it was running, and it was pea soup inside. He went in and slipped off the shorts he was wearing and immediately started developing fantasies about a break in the steam. Or a power failure.
But the steam was thick, he could hardly see his hand in front his own face. They sat together in the steam room, just a few feet apart, fully naked, but totally invisible to each other.
"How ya doin?" Amanda said after a few silent minutes.
"Oh shut up," Dan replied, causing hysterical laughter from his sister.
"I said we'd be naked together, I didn't say anything about visibility," she laughed.
Dan eventually got over his anger at being conned and started to relax in the heavy steam. He was still just a few feet away from his completely naked and very hot sister, and it felt pretty good being naked. He suddenly realized that because she couldn't see him either, he could reach down and stroke his cock while he imagined what she looked like naked.
It wasn't long before his steamy, sweaty hands had his steamy, sweaty cock in a steamy, sweaty hard on. His mind drifted into a fantasy where suddenly the steam stopped, and his sister was standing there naked in front of him, watching him stroke his cock, while she caressed her perfect tits and licked her lips. Then she got down on her knees in front of him, and....
"What?" he heard her ask, and suddenly he realized that he had let out a very audible groan as he was imagining her taking his cock into her mouth.
"Oh, ah, nothing," he stammered.
It was silent for a moment, and then she said "Oh my god you're touching yourself aren't you?"
"Uh, well, uh, just a little bit," he managed to say, before realizing he could've made any number of other answers that would've been better.
"Geez, you can't spend five minutes in a steam bath with your sister without touching yourself," she said. "You perv."
Realizing that she was not mad and just making fun of him, Dan relaxed. "Sorry, you know men, they just can't keep their hands off themselves."
"You're all horn dogs, I bet you couldn't go one full week without touching yourself," she said.
The comment hung in the air for a moment, a moment that Dan spent formulating a new plan. "Care to make that a bet?" he asked. "If I can go one week without touching my myself, then you have to let me see you naked."
"Well that would have to be the safest bet in history," she laughed. "Are you serious?"
"I'm serious. If I can go one week without touching myself -- touching my, uh cock I should say --then I get to see you completely naked, and by see you I mean I can see you."



"Hmmm. So what do I get if you fail?"
"Two more weeks of laundry duty," he said.
"I think you have a deal, one week puts us at Friday" she said, and Dan saw a hand come out of the mist.
As Dan shook her hand, she said "starting right now," and he realized, with a chill in the steam room, that he was going to have to remove his hand from his rock hard cock, a cock that was probably within a stroke or two of a very steamy, sweaty orgasm, and forgo what would have been a very satisfying release. It was at that moment he had his first sign that he was in for a long week.
He had no idea how hard it was going to be. He had become very accustom to a jerk off session after the five minute eye candy visits, and it was torture to skip that. But over the course of the day, he began to realize that he, as a virile male at the peak of his testosterone years, spent a lot of time touching himself. Or did, before he made that bet.
It was also apparent that it was not going to be remotely possible to hide his emphatic boner during the morning eye candy sessions. At some point in the middle of the boner filled night he decided he was just going to be proud about the fact, even if it meant his sister was going to know that looking at her gave him an erection. She likely knew anyway.
She did know anyway. And she was kinda looking forward to the coming seven days, because she knew he was going to be harder and harder every day, and she was kinda interested to see that bulge. She had even idly thought about the fact that when she shook his hand in the steam room, it had recently been wrapped tightly around his cock. She wasn't worried about the bet thought, she assumed that he was going to give in by mid week.
So the next few days, they continued the same pattern they had established before. They would meet in the bathroom at 8:30 am for the daily reveal, when they would open up their bathrobes. Amanda would be showcasing whatever lingerie she had chosen to torture Dan with, and Dan would be precariously stuffed into whatever Amanda had donned the day before. By Monday, Dan was getting hard if the wind blew, and Amanda, well, she was getting a little worried that Dan might pull off the full week.
On Tuesday morning Amanda showed up in a sexy French maid outfit with an impossibly high skirt and knee high nylons and she made quite a show of bringing Dan a steaming cup of coffee. Dan, in the midst of doing some serious damage to the lacy panties she had him wearing, drank down the entire cup without realizing he probably scalded his mouth.
On Wednesday Amanda showed up in a sexy school girl outfit, with another nearly ass revealing plaid skirt, the tiniest of a midriff exposing button up shirt held together by a flimsy knot, and thigh high white stockings. She once again delivered a cup of coffee to Dan, this time walking over to him with an exaggerated hip swing. She dropped a packet of sugar and made a long slow show of bending over in front of him, showing off the thinest of white thongs under the skirt. Meanwhile Dan was wearing the sexy French maid outfit, which didn't look terrible on him but did expose his balls. If his cock hadn't been sticking straight up, he would be on full display.
Dan's cock had reached a level of constant stiffness that shocked even him. It was almost weird how hard he was, he actually started to worry it might be getting too hard. Despite that, he steadfastly avoided touching himself, even though it took every ounce of concentration.
Now would be a good time to explain just why Dan's cock had reached a level of supernatural state of hardness. Amanda, having become somewhat concerned about losing the bet, had decided to ramp up the pressure on her horny brother by dosing him with some of the Viagra that their dad had accidentally left behind in the former sex bathroom. The coffee that she was so diligently serving him in the morning also had a healthy dose of the miracle erection drug.
That night Dan's cock was so hard he had to sleep on his back, and sleep did not come easily. He had one more day of no touch torture before he would get to see his sister naked, and he was not ready to give up. He had finally dozed off when he was awakened by someone's voice.
"Hey, wake up, you idiot," the voice said.
He blinked himself into consciousness and looked, and realized the voice was coming from none other than his cock, which had morphed into a full human size and was standing by the bed looking down on him. It was his cock, but six feet tall with a face and arms and legs. It didn't take him long to realize he was dreaming, but he couldn't seem to wake himself up.
"What the hell do you want?" he asked, and then blushed right after he said it.
"I think you know what I want," his cock answered. "I want this torture to be over with, I'm about to explode."
"Well you're just going to have to wait," Dan replied, feeling a little weird about talking to his cock.
"I'm tired of waiting, we need some relief" his cock said, and grabbed Dan by the arm and pulled him out of bed.
Before Dan knew it, his cock had pulled him through the bathroom and into Amanda's bedroom, and they were standing side by side by her bed. There was an odd smoky mist in the room, and he could smell Amanda's perfume in the air. When he looked down in the bed, Amanda was on her back, wearing nothing but panties, with one arm over her head and the other on her stomach. Her legs were just slightly spread, one leg straight and the other slightly bent. She was in a deep slumber, her mouth hung slightly open, her hair was shiny and full and her skin aglow. Her breasts were on full display but for some reason Dan couldn't focus on them. The scene in front of him was so erotic he felt like his head was on fire.
"I'm tired of waiting," his cock said again, and to Dan's horror, his cock climbed into bed and on top of his sister, and practically melted into her beautiful body. She murmured and stirred as the giant cock pressed into her flesh, and Dan feared she might awaken.
But her slumber continued, and his cock began to slowly move against her, carefully wriggling against her body, and Dan realized that while that his life size dream cock was a separate entity, he could feel what the cock was feeling. He was watching a full size cock gyrating against his sister's nearly naked body, and he could feel it at the same time.
Amanda was still sleeping, but her arms moved around the cock, and then her legs, so that she was wrapped around the giant, throbbing member, pulling it tight up against her. Then she groggily moaned and sighed, and then her lips pursed, and then suddenly she was kissing the giant cock, first with her lips and then her tongue, and Dan was about to pass out because he was both seeing this incredible scene and also feeling his sister's mouth and tongue bathing his cock. Now they were both moaning and writhing on the bed, Amanda was making out with the cock, and Dan could feel and orgasm welling up inside him, and then....
He woke up, alone in his bed, sweating and rock hard but just short of having an epic orgasm. He gasped and shook his head, briefly wondering if he may have been sleep walking and actually gone into his sister's room. Sleep would not return easily.
Meanwhile Amanda was having her own restless night, as she realized that she had one more day to try and win the bet by pushing Dan to give in and jerk himself off. She knew he had to be hurting, based on the daily visuals of his cock stretching out her lingerie and the Viagra load she was serving him. Her thoughts had become an odd mix though. She wanted to win the bet, but she also wanted to see him naked. Even more, she had to admit that she wanted to be naked in front of him. Over the past few weeks she had discovered that being an exhibitionist was the most exhilarating thing she had ever done, and the taboo of arousing her brother had become quite overwhelming. So her sleep was quite fitful. At one point she even had a dream she was rolling around in the bed with a giant cock.
At some point in her tossing and turning she did come up with an idea for pushing Dan over the edge that she was pretty sure was going to work.
Dan was up early preparing for the appointed hour, and he was feeling pretty confident that he would be seeing his sister naked the next day. All he had to do was survive one more shared bathroom exhibition. He did have an issue with trying to get into the school girl outfit that Amanda had worn the day before. The understanding was that he would not even try to get into the top half of her outfit, he usually ended up packing his unit into a tight pair of panties. But the school girl outfit was a barely there thong, the skirt was super short, and his cock was ridiculously hard. At some point he decided to get creative.
They showed up together wearing the usual robes, but it seemed like it was less casual and fun with the bet on the line. They stood there, five feet apart, until Amanda finally broke the tension.
"Why don't you go first today," she said. "I am so looking forward to seeing how you are going to look as a school girl."
"That's not something I ever expected to hear," Dan laughed. "To be honest, there was no way I could fit into that get up, so I kinda improvised."
He opened up his robe and Amanda gasped, and then chuckled. Dan had tied the top, the thong and the skirt into what could loosely be called a cock wrap. It kind of looked like a really badly tied bow, and the only thing it covered was his turgid cock and swollen balls.
Amanda was impressed on several levels. First, the creativity in converting the outfit was genius. Second, she had never seen this much of her brother's body, he was all but naked, and he looked fantastic. And third, there was something in the energy of Dan's body that was mesmerizing. He was so intense, his muscles were taut and he was almost glowing. She had to believe that it was the powerful buildup from not being able to touch himself for a week.
"Very nice," she smiled. She walked slowly over and handed Dan his morning coffee, which was once again loaded with Viagra, unbeknownst to him. Then she walked back over and faced him, her hand nervously holding onto the clasp of her robe.
"Your turn," he said, almost hungrily.
She smiled seductively and hesitated for effect, before she slid the robe open and in one quick motion shrugged it off and let it fall away to the floor.
Now it was Dan's turn to gasp. Amanda was wearing a simple spaghetti strap babydoll nightgown, cut low at the top showing the curve of her breasts, and just long enough to show the curve of her ass. But the most stunning thing about it was the fact that the shimmering black material that covered her gorgeous body so sparsely was also virtually see through. The shimmering quality of the material made it not completely sheer, but as she moved there would be angles where Dan could see the darker skin of her nipple, or the neatly trimmed hair down below.
Dan didn't speak, or breath, or move for several moments, his eyes just taking her in.
"I thought I'd give you a preview for tomorrow," Amanda said. She looked him up and down, her eyes resting on his barely covered groin. "If you think you can make it one more day without, you know, stroking that cock."
Dan's eyes got big. He realized that she wanted to win the bet, and if that meant she was going to have to spice up the language, she would. He had no idea.
"I wonder how you'll look in this outfit," she said. "But oh, I guess tomorrow we'll both be naked."
She walked slowly over to the sink and got something off the countertop. "Oh, look at what I left here, I forgot all about this," she said.
What she picked up was her life like dildo, the one she had bought just a few weeks ago to keep her company during the pandemic. She held it lovingly in both hands, grinning mischievously.
"It must be really, really HARD to not be able to touch yourself," she said, her fingers lightly caressing the dildo, her eyes watching it intently. "It must be TORTURE to not be able to do this."
She stroked the dildo slowly, her long elegant fingers moving up and down and softly touching the tip.
Dan whimpered. This was not fair. For the last several days, his cock had been as hard as he had ever imagined it could be. It was now getting considerably harder. And bigger. So much harder and bigger, in fact, that the school girl outfit wrapped around his cock was rapidly becoming overwhelmed. But he wasn't paying any attention to that. His eyes were on Amanda, watching her fingers on the dildo. Watching her caressing the cock. He could almost feel what those fingers would feel like.
Amanda's hands were indeed stroking the dildo, but she wasn't looking at it. She was looking at Dan, and she had reached an almost hypnotic state. His body seemed like it had come alive on another level, so powerful and rigid from his obvious arousal. And the material he had spliced together over his cock was rapidly losing the battle.
Both of them were so immersed in watching the other that they completely forgot about themselves. Dan was mesmerized watching Amanda stroking the dildo. He did not notice that the cloth covering his cock was already pulling away, and he was rapidly becoming exposed. Amanda noticed it, she was watching it closely, so closely that she lost track of what she was doing, which was moving the dildo up to her cheek, moving it across her face to her lips, and kissing it. But she wasn't thinking about the dildo, she was thinking about Dan's powerful cock, which was throbbing harder and harder as ever more of it emerged into the open.
Then the inevitable happened, what was left of the school girl outfit broke apart and fell away. Time seemed to stop, or at least go into slow motion. Amanda's mouth was practically wrapped around the dildo, but it fell open when she saw his full naked cock on display. Dan was so focused on watching Amanda he did not even realize what had happened right away, but after a few seconds he looked down and realized that his rock hard cock was on full display, and he froze, his mind was not in a place where he could immediately process what was going on.
They stood there for a full ten seconds, frozen in the moment, and then suddenly, like a bomb going off, the five minute timer dinged in and jerked them back into reality. Both of them were fully flushed with the emotion and arousal of the moment. Dan turned and stumbled out of the bathroom, went to his bed, and curled up in the fetal position, where he would remain for most of the rest of the day. Amanda was beyond flustered, first by the images of seeing her hot brother naked, and second by the fact that she looked to be on the losing end of the bet -- tomorrow she would be getting naked in front of her brother. And third, of course, that she wasn't going to get her laundry done for the next two weeks.
For those seeking a diversion at this point, now would be a good time to give an update on Mr. and Mrs. Smith, who were living downstairs entirely oblivious to all the exhibitionist and voyeuristic antics going on upstairs in their previously enjoyed sex bathroom. They were entirely oblivious because after a time period of being pretty bummed about not having their sexy time in their sexy bathroom, they had come up with an idea they called the "Seven Day Covid Sex Challenge" which was principally the idea that they would have some sort of sex every day for a week, which turned out to be so successful that they turned it into the "30 Day Covid Sex Challenge," which led them to either be busy having sex or too tired to even think about going upstairs to check on the kids. At some point during the 30 day challenge Mr. Smith had come upon an idea to enjoy his wife's very fabulous tits in an altogether new way, namely sliding his cock in between them after lubing them up with baby oil. Amazingly Mrs. Smith took to it as well, and even though Mr. Smith had misplaced his Viagra, they discovered that titty fucking was a tremendous way to pass the time, and also discovered there was quite a variety of ways to do that. Him on top, her on top, her on her knees, even in the 69 position.
Anyway, Dan and Amanda spent yet another night doing a lot more tossing and turning than sleeping. Amanda was nervous, but excited, at the idea of being fully naked in front of her brother, but she spent more time thinking about how hot Dan looked naked, and how incredible his cock looked. Dan of course was thinking about how hard his cock was all the time. When he thought about Amanda looking at his cock with her mouth slightly open, it got harder.
So at the appointed hour, the two siblings met in the sexy bathroom wearing the silky black robes, and stood just five feet apart in nervous anticipation of the unveiling.
"So I guess you won the bet, so now your pervey self gets to see me naked," Amanda said.
"Well, yeah, but more importantly I don't have to do your laundry for two weeks," Dan grinned. "But listen, if you don't want to do it, it's ok, no pressure on backing down."
Amanda considered the offer for a few moments. In truth, she was nervous, but extremely excited, about being naked and on display, and she also wanted to see Dan naked again. She just didn't want to act too eager about it.
"A bet is a bet," she smiled, and she raised her hand up to loosen the tie on the robe. Her trembling fingers released the tie and let the robe slide open, and Dan got his first look at his fully nude sister.
She was more perfect than he had even imagined, her breasts were the ideal size and shape, her pussy looked delicious and her curves were in all the right places. Dan just stood there in stoned silence, in a state of complete fascination with how hot his naked sister was. He was so spellbound, in fact, that he forgot all about his end of the bargain.
Amanda grinned. "So I guess it's your turn then," she said.
Dan looked at her blankly, so entranced with the vision in front of him that he couldn't process anything. He did eventually figure out what she was talking about, and he let his robe fall open and showcased the glorious cock that once again had Amanda gasping.
They stood there, five feet apart, staring at each other and being increasingly aroused at the idea of being ogled by the other. Amanda was getting progressively wetter, and getting a little nervous that it might be showing. Dan's arousal was clearly on display, there was no mistaking that.
At some point Amanda pointed out that she had forgotten to set the timer, but neither of them made any kind of move to end it. Finally Amanda broke the silence.
"So I guess the week is out and the bet is won...so...I suppose...you can touch yourself now," she said.
Dan nodded vigorously. "I don't know how I made it a week, it is honestly the hardest thing I've ever had to do."
Amanda giggled. "It LOOKS like the hardest thing you've ever had to do."
Dan laughed and for the first time in ten minutes he took his eyes off Amanda to look down at his engorged cock. He had been fantasizing for days about wrapping his hands around his cock and jerking himself into multiple orgasms, he had plans to masturbate for at least two straight days.
Amanda admittedly felt pretty bad about putting Dan through the week, especially with secretly dosing him with Viagra. Before she realized what she was saying, it had slipped out. "I guess you can touch it now...if you want," she said.
Dan's eyes got big and he hesitated, but the idea of being able to touch himself was too much. He reached down with one hand and gave his cock the long, slow stroke he had been thinking about for a week. He leaned his head back, closed his eyes and groaned.
Fascinated with the urgency of her brother's passion, Amanda took a tentative step closer, intently watching his cock throbbing. She was amazed and enthralled at the obvious energy boiling below the surface of her brother's naked body. She was so enthralled that she didn't realize that she was moving closer to him, her eyes focused on Dan's hand stroking his cock.



Meanwhile Dan had become somewhat enthralled himself, notably because he had been sure that after so many days of not touching himself, he would probably have an immediate orgasm. But something was different, he was rock hard, he was throbbing, but he had reached some kind of plane where he felt in complete control of his orgasm. And he was enjoying himself, and in enjoying watching his naked sister staring at his cock, way too much.
Amanda had continued her spellbound move towards Dan, and was now just a foot away, her eyes still locked on his cock. She suddenly felt dizzy, and fell to her knees right in front of him, and now she had an even better vantage point to continue watching him stroke his cock.
The room had gone from being an experimentation in exhibitionism and voyeurism to something entirely different. The room was now full of sexual urgency.
Dan was standing proud above his sister, looking down at her as he stroked his cock from base to tip, still amazed that he hadn't lost his load. She looked amazing, naked on her knees in front of him, looking at him with adoration. He thought he saw her lick her lips, and he couldn't help but wonder if she wanted him to move closer and put his cock into her mouth.
Amanda wasn't NOT thinking that, but somewhere in the back of her mind an inner voice was screaming at her to put the brakes on. But she didn't want to stop watching, and she had suddenly found an uncontrollable urge to touch herself. She moved off her knees, reclined back on the floor and moved her hand down to her wet pussy. She somehow found enough clarity to lock eyes with Dan and whisper softly, but definitively, two critical words:
"No touching."
It only took Dan a few seconds to understand what she meant. They could masturbate in front of each other, naked and close, but the boundary was no touching. He nodded and continued the slow and urgent stroking of his now shockingly hard cock.
The room was quiet, save for an occasional moan, as Dan stood massaging his cock and Amanda lay back on the floor and slowly caressed her pussy. Dan suddenly realized that he was getting dizzy, likely because all his blood had moved to his cock. He felt his legs going out from under him and he moved down to his knees, straddling one of Amanda's thighs. His hard cock was now less than a foot away from her warm, wet pussy, but they somehow still maintained the no contact rule.
Dan continued to fondle his cock as he looked down upon his naked sister. He looked almost like a hungry animal, perched above prey that he was about to devour. Amanda had a look on her face that was half fear, half lust. There was a massive battle going on in her brain, one side saying stop, this is your brother, and the other side saying she had never wanted anything more than for him to close the gap and plunge that hard cock deep into her.
Something about the look on her face, the lust/fear conflict, pushed Dan further to the edge, and he could suddenly feel a week-long orgasm building deep inside him. His moans and increased thrusting made Amanda realize what was coming, and she looked at her brother and nodded. She wanted him to come, and so did he. His hips began to gyrate, and he began to pump himself faster and more furiously, and at some point his thrashing did violate the no touch agreement as his swollen balls grazed up against Amanda's thigh.
Then he felt the inevitable explosion, and the most intense orgasm of his life took hold of his body and mind and he lost all sense of time and place for what seemed like a ten minute span, and when his mind came back to him he looked down and he was still launching his load everywhere. In a moment of abstract horror he realized that he was pouring his load all over his sister's naked body, but there was nothing he could do about what had already happened nor what was still happening.
His orgasm felt like it lasted forever, his cock just kept throbbing and spurting, eventually he felt the sensations in his cock easing up and he closed his eyes and slowly let his breathing come back to normal. When he opened his eyes and looked down, he nearly gasped in shock. His sister's naked body was just covered in a white lake, from her belly to her chest. And the look on her face suggested that she might just be a little pissed about that.
He was just about to start an effusive apology when the look on Amanda's face slowly changed from anger and disgust to something lustful and naughty. She had surrendered to the unabashed sexual urges side of her brain, and she figured if she was already covered in cum she may as well make the best of it. She playfully moved her hand down to the pool on her belly and began to spread it around, rubbing it over her beautiful tits and then down into her pussy hairs, which were soon sopping wet with her brother's load. She felt dirty and scandalous, and deliciously sexy. She could see the effect she was having on her brother, who was wide eyed with fascination and amazingly, instantly becoming aroused again. His cock had barely stopped throbbing from his orgasm and it was already becoming rock hard once again.
It was Amanda's turn to take on the role of the hungry animal. She grunted something about my turn, pushed Dan onto his back and straddled his thigh. The no touch agreement was forgotten as she began to slowly grind her wet pussy on Dan's thigh. Her eyes were wild with passion and her body was burning with desire as she gyrated against him, her hands still spreading the gooey mess over her fabulous body as Dan stared at her in shock.
"Come for me again," Amanda whispered. "Come on me again big brother."
If Dan wasn't completely hard before he definitely got there quick when his sister started talking dirty. He had never imagined her as such a horny vixen, and it was clearly a turn on. He was so turned on, in fact, that he broke the no-touch rule himself, dragging his hand across her body to cover his hand in his own cum, then using it as lube to rub his own cock with.
The sight of her brother rubbing his cock in his own cum became too much for her, and Amanda shuddered and jerked as her body surged with an intense orgasm. Watching her thrash around became too much for Dan, as his second orgasm came much quicker than the first. It was every bit as intense, and long, and this time he unloaded his massive load all over himself.
Amanda sighed deeply and rolled off of him, coming to her senses enough to put some distance between them.
"Holy shit, I can't believe we just did that," she said. "If you ever tell anyone about that I will kill myself, and then come back and haunt you."
Dan laughed. "Your secret is safe with me."
They lay there for some time on the floor of the sexy bathroom, both of them covered in cum and intensely satisfied after a long week build up. Eventually Amanda spoke again.
"I suppose I should tell you, the last several days I've been spiking your coffee with dad's viagra," she said.
"What the hell," Dan replied. "You did what?"
Amanda blushed. "I was trying to make you horny enough to push you over the edge," she said. "I guess in hind sight that was a pretty bad thing to do."
Dan took a long breath in and let it out, thinking about how intense the last week had been. "Yeah, that's a pretty bad thing," he said. "I think you are gonna have to pay for that."
Amanda looked over at him, admiring his naked body beside her. "What kind of payback?" she asked, almost nervously.
Dan reached down and wrapped his fingers around his cock, which was unbelievably hard and throbbing once again.
"I'll think of something," he said, looking lustfully at her naked body. "I'll think of something."
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For all appearances, I was living the perfect life. I was in my mid 40s, had started my own software company in my 30s, and it had become wildly successful in a very short time. I had the luxury house on the water, the fancy car, the big boat, and best of all, the beautiful wife. Gina was just 25, gorgeous, athletic, fun, the perfect girl of summer. The 20+ year age difference might suggest that Gina was drawn to me by my wealth, but the reality is that we had gotten together before I became rich and successful. She had actually been an integral part of helping me start the company from nothing.
But as they say, appearances can be deceiving. My company had made a lot of money in a short time, had gotten really big, and was currently in the midst of a slump of sorts. The kind of slump where you invest all of your company's resources, and personal assets, into one huge, do-or-die project. And the key person handling that huge, do-or-die project was a guy known as Lurch.
Lurch was not his real name, but it was the only name people knew. He was tall and gangly, with a shock of greasy black hair that fell over his bearded face and covered most of his eyes, which were further adorned by horn rimmed glasses. He was painfully nervous, awkward and introverted. And he was also a stone cold genius when it came to writing software code. He had been one of my earliest hires at the company and was the behind the scenes architect of most of the company's best products.
But something had happened, and suddenly Lurch had lost the magic. The big project was in big trouble, and if I didn't get Lurch into gear, then the company, and my life, was going down.
So I did what I always did in a crisis, I consulted with the smartest person I know, my wife Gina. We were sitting poolside having drinks and watching the sunset on a Friday afternoon.
"I don't know what's happened, but he's gone from my number one producer to my number one problem," I said. "When I try to talk to him he just clams up. I think Lurch has lost his touch."
Gina looked thoughtful and took a long sip. "What if we got him out of the work setting, maybe had him over for dinner here. Maybe he would open up outside work."
The idea made sense, a lot of sense, and I didn't waste any time. I called Lurch, who not surprisingly had no plans for a Saturday night. Gina made a dinner plan and we planned our strategy to avoid work talk. Then she told me to quit thinking about work and just relax, and then she gave me the big beautiful smile that relaxation therapy was on the way. There had been a time when I suffered from panic attacks related to stress at work, and Gina had figured out a way to cure me--about once a week, she gave me a handjob. Simple, but effective. All the attention and pleasure was on me, I was not to reciprocate in any way. I never knew when it would happen, but she would always smile and say "it's time to relax," and then she would set to work on hand worshipping my cock. Sometimes it was in the morning when I was half awake, sometimes it was in the shower, once it was at a restaurant.
And she was amazing at it. She had a knack for knowing all kinds of ways to make a handjob epic. Sometimes it was light, delicate strokes with her elegant fingers, other times it was grip and pull. Sometimes she used oil or lotion, sometimes she went dry. But she knew how to rock my world, and she knew how to make it last. The best part was she genuinely enjoyed watching me in the throes of pleasure.
Tonight, of all nights, I really needed it. She began by slowly rubbing my cock through my shorts, gradually increasing pressure as I got harder. When I became fully erect she eased the shorts off and then teased me for a while, running her fingers all around my cock without actually making contact, tracing a line all the way around my balls. Then she used her fingernails to ever so lightly scratch my balls. Eventually her hand worked its way up to where she was stroking me softly, and then she wrapped her hand around my shaft and began pumping. She always seemed to know just how I wanted it, and tonight I wanted it hard and fast, and she delivered. One of the best things about her handjobs were the looks she would give me. She loved looking at my face to watch my reactions, but she also loved looking intently at my throbbing cock, which was a huge turn on for me. And the looks on her face were always so damn sexy.
I did not last long, and my anxiety was very much alleviated. After my very fulfilling and explosive orgasm, she cleaned me up and we went for a naked dip in the pool, where I held her and kissed her and told her she was the best thing that ever happened to me. And I meant it.
Saturday night rolled around and Lurch showed up in his usual set of poorly matched goodwill rejects, smelling like he maybe hadn't showered in two to five days. I had him in and we sat out by the pool as Gina was still getting things ready. As planned, I avoided all talk about work, we just had a normal conversation.
Or at least as normal as Lurch could manage. He seemed nervous at first that this was a work discussion, he knew how urgent the project was, but as I steered the conversation to other things he relaxed some. We talked a bit about his past, and I realized I didn't know that much about him. Turns out he was from Iowa, where he grew up on a farm with five brothers. His parents were very religious, almost cult like. He showed me a picture of his family, his dad looked just like Lurch, and his mom did too. He got into writing code because his parents didn't like books, but they had a half dozen that they used for door stops, and one was a ten inch thick book on how to write computer code. He read that book so many times that even though he didn't know what a computer looked like, he knew how to write software in his head by the time he was 8. The other books in the house were even more random, there was one on playing golf, one on coin collecting and one on how to make origami. So he could watch my golf swing and tell me what I was doing wrong even though he had never played, he could tell me that my grandfather's "million dollar" coin collection was actually worth about $200, and he could make a dragon out of a piece of paper with his eyes closed. Maybe not the most marketable skills, but at least something.
He had made the decision at 15 to leave the farm and head east, where eventually he found his way to my office. He had claimed to be 18 at the time, and he told me when I hired him he was just about to give up and go back to the farm.
He was just finishing up the story when Gina showed up with a tray of drinks and some cheese and crackers, and suddenly Lurch went from being unusually talkative to diving back into his shell. Gina made some attempts at conversation, but all she got back was some incoherent mumbles. Eventually she stepped back into the kitchen.
"I didn't realize that anyone else would be here," Lurch said, almost apologetically.
"Oh, I'm sorry, I thought I had mentioned my wife would be here," I said. Gina had been to the office on multiple occasions and I was sure he had seen her, but I couldn't even remember if they had been introduced.
From the moment we sat down to dinner it became obvious what was going on. Every time Gina left the room Lurch would relax and be able to string some words together, but when she was in the room he became sullen and withdrawn, he even seemed to be trembling with anxiety. After dinner Gina retreated to the kitchen and we went out to the pool to watch the sunset. I decided to confront the subject head on...in a roundabout way.
"I didn't want to talk about work tonight, but I did want to get your opinion on something," I said. "I was reading the other day about one of the challenges in the software business is that it is almost all male-oriented, and that a lot of the men in the business have a full-on aversion to women. Do you think that is the case?"
Lurch may have been socially inept but he wasn't as naive as I thought. He put his head in his hands and groaned. "I'm sorry," he said. "It's not at all that I have an aversion to women. I don't hate women."
His voice cracked as he spoke the next words. "I'm afraid of women. I think I may be allergic."
It was all I could do not to chuckle, but I'm glad I didn't. Over the next half an hour, I got an outpouring of psychological baggage dumped onto the poolside deck, at times in between embarrassed sobs. Lurch had grown up in a deeply religious environment, with little exposure to the outside world and an obsessive separation of the sexes. He never even saw a female, other than his mom, until he was 15, when he was introduced to his wife-to-be, which though she was pleasant enough, freaked him out so bad he fled the cult. Over the past five years he had continued to avoid any interaction with females. For all intents, he was legitimately allergic to women, if he was around them he became non-functioning, much like I did during a panic attack.
And that's about when it hit me. I had moved Lurch from a position where he mostly worked alone to a situation where he was on a work group with a dozen people, half of them women. And he had withered and frozen up like an Iowa cornstalk in January. By the time he packed up what was left of his broken psyche and left for home, I had made the decision to rebuild a new work team of Lurch and men only.
Later that night Gina and I were sitting by the pool and I was recanting the full story about Lurch and his "women allergy" and she got quiet when I told her about rebuilding the team as all male.
"I think you're making a mistake," she said. "You aren't solving the problem, you're kicking it down the road."
"Maybe, but my mind is fixated on the next 30 days, when I had to have a finished product, I'm not too concerned with the long game right now."
She got quiet again, mulling the problem in her head. "What if we fixed him?"
I turned to look at her. "Fixed him?"
"Yes, fixed him," she said, getting animated and excited. "I will take him on as a project, I will teach him how to be around women."
I had some serious reservations, but when my wife gets excited about a project I've learned I'd better go along. "Ok, I'll give you a week, but if it's not working we go to plan b."
And that's how it all started, with the urgent project we came to know as "How to Women". I had Lurch come by the next day and we sat him down like two concerned parents and told him what the plan was. Gina would spend the next week with him, getting him comfortable being around a woman, helping educate him on the things he needed to know, and making him more approachable.
Our first step was to spend the day with him and get a sense of his lifestyle, and that turned out to be an eye opening experience. He took us to the garage apartment where he was living, which turned out to be a dump not fit for a dog. How a guy earning over six figures a year was living in a dump like that was a shock, but when all you need is a bed and a laptop I guess that's standard. We immediately moved his stuff out of there, which only required one carload, and made the decision to move him temporarily into our pool house, which had a bedroom and bathroom and was twice as big as his current place. It would also allow Gina to be close by, aiding her goal of keeping him tethered to her over the next week.
The first couple of days of project "How to Women" saw remarkable success. Buoyed by the understanding that Gina was fully aware of his problem and there to help, he quickly became more and more comfortable being around her, talking, listening and approaching normal. By mid week he had become almost normal in many ways, and even people at work had noticed a dramatic change.
One thing was crystal clear to Gina, that Lurch was not the morose woman-hater at all, he was actually a sweetheart of a guy, helpful, kind and friendly. She also discovered after actual conversations that he was also tender hearted, doing a lot of behind the scenes charity work, and donating large portions of his salary to help needy kids.
So she was inspired even more to help the kid out. On Thursday she took him shopping, and they replaced his entire moldy clothes collection with a sharp new ensemble. Then she took him to her hairdresser, and then the optometrist for contact lenses. By the time they came back home and met me for dinner, Lurch did not look like Lurch anymore. He looked like a handsome, confident young man, and it was quickly apparent that the last several days had been beyond impactful. He was relaxed and happy, joining in on the conversation and looking Gina in the eyes as he spoke.
Gina and I both heaped on the praise for how far Lurch had come, and the conversation even progressed to the idea of what might be next.
"I have a feeling that when the girls at work see the new Lurch, there may be some very serious dating prospects," Gina said. "You've gone from being allergic to girls to being irresistible."
The notion of actually going on a date with a girl hit Lurch harder than we may have anticipated, he initially smiled and nodded, but then he blushed, became nervous and even began to hyperventilate. We had to change the subject to get him calmed down.
Later that night, Gina and I were talking about his reaction to the idea of dating and she got a very intriguing look on her face. "What if....we did a role play date, where we would pretend that I was his date, and he would come pick me up and take me out to dinner," she said. "Understanding, of course, that it's all just a pretend date, just for practice."
My initial thought was that Gina might be taking her project too far, but the more I thought about it the more it made sense. If we wanted to fix Lurch long term, the best way would be to fully integrate him into normal adult life. Honestly I think we had both really started to like the kid, and wanted the best for him.
"I can't believe I'm saying this, but I absolutely love the idea of setting my wife up with a good looking younger man for a dinner date," I said.
She laughed and punched me playfully in the side. "I promise I'll come back home," she grinned.
I knew she would, and I'm not really the jealous type, but I couldn't help but dwell on the idea of my beautiful, sexy wife having a dinner date with another man. That night as I dozed off I started visualizing it, her in a little black dress, Lurch sitting across the table lusting after her over a candlelit table. My semi lucid mind drifted to them holding hands and looking at each other intently, and then him moving over beside her and kissing her neck softly as she cooed with passion.
I jerked back fully awake, a bit shocked at imagining Lurch with my wife. Maybe a sign that he had indeed come a long way. At any rate, I woke with a stiff cock from the visual.
I reviewed the plan with Lurch the next morning, and he seemed a little unsettled at the notion but extremely appreciative at the opportunity. We had a lengthy talk about the process of asking someone out on a date, coming to pick them up, different things to expect. I had to admit that I was a bit unsettled as well, it felt like my daughter was going out on a first date with someone I had a lot of doubts about.
So at 7 pm that night, there was a knock on the door and there was Lurch, dressed in his new duds and looking like a million bucks. In order to fully experience the role play scenario, I would not be around when Lurch picked her up, but I did figure out a vantage point where I could see the scene play out. Gina answered the door looking appropriately hot -- not smoking sexy in the little black dress of my dreams, but looking good all the same. They chatted for a moment, and I was impressed with how well they were pulling off their respective roles. Then they were out the door, and I watched as Lurch opened the car door for her and Gina slipped inside.
Then, they were gone. Gone, as in for the next two hours, I sat in silence wondering how things were going. On the one hand, hoping that Lurch was learning and getting comfortable with the idea of dating a woman, on the other hand, thinking about my beautiful hot wife being on a romantic dinner date, even if it was pretend. I had to have a few drinks to settle down. Thankfully, I did get a few texts from Gina, letting me know it was going great.
Then I got a text that made me do a double take. Gina said they were talking about how things go at the end of the date, and they got to talking about a goodnight kiss, and what kind of kiss that is and how long it lasts, and well, she was thinking that maybe they do just a kiss for education sake...but only if you are ok with that.
I took a deep breath and let that idea sink in. Making a big deal about it at this point seemed odd, given the fact that I had already agreed to a romantic date, all in the name of fixing Lurch and saving the company. Agreeing to the natural ending of such a date seemed pretty natural. So I texted back, "yes, absolutely, but like a father with a shotgun, I will be watching."
Gina texted back lol, love you.
So then came the waiting game, me finding the best vantage point to watch them without being conspicuous. I figured out that if I turned out the lights inside I could be just inside the door and watch them through the glass, and I would be only a few feet away. Just as I settled into the spot the car drove up. My heart was all aflutter as I watched them in the car, spending some time chatting in the driveway, just as you would on a normal date. Then they got out and walked up to the front door, and I held my breath as they stood together under the porch light.
Lurch looked somewhere between nervous and horrified, and Gina had a very clinical look to her, though she did appear a bit tipsy. I couldn't make out what she was saying but it seemed apparent that she was explaining the ins and outs of the good night kiss, as Lurch listened intently and occasionally nodded.
Then it happened, they leaned together and had a short, clumsy kiss, so clumsy that I kind of felt bad for Lurch, seemed like he had gotten short changed. Gina stepped back and began another educational discussion, it seemed apparent that she was telling him what was good and bad, and as I watched intently through the dark glass I realized they were going to try again.
This time, it was slower, steadier, not perfect but way better than the first time. Once again, she stepped back and gave him feedback on what was good and bad, and he nodded much more this time and had a goofy grin on his face. And then I saw Gina hold up one finger, indicating they would try one more time.
This time, her hand came up and rested on his chest, and his hand moved up to rest softly on her hip. She leaned in close to him and they kissed, warm and soft, and I practically melted in my spot. My stomach was doing flip flops with how beautifully erotic that good night kiss had been, and watching my wife do it had my head spinning.
Then the door was opening and Gina was coming in. Per a preplanned arrangement Lurch would leave to walk around the side to the pool house. Gina saw me and immediately blushed, she was a bit scattered but had a big smile that told me the night had gone great. She leaned in and hugged me, before I had a chance to realize that hug was going to expose the fact that I had a raging boner. She giggled looking down at my crotch and swatted my chest, called me a perv and grabbed my arm and pulled me to the bedroom.
It was odd, the idea that we were both a bit aroused from the situation, and we both knew that the other was aroused, even though neither of us felt like there was anything at all sexual about the date and the kiss. But I immediately took her into my arms and kissed her hard, it was probably my imagination but I thought I could taste Lurch in her mouth. She kissed me back hard, and we tore each other's clothes off and had a very fast, very hard, very awesome fucking session. We were both ravenous and worked up and we both came quick and hard.



In the afterglow, we were quiet for a while, and then Gina started giggling. "If I had known I could get that kind of action, Ida gone to dinner with Lurch months ago."
I laughed. "I just hope it was as good for him as it was for us."
We had a good laugh at that and enjoyed being together in the bed, me on my back and her head on my shoulder. Her hand drifted back and forth over my chest as she recounted the events of the evening, the good and bad of the dinner conversation, some of the funny moments, and the weirder moments. All in all she said it had gone well, he was pretty capable of pulling a date off.
"So, what about the goodnight kiss...and the other goodnight kiss...and the other goodnight kiss...?" I asked.
Gina blushed, either from being embarrassed now or a memory from the front porch. "Well, you're gonna have to trust me that you're a way better kisser," she said. "But it was nice."
"Hmmm. Nice huh," I said. "Any tongue involved?"
"What?? What kind of respectable married girl is gonna go full tongue on a first date goodnight kiss with an employee?"
We both had a laugh at that. Gina's hand continued to drift over my torso, moving occasionally lower. Meanwhile, all the front porch kissing talk had my cock going steadily higher.
"So do you think he liked the kiss?" I whispered.
"Um, I think he did," she whispered back. Her hand drifted lower again, grazing my hardening cock.
"What makes you think he liked it?" I said softly.
"Well, I could kinda tell...on that last kiss," she replied.
"Hmmm..so when you gave him that last kiss, you were pretty close to him, could you feel him..I mean um could you feel his cock?" I asked. I couldn't believe I was asking that question, and I couldn't believe how hard my cock was getting.
She was quiet for a few moments and I was worried I had over reached. Then she replied in a soft whisper. "Yes, I could feel his cock."
Her fingers moved down around my cock and I groaned.
"I think you liked watching me kiss him, didn't you?" she said in a sultry voice. My pulsating cock answered the question, but I managed to groan a yes.
"It's kinda weird, but I kinda liked kissing him knowing you were watching me," she said.
"So, you're saying that you got hot and bothered making out in front of me? I asked.
She slid over on top of me and mounted my cock, and then sat up and let my cock slide fully inside her. Then she smiled down at me. "I'm not sure I was as turned on as you are right now," she replied.
I grabbed her ass with both my free hands and began to slowly move my hips up and down, and she moaned and raised her hands into her hair and arched her back. I couldn't believe how turned on I was, and I couldn't believe how turned on she was. Looking up at her face I couldn't help but imagine those lips caressing Lurch's willing face and neck, and her hand moving down to find his hard cock. Once again, hard and fast and way ahead of schedule, I exploded in another orgasm and I'm pretty sure Gina did too. We both fell into the bed and immediately dropped off to a deep sleep.
The next morning was predictably awkward. It was a Saturday, so we had time to get things sorted out. Absent the throes of passion and the lubrication of alcohol, we were both pretty muted. We did take a shower together, holding each other under the water and sharing I love yous.
Later we were at breakfast and Lurch came knocking on the back door looking like a kid on Christmas Day. And he was carrying a spiral notebook. Apparently, in the course of the night, he had reviewed the entire date and had jotted down some questions, which after studying on it he had narrowed down to 50 that he called "critical."
Gina and I looked at each other and grinned. "I'll get the coffee," I said.
For the next few hours, the three of us reviewed all of Lurch's questions, offering suggestions and at times debating the best options. It was apparent that figuring out the whole dating women thing might be more important to him than just being around women. He had questions about everything from topics of conversation to who pays the bill. Eventually he got around to asking some very technical questions about the goodnight kiss, which he approached with a very detached air.
Then came the question that made the room quiet. "So what happens after the goodnight kiss phase," he said. "What's the next phase?"
After an extended silence, I decided to weigh in with an answer. "Well these things can go lots of different directions, but if you like her and she likes you, and you decide to take it to the next level, then you would move to the next step, which would probably be making out on the couch."
"Making out, right, making out," he said, writing down the words in his notebook. "What's making out?"
I lost my voice momentarily, so Gina stepped in for the rescue. "Well making out is when the two people get on the couch, or sometimes stand up somewhere, or I suppose there are a lot of ways to do it, but they essentially do a lot more kissing, and hugging, and um, some other stuff."
Lurch was nodding and making notes and nodding some more. "Could we practice that?" he asked. The tone of his voice suggested total innocence, that he really just saw it as practice.
Gina took a crack at it while I was thinking. "Well, that's kind of a personal, intimate thing, something that people don't just do with anyone, I mean some people do it with anyone, they just don't do it casually, I mean they do it casually, just not super casually..."
I had gathered my thoughts enough to weigh in. "Making out is not really something that you practice, per se, its more something you do with someone you love, or sometimes really like, I mean in some cases it could be just someone you know, you don't have to like them..."
Lurch was looking more confused than he did before we started the "How to Women" project.
"How about if we get back to you on that," I said finally, not knowing what that meant but definitely wanting to end the topic.
What I didn't realize at the time was that me putting the topic off made me think about it, and made Gina think that I might be thinking about it. And the fact that I might be thinking about it got her to thinking about it, and by the time we talked about it we were both thinking about it. Thinking about having Lurch make out with my wife, for practice.
Our conversation on the topic sounded like a ping pong match, batting it back at the other person to decide.
"So what are you thinking about teaching Lurch how to make out," I said, trying to sound like I was joking to avoid getting in trouble.
"Yeah, pretty crazy huh?" she answered.
"Yeah, crazy, how crazy would that be eh?" I batted back. "It sure is amazing how far he's come in a short time though right?"
"Yep, it is really amazing, and admirable, that he is working so hard to get better, like he really wants to figure out how to date girls," she said. "We've done a great job so far."
"Yep, he's just about figured it all out, except for those 50 or so questions."
Gina took a deep breath and I could tell she was nervous to speak, but she did anyway. "What if....what if we did another role play date, and he had a chance to fix all those things, sort of another trial run."
"I think that's a great idea, and then maybe at the end of the date, well, you could invite him in, and sort of, well, talk him through the whole make out thing, maybe sit with him on the couch and explain it to him. And I would be there the whole time, so it wouldn't at all be like you were actually making out."
I watched Gina mulling this idea, wondering if she would call me a crazy perv and storm out of the room. But she eventually nodded and said let's do it, and we set up another role play date with Lurch. As much progress as he was making, and as well as it was going, we still had to get his head right to get back into our do-or-die work project. It was Saturday night, and we wanted to be back on go on Monday.
So for the second night in a row, Lurch showed up to pick up his date. I did notice that Gina dressed a little sexier this time, and had a vodka drink before she left. By the time they got back I had downed a few drinks myself. Once again I was parked just inside the door with the lights off as he walked her to the front door, and once again I watched a very sexy good night kiss, which Lurch got right the first time, but they practiced twice. Then I saw Gina talking to Lurch, and realized she was inviting him in, and I stepped back from the door as they came in.
I was close enough to hear the conversation, and Gina was mostly staying in character, though at times she would offer suggestions that sounded more like a teacher. She sounded a bit tipsy as she suggested that he have a seat on the couch while she made them some drinks. Meanwhile I had taken a seat across from the couch, where I could both offer my advice and also just observe the scene.
Gina made her way back to the couch with the drinks and sat down beside Lurch, and started acting as both an advisor and a sexy date. "So at this point, you have to let the girl kind of dictate the action, the last thing you want to do is push things too fast. But if she sits down beside you on the couch, like this, then chances are she is ready to move things forward."
Lurch nodded and mumbled something about moving things forward, as if he was trying to remember words to write down later.
"So what you might do here, is put your arm around her, and if she moves towards you, like this, then maybe she would be ready for you to kiss her," she said. Then she looked directly at me, and it was clear she was asking me if that was ok. I took a deep breath and nodded my assent, encouraging her to go for it.
Gina whispered something to Lurch that I couldn't hear, but that I could only imagine was something along the lines of "kiss me," and he leaned in and gave her a peck on the cheek. She continued to whisper advice to him, and they fell into a pattern. She would say do this, and he would do what she said, and then she would say do that and he would follow her command. At some point she stopped telling him what to do, and she seemed to lose herself in the moment and she and Lurch were just full on making out on the couch, as I sat and watched in stunned fascination...and appreciation. It was silent in the room, except for the quiet sounds of passionate kissing, and an occasional moan. Watching my beautiful, sexy wife making out with this younger man was undeniably a huge turn on. I imagined it was turning her on as well, on occasion she would glance over in my direction and I'm sure she could see the lust on my face.
The make out session continued, with both Gina and Lurch getting more and more heated up. I could hear it in their breathing, and sense it in their movements. Gina's hand found her way to Lurch's thigh and they turned more towards each other. Just as it looked like the second date role play was heading for a free for all, with clothes flying off and full on sex, Lurch suddenly spasmed and pulled away, and I realized as he bolted out the back door and fled to the pool house that he had just lost his load in his pants.
Gina was in a bit of a state of shock, coming down from what I imagined to be a pretty serious state of arousal to being confused at what had just happened. "I think he came in his pants," I said, leading her to a look of understanding followed by embarrassment. "In his defense, I almost came in mine."
She blushed hard at that, and I walked over to the couch and kissed her hard. I had the overwhelming urge to climb on the couch and fuck her brains out while she was still hot from her make out session, but there was something else urgent I had to do. I whispered to her that I had to go check on Lurch, and I would meet her in the bedroom shortly, and she nodded understanding.
Most people wouldn't think too much of the occasional premature ejaculation in the throes of passion, especially at the tender age of 20. I decided that Lurch took that event much harder. He had a psychological relapse, he fell back to being the sullen, mumbling woman-fearer that he had been just a week prior. I spent an hour trying to talk to him, to explain to him that it happens to everyone, but he was absolutely despondent that he was incapable of being around women without screwing it up.
After an hour of trying to convince him otherwise I gave up and went to bed. Gina was still up, looking worried, and as I gave her the bad news she had the same look on her face as I did in my stomach. After thinking we had fixed him, the "How to Women" project had hit a wall, and now Lurch, and the future of the company, was on the ropes.
"I'm not sure it's that he's embarrassed about coming in his pants," I said. "I'm not even sure he knows what happened."
I put my hands over my face and felt the dread coming on.
Gina, however, wasn't giving up. "Hey, it's time for you to relax," she said. She disappeared into the bathroom and came out dressed in my favorite silk teddy, looking stunningly hot in the dimly lit bedroom. She was carrying a bottle of oil, and to my joy, I realized it was hand job time. She had me undressed and oiled down in a flash, and then she began slowly stroking my cock as she whispered seductively in my ear.
"We've got all day tomorrow, and we are going to do whatever it takes to fix this," she cooed. "I think we are just going to have to do some more training."
"Hmm," I moaned, my mind wandering. "What kind of training do you think we'll have to do?"
She kissed my neck and purred into my ear. "Maybe some more make out training...do you think that will be ok? You seem to enjoy that earlier."
My cock grew in her hand at the very thought of it. "I did like that...I like watching you teaching our young...boy toy."
I felt her tremble at the words boy toy, which I had immediately regretted after saying, but she seemed to like it. She kissed me again as she stroked my cock harder and faster. "I bet our boy toy would like this," she whispered.
The very thought of my wife's elegant hand wrapped around Lurch's cock was more than enough to send me over the edge, and I exploded into an intense orgasm that shook me to the spine. Our record with fixing Lurch may have been mixed, but my orgasms were at an all-time peak.
The next day, the final day of the "How to Women" project, we were up early drinking coffee in bed and trying to come up with a Hail Mary plan to get Lurch straightened out. Just getting him back to where he was a few days ago would've been a success. I would've settled for getting Lurch mentally stable enough to get through the next week, but Gina was really hung up on the idea of somehow fully fixing him, long term. After kicking around a bunch of mediocre ideas, Gina came up with the idea of a one day escape. An outing on the boat, where the change of scenery might bring him out of his funk.
When we pitched the idea to Lurch, who was squirreled up in the pool house looking glum, his initial reaction was pretty negative. But Gina became aggressively adamant, insisting that he was going, he was going now, and to put on a bathing suit. Lurch finally agreed, probably out of fear. He of course didn't have a bathing suit, so I lent him a pair of shorts.
Our boat was named the Reelax, not because I was into fishing but because on her maiden voyage Gina had given me an epic handjob while I was driving, so epic that I ran the boat aground. It was a good size boat, with a full cabin and plenty of places to enjoy the sun on both the front and rear of the boat. We had only had it a few months, it was one of the things I was really not looking forward to losing when the bank came calling.
It was indeed a great escape, and as we launched off the deck on a perfectly beautiful blue sky day, it was hard to imagine a problem in the world. My wife was rocking a leopard skin bikini with a black. thin silk cover-up, I had to be careful not to stare at how good she looked lest I run the boat into the marsh. Lurch seemed to be in a little better spirits, he was sitting comfortably in the back of the boat while Gina and I were up on the bridge. Gina went into the cabin and made some margaritas, and when she brought Lurch his drink she sat down beside him they had a fairly long conversation, with Gina doing most of the talking. Whatever she said seemed to help, he seemed to calm down and wasn't nearly as freaked out.
We took the boat up the waterway for a while and then found a side creek that wound around to an area where we could park and be in our own little private universe. The sun was shining and the temperature was perfect, we couldn't have asked for a better day. Gina and I made our way from the bridge down to where Lurch was sitting, and we steeled ourselves for the awkward conversation ahead. We had decided our best approach was to counsel Lurch directly as if we were surrogate parents, in the hopes that would get through to him.
I started the conversation, talking to Lurch again about what had happened last night, that it was no big deal and that it happened to everyone, and as he got more used to being around women and dating it would be easier. I told him that when I was his age, it happened to me all the time.
"In fact, when I was your age, I used a little trick that helped me to prevent getting over heated," I said. "Basically, about an hour before I went out on a date, I would jack off to relieve some of the sexual tension, that way I would be more relaxed and wouldn't lose my load in the heat of passion."
Lurch stared at me, trying to grasp what I was saying. "What does it mean, to jack off?" he asked.
Gina nearly gasped, and I had a hard time collecting myself. "Jacking off is when you masturbate, when you, um, you know, stimulate yourself to have an orgasm."
Lurch still didn't look like he was getting it, and I started to wonder if it was possible he actually didn't know. "Does your, uh, cock, your penis, does it ever get hard, and then you, you like rub it?"
Lurch thought deeply on this for a moment, and then he spoke slowly and thoughtfully, almost like he was thinking about what he was saying as he was saying it. "My father told me that when my thing gets hard, I'm supposed to hit it until it gets soft," he said.
There was a stunned silence as that set in. I think we both realized at the same time, that the previous night Lurch had not come in his pants as we had thought. He had gotten hard and run to the bathroom to beat his cock back into submission.
Gina, ever the tender hearted, gasped in shock and teared up. I put my hands over my face, too stunned to immediately react to the painful vision of Lurch doing that to himself for what had to be at least five years. I also had a painful thought of how much he had missed out on the past five years.
"That's not true is it," said Lurch in a pained voice.
Gina spoke before I had a chance. "No, that's not true at all, it was not right for him to tell you that. Masturbation is a completely natural, beautiful thing, and very pleasurable."
Lurch looked even more crushed than before, as the weight of being deceived by his parents and being so stupid and naive hit him all at once.
"You don't have anything at all to be ashamed of Lurch," Gina said. She looked overwhelmed with pity for this kid. "Maybe, um maybe we could show you how to do that."
As soon as the words came out she was feeling the awkwardness of them, and she looked over at me as if maybe she had made a mistake. But I was on the same page.
"Yes, we can do that," I said. "We would be more than happy to help explain, and show you how to do that."
Lurch, still looking confused, shrugged and nodded his assent.
As awkward and crazy as it was, Gina had made a commitment, based primarily on profound pity that she had for this kid, and she had decided to just do it. "Okay, first I'm going to need you to take all your clothes off," she said firmly.



Lurch looked stunned. "Right here? Out in the open?"
"There is no one around for miles," Gina said. "There is no one to see us."
"But what about the satellites, my dad said there were satellites that would film..."
Gina stood up and cut him short. "There are not any satellites that care anything at all about us, your dad was lying again. Get undressed."
Lurch was taken by Gina's stern tone, and like a kid he obeyed, first taking off his shirt and then slipping out of his shorts. Lurch in the nude was yet another surprise. He looked way, way better than one might have imagined. He was thin but muscular to the point of being chiseled, and almost completely hairless. He was pretty pale skinned, but he was truly a stud. His cock was laying soft on his thigh, but had the appearance of being a respectable size, and his balls, not surprisingly, were abnormally large.
There was a brief moment of silence as we took all that in, and Lurch was immediately defensive. "I look horrible don't I?" he said.
"No, no you don't," Gina said encouragingly, and went down and sat beside him. "You have a very nice body."
I nodded in agreement. "You look great Lurch, any woman would be lucky to be with you."
Gina had packed some fruit for the trip and she picked up a banana out of the bowl. She smiled at me, and then at Lurch, and then she declared that it was time to learn to jack off.
She took the banana in her hand and stroked it slowly, telling Lurch to mimic the motion on his cock. He started hesitatingly, and it was apparent that a lifetime of avoiding erections was going to be hard to immediately overcome. I had an erection just watching her stroke the banana, but he was still hanging soft. I was nervous he was going to panic.
"Sometimes it helps to think about something arousing," I said quickly. "Like, maybe think about what it was like making out with Gina last night."
Gina initially gave me a look, but then she went along. "Yes, that's a good idea, just keep stroking your cock like that and think about, um, making out."
I could see the wheels spinning in Lurch's head as he clumsily stroked his cock. I could almost see the moment when he locked in on the memory of making out on the couch, and then I saw his cock twitch just slightly, and then it slowly, cautiously began to stiffen. His stroking rhythm was pretty terrible, it was almost like he was just periodically pulling on his cock, and no matter how Gina tried to get him to mimic her stroking of the banana he couldn't seem to get it right.
That's when Gina made the decision to get more hands on. From her seated position beside him, she put her hand on his forearm and helped him to find a nice, slow stroking rhythm, which led to his cock to grow further still, and after a while it looked like he was getting pretty closed to being fully aroused. Gina was talking softly to him, giving him advice on his stroking. His grip was odd though, he couldn't seem to get the right angle to maximize contact, and he was squeezing too hard, and trying to tell him how to do it wasn't working. She glanced over at me, and I enthusiastically nodded my assent.
She slowly moved her hand down so it was over his, and helped him to work his hand into the right spot. She didn't actually have her hand on his cock, but from my position it definitely looked like it. Now that her hand was controlling his, she could fully control his grip and the motion, and almost immediately you could see the impact. Lurch's cock became fully erect, and it was apparent he was having some issues with his lifetime fear of having a hard on. He had a panicked look in his eyes, and it was painfully apparent that he was dramatically torn between a lifetime of beating on himself versus what had to be an epic moment of intense pleasure.
Gina was clearly aware, and as she directed his hand up and down on his cock she whispered to him assuredly. "It's ok Lurch, let it get hard, let it feel good," she cooed. "Does it feel good?"
Lurch nodded and seemed to relax, and his cock seemed to pulsate strongly under their two hands. As his cock grew, it became apparent that he was impressively well endowed.
Meanwhile, I sat across from the two of them in breathless awe. On the one hand, I was thrilled for Lurch, that he was getting to experience this wonderful pleasure for the first time in his life. On the other hand, I was incredibly aroused watching my wife's hand be such an integral part of the adventure.
The room was quiet except for the sounds of hands stroking flesh, the occasional sigh, and Gina's encouraging words. His cock had grown to the point where even his large hand was barely covering it, and I realized that my wife's hand was quite possibly coming in at least partial direct contact with his cock. Their hands moved together rhythmically, pumping down, hesitating, then pumping up, very gradually increasing in pace, and then I saw Lurch's jaw tighten, his eyes came wide open, and then there was an intense flurry of pumping and moaning and then his whole body seemed to seize up and Lurch's cock unleashed a torrent of white fluid all over his chest and stomach, as he watched in complete amazement.
"It's ok, that's what's supposed to happen," whispered Gina, her hand still perched above Lurch's hand. His head eased back on the chair and his whole body seemed to melt into a relaxed state, so relaxed that he didn't even notice Gina carefully cleaning his torso with a towel. He was silent for a long time, and I was fascinated by what must be going through his mind.
Finally, he cleared his throat and gathered his thoughts enough. "I don't think my dad was entirely accurate in his advice," he said.
I looked at Gina and she looked at me, and I could tell we were both unsure of how to respond, and there was a momentary silence before Lurch saved us.
"That was a joke," he said. And he laughed.
And we laughed, at the fact that it was funny, at the notion that Lurch had made a joke, and most of all because Lurch had, for the first time we had ever heard, actually laughed out loud.
In a flash, the mood was dramatically lightened, we all shared a few more jokes and laughs, all while Lurch sat there on the couch completely naked and my wife sat beside him. Eventually he reached down to get his shorts, and that's when my wife surprised me once again.
"Wait, I think you should stay naked for a while," she said. "I think it would be good for you to get used to being naked around a female, for when the time comes that it actually happens."
The idea of that hung in the air for a long, quiet moment. Lurch seemed to be pretty accepting of the idea, and he had kinda fallen into the habit of doing whatever Gina said. But he was looking at me for my opinion. For me, I was thinking, and visualizing, all kinds of scenarios involving a naked Lurch and my wife prancing around on the boat. And it was making me very, very aroused.
I pulled the bottle of tequila out and poured three big shots, and I immediately downed mine. "Well, what the hell, what if we all got naked?"
I meant for it to sound like more of a joke than a serious idea, but it hit harder than I planned. Lurch's eyes got big, and Gina's eyes got bigger. Her initial reaction was to look at me as if I had lost my mind, but then her look started to soften somewhat, and I felt like she could actually be receptive to the idea.
"I just think that it would help Lurch to get comfortable around nudity," I said casually. "I think it might be good for him to enjoy the presence of a beautiful, naked female."
I had jumped in with both feet, and I waited with held breath for Gina's reaction. I half expected her to slap me in the face and tell me it was time to go home. But then she stood up, walked over and picked up the tequila shot, looked at me long and hard, and then downed it. Then, without a word, she slipped out of her cover up shirt, reached behind her and untied the strap on her bikini top. Her eyes never left mine as she let the top fall away, exposing her perfect tits for the both of us. My mouth was hanging open, but not nearly as open as Lurch's. I was pretty sure this was the first naked tits he had ever seen.
"I think for now I'll just be half naked," Gina said, giving me a look that said that was far enough.
I nodded in agreement and picked up the last tequila shot and handed it to Lurch, mostly because I wanted to make sure he hadn't gone into some kind of waking coma. He was in a coma of sorts, he didn't take his eyes off Gina's tits for a second as he downed the shot. I poured three more shots and downed mine quickly again, and the second one went to my head pretty quickly. I had a nice warm buzz looking at my wife's fabulous chest, and watching Lurch looking and drooling at her.
"What about you, aren't you getting naked too?" Gina said to me.
I had kinda forgotten all about the notion that I was supposed to get naked too, in my mind I was just imagining the two of them naked. But it was my idea, I figured I would have to go along. Luckily, I had lost the full raging hard on I had just moments earlier, so when I dropped my shorts off I was just semi aroused. I was pretty happy with how I looked naked at 45, I had stayed pretty fit. And it really didn't matter anyway, Gina already knew what I looked like naked and Lurch was not to be distracted from my wife's tits.
So there was a few moments where we were all there, the men naked and Gina half naked, and it was pretty awkward and clumsy. But after we settled into it and relaxed with a few drinks, it all became pretty normal. Lurch even stopped gawking at Gina's tits. The afternoon settled into a chill, playful mood.
Gina was enjoying the attention, but I think most of her efforts were aimed at making Lurch comfortable in a sex-charged situation. She spent a lot of time close to Lurch, sometimes touching him, and she also spent a pretty fair amount of time rubbing up against me. She seemed to enjoy the idea that I was being turned on by watching her.
Lurch was clearly enjoying himself, he had rapidly become accustomed to the situation. After having what I guess was his first orgasm, his cock was initially hanging soft, but he gradually began to become more and more aroused, you could see his cock stiffening.
But like me, he would get fully aroused from Gina's playfulness and then there would be a distraction that led to being semi aroused. But for probably an hour, we were both either rock hard or semi aroused. Gina seemed to like the idea of toying with us, doing things to spur our arousal whenever we lost our full erection. I was downing drinks pretty hard, that had to be the only thing keeping me from staying rock hard.
At some point my drunk self brought up the idea that we might want to consider putting some sunscreen on, especially on areas that were not usually exposed. Gina quickly agreed, and had Lurch lay back on a chair. She started at his chest, rubbing in the lotion, and I watched as she moved over his arms, and then lower down on his torso. Her hands drifted tantalizingly over his lower belly, and at some point she looked up and saw me watching the show with a raging hard on. Then she slipped by Lurch's hard cock and went down to his thighs, where she worked her fingers over his legs and all the way down to her feet. Then, with a clever grin, she tossed him the lotion and said "I'll let you get the rest." Lurch rubbed the lotion over his midsection, and I couldn't help but notice that when he lathered his cock with lotion he was intently looking at Gina's tits, and she was clearly enjoying that attention.
Then Gina had me lay back, and followed the same pattern of lathering lotion all over my body, though she did do me the kindness of giving me a brief but thorough covering of my hard cock. At some point in the process of stroking my cock I did see her looking playfully at Lurch and his cock.
I told Gina that it was her turn, and I had her sit back on a lounge chair between Lurch and I. I took some lotion and squeezed it into my hands, and then watching her carefully, I squeezed out some lotion into Lurch's hands. She didn't freak out, and I moved my hands down to Gina's upper chest and began slowly rubbing it in, and I nodded at Lurch to do the same. I felt Gina tense up a little at first with having Lurch's hands on her, but as he followed my pattern of lathering her upper chest and arms, she seemed to gradually relaxed, and then she closed her eyes. I slowly worked my hands down until my fingers found the curve of her breasts, and Lurch's hands were trembling as he did the same. I could see Gina's nipples becoming erect, and could feel her body responding to the four hands on her body. I took my time, drawing lower and lower circles as I rubbed her chest, and when I saw her mouth open and heard a moan, I knew it was time, and I slipped my hands down completely over her breast and lightly massaged her nipples. Lurch was watching with wide eyes, and I once again nodded to him to go for it.
Lurch was shaking and nervous, but he followed by lead and his hands moved down to caress what had to be the first breast he had ever seen, much less touched. I tried to imagine what it must be like to be him, to have his hands touching such a beautiful breast, it had to be overwhelming.
We continued to massage the lotion into here breasts, moving down and covering her torso and then back up again. I moved my hands so that they covered both her breasts and Gina was obviously very turned on, her body was moving just slightly under our touch and she was sighing quietly. Then I moved my hands down to her torso, and signaled for Lurch to take my place at her breasts. Lurch's eyes got big and he moved both hands over Gina's breasts, and he began to rub and caress both breasts with rising passion. Lurch and I were both rock hard as we continued to rub more lotion in. Lurch was pretty happy sticking with the breasts, I moved down and massaged both of her legs. I could feel her body quivering with passion as I moved my fingers to the tops of her thighs, brushing up against her bikini. Gina was so caught up in the massage I was starting to wonder how far she would go when she suddenly put the brakes on.
"Ok boys, I think I'm plenty protected from the sun," she grinned, moving her hands up to brush us away. We took the message and sat back in our own chairs, and the three of us quietly soaked up the sun, enjoying our tequila buzz and the liberating feel of being naked.
At some point I dozed off, and when I woke up, Lurch and Gina were gone. I groggily got up and began to look around for them, they didn't appear to be anywhere on the deck so I headed down to the cabin. I eased in quietly through the cabin door and saw them, standing over by the bar. Gina had her arms on the bar and was bent over, and Lurch was standing behind her, and he was fucking her from behind like a wild animal, and she was moaning and writhing around on top of his cock, begging him to fuck her harder...
And then bang, I woke up for real, and realized that was all a dream. They were both still there in the chairs, I had to shake my head to clear the intense vision from the dream. Gina had rolled over onto her stomach, and it appeared that she had dozed off as well. I sat up and got Lurch's attention, and squeezed some lotion into both of our hands.
"Would you like some lotion on your back?" I asked Gina.
"Hmmmm, I thought you'd never ask," she cooed. "Please yes."
The two of us went to "work" once again, rubbing lotion onto her shoulders and back, and she let out a long sigh and melted under our hands. We worked our way down her back, spending quite a bit of time on her lower back and practically giving her a four hand massage. Then I moved down further, rubbing the lotion onto the leg on my side, as Lurch did the same for her other leg. Then I worked my way back up, and my hands found the curve of her ass, and I boldly pushed the fabric of her bikini up on both sides so that it looked like she was wearing a thong. With both her cheeks fully exposed, we began a long, slow massage of her ass. Gina may have had some reservations about this, but she was breathing heavy and grinding her pelvis into the chair as we massaged her ass. At some point she seemed to doze off in bliss, but we continued to rub her ass, legs and lower back. My wife's body had never looked sexier.
After a while both Lurch and I sat back in our chairs, and we were quiet for a while. Gina turned back over onto her back, and smiled over at me. I was still riding a pretty good tequila buzz.
Out of the blue, Lurch decided to weigh in. "This is the greatest day of my life," he said.
We all laughed together, and I could not have been more pleased by Lurch's transformation over the course of the day. He had gone from dark and sullen to happy and adventurous in the course of a few hours.
"You've had some big changes this past week," I said. "You've come a long way. Are you feeling pretty good about things?"
Lurch agreed and then looked thoughtful. "Some day I wouldn't mind doing another pretend date, I'm a little nervous about the make out part, I think I got it but I feel like I need practice."
"We could do that again soon," said Gina.
I had another idea. "Well, what if we did another pretend date right here, right now?" I said, looking intently at Gina. "We could pretend you're coming home from a date, the cabin could be the house."
I'm not sure that my tequila infused wife processed all of that right away, because she readily agreed. It wasn't until they were standing up and laughing about pretending to get out of a car to walk to the front steps that she suddenly realized they were going to be doing this whole thing with her half naked and him full naked.
Still, she dutifully played out the part, moving in and out of character as advisor and date. They walked slowly up to the door of the cabin, stopped for a brief chat, and then he leaned in for the goodnight kiss, and I will have to say, the kid had gotten pretty darn smooth. He had stopped the nervous shaking, he was confident and direct, and his technique was solid. Maybe it was a week of practice, or a half bottle of tequila, or experiencing his first orgasm, but he looked like he knew what he was doing.
And what he was doing, from my perspective, was incredibly erotic. He was standing very close to Gina, but not quite touching, his hard cock seemed to be straining for contact. I could see her arousal with her erect nipples. They would kiss, and then break for Gina to give some advice, and then try again, and each time it seemed like their naked bodies were getting closer together. Even I was aching for Lurch's cock to grind hard into her. He was considerably taller than she was, so his cock was about even with her stomach.
At some point my aching got overwhelming, and I decided to inject my own advice. "Now Lurch, if it seems like things are going well, and the girl seems ok with it, you may want to move in close and put your arms around her," I said. My chest was throbbing at the thought of this, and nervous at how Gina would respond. But she did not resist as Lurch closed the gap between them, and when his hard cock pressed up against her belly he looked both embarrassed and intensely aroused.
"It's ok, it happens," Gina said, looking down at his cock sticking in her belly. "Usually you would be wearing pants at this point so it wouldn't be quite so obvious."
We all laughed at that and it broke the tension. They went back to practice kissing, which moved from your basic one off to an extended goodnight kiss to a full on standing up make out scene, all of which I was watching from just a few feet away.
I slipped in close behind her and moved his hand so it was closer to the curve of the top of her ass. "Now when you are at this stage of things, you don't want to put your hand directly on her ass, but it is ok to have contact with the top, and maybe the side of her ass." I moved his hands around to show him, first positioning them on the top of her ass, and then sliding them around to the side. I happened to know that one of Gina's big turn ons was having her bare ass caressed, and I moved his hands closer to the edge of her bikini, even pushing the material back a bit so it was once again like a thong. There was something incredibly erotic about having my wife sandwiched by two hard cocks. My cock was so hard it was throbbing, and if I moved any closer then I would be rubbing that hardness on her ass in between Lurch's hands. In one side of my mind I was ripping off Gina's bikini bottom and plunging my cock into her, while Lurch shoved his cock in from the front, and we would fuck her brains out right there at the door of the cabin. But the other side of my mind realized I might be better off just watching the show.



"Now when you are on the front porch and things are going well, the best thing to do is to read the cues from the girl," I said. "If the girl doesn't ask you if you'd like to come in, then after a while you just say something like this was fun and let's do it again sometime, and then you leave."
At this point the three of us were standing very close together, two hard cocks and my half naked wife in between, and I was practically whispering. "So the question is, will the girl ask you to come in," I said, looking intensely at Gina.
Gina looked at me, I had given her permission to keep this going and I was pretty sure she was enjoying herself, and not just from the standpoint of helping Lurch. She nodded to me first, and then turned back to Lurch. "Would you like to come inside for a while?" she asked softly.
My heart practically stopped as Gina opened the door into the cabin and they stepped inside. It wasn't hard to pretend that the boat cabin wasn't a house, it had a reasonably good sized living area with couches and a bar, and there was a full bedroom in the bow. Gina took Lurch's hand and led him over to a couch, where they nestled up against each other and she began explaining how it was best to do a little small talk prior to the make out session, and how he would typically wait on signals from the girl as to when to make his move, and how he should always be careful to let the girl decide how fast things should go.
"But if you are ever in a situation where you are both already practically naked, it would probably be ok to just get right down to it," she said.
It was a funny thing to say, and ordinarily might generate a laugh, but there was a different mood inside the cabin. Her tone suggested to me that SHE wanted to get right down to it, and I could tell by her body language she was super horny. Horny from being with this boy we had turned into a hard young stud, and horny from knowing her naked, very aroused husband was watching the action from a few feet away.
Lurch did not need to be told twice, he got right into it, sliding one arm around her and the other on her waist, and starting slow, as he was directed, softly kissing her lips and neck and waiting for the signals. The signals were abundant, her hand was caressing his chest and she was clearly enjoying herself. I sat there in silence, my skin burning with arousal, and watched the naked make out session getting progressively more heated. Hands began moving around as the kissing became more passionate, and they were both getting lost in the moment. After extensive training and discussions, Lurch had become more adept at using his tongue, and at times their mouths came open and I could see their tongues entwined.
His hand had worked its way over to her stomach, just below her breast, and as they made out his fingers were moving closer and closer, until his thumb slipped over her nipple and she gasped. There may have been some part of her that was screaming that it was time to stop, but it wasn't enough to make her stop. Her hand moved almost subconsciously to a lower spot on his stomach, and I could imagine Lurch's aching desire to have her hand drift down and touch his cock, fondle him and then wrap her hand around him and stroke him. He was rock hard and throbbing to be touched.
But she resisted the urge to move things further, keeping her fingers just clear of his cock, as they continued to passionately make out, and he continued to caress her breasts. Occasionally she would still stop to offer some clinical advice, as if to maintain the illusion that this was a role play game and not real life. I got the impression that it was also a way to draw the line and not go any further than they already had.
But Lurch had reached a point where he could not go on without his aching hard cock gaining some relief. He slid his hand away from her breasts and moved it down to his cock, just resting it on top and not moving it. Gina could sense his urgent need, and as she had done before, she slid her hand over on top of his hand and began to slowly move his hand up and down on his cock. There was no more words of advice at this point, they were full on making out as their hands moved together on his cock.
I was a little surprised that Lurch didn't lose his load immediately, I was about to lose my load and nobody was touching my cock. But they kept making out, and they kept stroking his cock together, and I watched in fascination at the scene in front of me.
I noticed that there was a very gradual change happening in the way the two were stroking his cock. There was a slow, almost imperceptible movement...Lurch's hand was drifting off, and Gina's hand was becoming more and more dominant. And then suddenly, in a moment that eclipsed all the other moments before, Lurch's hand slipped completely away and Gina's hand came full into contact with his cock. The impact on Lurch was immediate, he gasped and fell back flat on the couch. His shock was understandable, he had just enjoyed his first orgasm a few hours before, and now he had a girl's hand on his cock.
After Lurch removed his hand and left Gina's on top of his cock, she had not moved at all. She looked over at me, I sensed that she was looking for approval, but when she saw me she just smiled. I looked down and saw why -- without even realizing it, I had wrapped my hand around my own cock. I suppose she figured if I was enjoying it, I must be ok with it. She was, of course, correct, and knowing that I was enjoying the show, she made it even better.
Her hand began to once again stroke Lurch's hard cock, all on her own. His cock looked way bigger with just her tiny fingers wrapped around it, and it was have a much bigger effect on him. He seemed frozen in position on his back, and she moved onto her side to have a better angle to fondle and continue their make out session.
Once again, I was expecting that Lurch would lose it at any second, but he seemed to be at a long lasting plateau, where his cock looked like it was ready to explode but didn't. I didn't want him to come yet, I was very much enjoying the show, watching them making out while Gina stroked his cock. I think Gina was surprised at his endurance as well, she would break away from kissing him to look down in amazement at her hand stroking up and down, then she would look over at me stroking my own cock watching them.
Eventually Gina came to the conclusion she was going to have to do more to bring Lurch to conclusion, so she moved up onto her knees and brought both hands together onto his cock and began full on jacking him off. His cock had gotten so big and hard that both of her hands wrapped around him didn't fully cover him up.
As I believe I mentioned early in this story, my wife gives amazing handjobs, and there was no way Lurch was not going to come. Her pace gradually increased, and you could see the expression on Lurch's face begin to change, and I could tell that he was finally getting close. Gina suddenly moved over so she was straddling him, and one hand moved down to caress his balls while the other hand continued to stroke his cock. From my vantage point it almost looked like she was straddling him and they were fucking, and when she looked over at me with a wry smile I realized she was doing it on purpose. As she continued to stroke his cock, she began to move her hips slowly back and forth, watching me jacking off as I watched her jacking him off.
Lurch's back arched so much that he practically lifted her off the ground, and a primitive, guttural growl began to build deep in his throat, and he came loudly and forcefully, jerking and spasming like he was being electrocuted. I was glad he made all the noise, because it covered the sound of my own noisy orgasm.
The second orgasm of his life was so intense that he did not move, or speak, for several minutes, he just lay there like a pile of jelly. I think the second orgasm was even more intense than the first because with the second one he had some idea of what to expect, the first one was just a pleasant surprise. Gina had gotten up and come over and curled up in my lap and still, Lurch remained catatonic. About the time I was starting to think the kid had up and died, he stirred.
"That was the most amazing thing that has ever happened to me," he stammered.
It was an amazing revelation, and it was likely very true.
"There are going to be even better experiences for you in the future," Gina said. "We've given you a beginners lesson on being with women, and you're doing fantastic. I feel like I've gone as far as I can, and Glenn can give you some guidance on what might happen next. You are going to make some woman very, very happy."
"I was kinda hoping that you would marry me," Lurch said flatly.
Both Gina and I were frozen, unable to respond, both of us were horrified that we had misled and confused this very naive kid, that we were going to have another huge setback.
"That was a joke," he said, before we managed a response.
And we all had an amazing laugh, part relief and part feeling like Lurch had reached another level. We went for a naked swim, had some more laughs and drinks, and finally pulled on our clothes and headed back to reality.
Gina and I were both pretty tired after the day, but we were hornier than we were tired. We made our way to the bedroom and stumbled into the bed, kissing and clawing each other's clothes off. It wasn't long before her hand found its way to my cock, and as I watched her hand stroking me off, I couldn't help but remember watching her stroking Lurch off just hours earlier.
"Did you like it when I had my hand on his cock?" she whispered.
"Mmm, I think you know I did," I said. "Did you like me watching?"
"I did, I liked you watching and I like watching you stroke your cock," she said.
"I think it's time for you to relax for a while," I said, pushing her hand away and moving over on top of her. I began kissing my way down her body, telling her how beautiful and hot she was, and soon my mouth found her pussy, and she was hot and wet as I set in to an extended tongue lashing. I could've gone all night like that, but it wasn't long before she begged me to fuck her, and I was more than happy to oblige. I'd like to report that I fucked her for an hour, in every position in the manual and a few that weren't, but early on in the lovemaking she got back to talking dirty and there was no way I could stop myself.
She was perched on top of me, my dick deep inside her and she was rhythmically gyrating up and down, I could tell she was really enjoying the position.
"Do you remember when I was on top of Lurch like this?" she said softly.
"I do remember that, it looked a lot like you were fucking him," I said.
She smiled and moved her hips against me hard. "Did that make you hot?" she said.
"Fuck yes," I replied. "So hot."
"Mmm, it made me hot to think about you watching us," she said. "If I'm being honest, I was really aching for some cock about then. I was aching to be fucked."
My head was spinning, this line of talk was making me both hot and uncomfortable. Did she want me to talk about her fucking him? Did she actually want to fuck him?
"All I could think about while we were doing that was how I couldn't wait to get back here, back to our bed, and fuck my husband's brains out," she said. "And talk dirty to him too."
I pulled her down close and kissed her hard, threw my hips into a wild frenzy and we both came in a wild flurry of arms and legs flying in all kinds of directions.
The following week Lurch Version II hit the market, with a bang. He miraculously resolved all the glitches with the big project, and launched a subcommittee that came up with a dynamite marketing campaign--a committee that included him and four female staffers. Everyone in the office was talking about how dramatically he had changed, mentally and physically, it was like he was a different person.
Meanwhile, Gina found him a great apartment and I spent some time explaining more advance sexual topics, which he found to be so bizarre I had to get him some books to prove it.
As a way to celebrate his transformation, and the success of the big work project, we had Lurch over to dinner that Friday night. He showed up looking spiffy and well dressed, in clothes that he had apparently selected himself. Turns out, he couldn't stay long, he said he was meeting a girl for drinks later.
"A girl huh," said Gina. "How interesting."
"Yeah, I'm meeting Anna from accounting," he said.
"Wow, Anna from accounting?" I piped in.
Gina grinned and gave me the side-eye.
"Yeah, I figured I need to try a date with someone closer to my age," Lurch said.
And in a sign of just how far Lurch had come, we knew it was a joke and we all had a good laugh. He said that in the ultimate bit of irony, his limited book reading had been key to breaking the ice with Anna. She was a big coin collector, and he knew coins. She played golf, and he helped her with her swing just watching her. And she thought his ability to make origami dragons out of paper was nothing short of amazing.
Later I was walking him to the door and he started talking about how incredible the last week had been, how much he had changed.
"I didn't tell you this, but about a week ago I was packing my bags, I was going back to the farm in Iowa," he said. "I had given up."
He was almost sounding teary as he spoke. "I want you to know, there is no doubt in my mind what saved my life."
I nodded, and I could feel emotions rising too. I thought about how I had taken a chance hiring him, how I had stuck with him even when things were looking bad, and how I had come up with the plan to fix him.
"Yeah, I owe it all to your wife," he said. "She's the best."
And as I watched him happily walk out the door, I realized the big guy was exactly right.
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I probably shouldn't have taken the call when I saw it was Harold calling. Harold Higgins was my down-the-street neighbor who was always pitching me on investing in wacky business ideas, taking a chance on risky crypto stocks, and other assorted Ponzi schemes. Every idea was always "the greatest thing ever."
But for some reason I took the call, and Harold got right to the point. "This is the greatest thing ever," he said. "You've got to see it to believe it, and you're never going to believe it even when you see it."
"Sounds pretty unbelievable," I said, hating myself for answering the phone and thinking of how to end the call quick. "Maybe I..."
Harold interrupted before I could even finish my thought. "I'll bring her down to show you right now," he said excitedly, before hanging up the phone.
Now I was confused. Bring her down? How did he go from a business idea to showing me a her? Was her a person, or was it an animal, like maybe he was starting an ostrich farm in his backyard and he wanted to convince me to invest in it. All these things were still running through my mind when I heard my doorbell ring, and I realized that Harold had initially called me from my front yard, meaning it was too late for me to escape.
As I walked to the door, I realized that Harold did not indeed have an ostrich with him, he had a young girl. He had children, but they were boys and under 10 years old, so it wasn't one of his kids. If I had to guess I'd say she was maybe 20 years old, but seemed short for her age. She was modestly dressed in a buttoned-up blouse and a knee length skirt, and while she wasn't unattractive she was pretty dowdy looking. She had fairly plain features, a bit on the pale side, pretty nondescript.
I opened the door to a grinning Harold and looked from him to her, and now that the door was open I realized that her eyes were closed. There was something else strange about her, but I didn't want to stare long enough to analyze that so I looked back at the grinning Harold.
"Burt, I'd like you to meet Lexi," he grinned, with a flourish of his hand as if he was introducing me to the Queen of England. As he spoke her name, she lifted her head up slightly and her eyes fluttered open.
I gasped and staggered back. Her eyes were not eyes, they were some kind of glittering glass, and my mind raced to try to reconcile what I was looking at. Was she blind? Was she some kind of alien? Was Harold going to pitch me on the potential for cosmetic glass eyes?
Then she spoke. "Very pleased to meet you Mr. Jones, Mr. Higgins has told me so much about you," she said. It wasn't what she said, but how her voice sounded, that was even further unsettling. Her voice had a metallic ring to it, an odd steadiness, almost a mechanical feel, like an automated voice call from someone trying to sell you an automotive warranty.
I gasped again, my mouth had to be hanging wide open, and Harold could hardly contain his glee. "It's a robot," he practically shouted. "Lexi is a walking, talking robot."
I looked at him and then back at the girl, who had not moved or spoken again, and upon closer examination I realized that Lexi was, indeed, not of the human variety. Her skin was too perfect, and had a plastic look to it, and her motionlessness was almost unsettling. Her lips were the same color as her face. I was so stunned that I found myself staring at her, analyzing every detail, looking at her hair, her ears, her neck, her hands and fingers.
Meanwhile, Harold was watching me the whole time, with a silly grin on his face. Finally he broke the silence with a grand vocal introduction. "Behold, Lexi, the robot babysitter," he crowed. As he spoke, Lexi turned her head slightly towards him and smiled. Both movements were not quite fluid, clearly mechanical, and quite obviously robotic.
I gasped, yet again, transfixed by what I was seeing. Once again, I became lost in a perplexed, staring analysis of what was on my doorstep, and I was so mesmerized that I didn't notice my wife Beth coming up beside me at the door.
"Hi Harold, what's new?" she said. "And who is this young lady?"
Harold continued his insane grinning, causing my wife to glance over at him and then back at Lexi, taking a more detailed look this time, and to her credit she didn't gasp like I had done. She shrieked.
Once again, Harold cued up the grand introduction. "Behold, Lexi, the robot babysitter," he said. He sounded like the guy who sold Flex Seal at 2 am on paid ad television.
Now both my wife and I were caught in the perplexed staring phase, emboldened by the notion that it wasn't weird to stare, because what were looking at wasn't human. We stared, we stared closer, she even reached out and touched her face, which led Lexi to blink and smile and led my wife to another shriek.
"Composite silicone vinyl material," Harold crowed. "The most advanced, human-like material ever made, it looks and feels exactly like skin."
I had finally stopped gasping, but I was still staring. "That is pretty amazing," I said. I reached out and touched her cheek, and it did indeed feel just like skin, though knowing that it wasn't real did make it feel a bit clammy.
Lexi turned her head just slightly and you could just barely hear a humming sound, like a gear moving. "Hello Mrs. Jones. I'm looking forward to babysitting for you tonight," she said.
This caused my wife to gasp, both at the sound of her voice and the content of what she was saying, and she looked over at me as if somehow I was to blame, which led me to shrug and led Harold to jump in.
"Just if you want to," he reassured. "We are willing to let you try out this extraordinary service at absolutely no cost. In fact, my wife Jean and I have reservations for the four of us to go to dinner tonight at the new French restaurant downtown, and we are buying."
My wife and I looked at each other with the same expression, a mixture of abject horror at leaving our four year old son with a robot, tempered by the idea of a free night out at a very expensive restaurant that was two months out for reservations. Maybe that mixture was 95-5 for her, more like 60-40 for me.
At any rate, Harold was very insistent. He practically invited himself in, Lexi coming in behind him with some reasonably fluid but still jerky movements. We sat down in the living room and he proudly described how he had purchased Lexi several weeks prior, and had become completely enamored. He would ask Lexi questions about her abilities, and she would respond in her nearly human, but still somewhat mechanical voice. I had to admit, the presentation was very impressive. Lexi could speak in dozens of languages. She was "educated" with advanced childcare knowledge and psychological skill. She had the training and medical ability of a fully licensed doctor. She could cook, do laundry, and clean house, and would do all that at no extra fee.
Of course, none of this was doing much to convince my wife. She spent most of the time staring intently at Lexi, like she was some kind of demon, and I expect she was imagining all kinds of terrible things that might happen if she left her only child with a robot.
But as fate would have it, that only child walked into the room and without a single prompt, walked up to Lexi and smiled. "What's your name?" he asked her boldly.
I say boldly because our kid is extremely shy, not very vocal, and would never in a million years do this normally.
Lexi turned to him and smiled warmly. "Hello Bryan, my name is Lexi," she said, shaking his hand. "And I am hoping to be your babysitter tonight."
Our kid grinned like a Cheshire Cat. Lexi grinned like a Cheshire Cat. Harold grinned like a Cheshire Cat. My wife did not grin at all.
"Can I show you my room?" Bryan said.
"Absolutely," Lexi said, standing up. "If that is ok with your parents."
After some ums and ahs, we both nodded our anxious approval, and watched our four year old son go hand in hand with a machine back to his bedroom.
Harold, meanwhile, was set on distracting us. "Lexi is designed on multiple levels to be the most pleasant, appealing personae to children," he gushed. "Children are immediately comfortable and trusting of her."
My wife was half listening, half looking down the hall, and half standing up to see how many terrible things could've happened in the last 30 seconds. But Harold stood and grabbed her arm.
"You don't need to go back there," he said. "You can watch from here."
He held up his phone, opened up an App called TRB, and in an instant we were all grouped around the phone, watching the scene from Bryan's bedroom from the perspective of Lexi. I realized that Lexi had cameras in her eyes, and we could see everything that was happening. For the next ten minutes, we watched in mute fascination as Bryan showed Lexi around her room, as Lexi gave him all the attention, energy and responsiveness that most parents only dream about. She read him books, played with him and his toys, even laughed at his jokes.
It was truly fascinating to watch, as Harold droned on an on about how amazing the technology was. That when you really think about it, it would be way safer leaving your child with a robot babysitter than some kid you barely know down the block.
Still, Beth was very skeptical. So Harold suggested that Lexi stay for the rest of the afternoon, and if we were ok with it, he and his wife would be back at 7 to pick us up to take us out. Reluctantly, we agreed.
Over the next several hours, we became less reluctant. The more time we spent around her, the better Lexi got. She was so attentive and helpful with Bryan, constantly explaining to him about whatever he wanted to know. She had him reading words, doing artwork, even speaking some basic French, all in the course of a few hours. When he took an afternoon nap, she cleaned the house, did the laundry, made a casserole for later, and helped my wife pick out an outfit for dinner. As time went on, she seemed less and less robotic, I wasn't sure if it she was changing or I was just getting used to her, but by the time 7 pm rolled around it seemed like she was just a normal person. The eyes were the only thing that were overtly un-human, but even they had become less glittery, so when she looked at you they just had a dull glassy appearance.
At any rate, by the time Harold and his wife Jean came by to take us to dinner, Beth had all but fallen in love with Lexi, and had started talking about how we might consider having our own Lexi, and just how much that would cost.
At dinner, Beth did get nervous, and frequently she would check the phone app that Harold had installed on my phone, so she could monitor what was happening at home. Meanwhile Harold and Jean couldn't stop raving about how much better their lives were with Lexi. Every once in a while I would get the weird feeling that while they were telling the truth about Lexi, that there was something else, like an inside joke, that they weren't telling us.
Now when my wife gets nervous, she drinks, and when she drinks she gets silly, and if I'm lucky, horny. Harold kept ordering bottles of wine, and Beth kept drinking them, and the more she drank the less time she spent checking in with the phone app and the more time she spent rubbing my leg under the table. By the time the meal was finished and we were leaving the restaurant, she was tipsy drunk and I was tipsy horny. Harold dropped us off at our house and told us just to keep Lexi overnight and he would come get her in the morning. I was in the middle of thanking him for the dinner and trying to get my wife out of the car when he leaned in close and said "I hope you have an intriguing night" and gave me a sly wink.
I was half drunk and half preoccupied with my fully drunk wife to fully evaluate the comment, I just nodded and thanked him again and we stumbled into the house. We had already seen through the phone app that Lexi had long since tucked Bryan in to sleep, so we weren't surprised to see Lexi sitting quietly on the couch. Beth came in an gave her a hug like she was an old friend and briefly reached into her purse to find some money to pay her, before realizing that you don't need to pay a robot, and then she laughed and gave me a "come on and fuck me look" as she stumbled back to our bedroom.
It was about this time that I noticed some changes in Lexi. First, her buttoned up blouse was now buttoned down, exposing a smooth chest and just a hint of cleavage. Her skirt that had been below her knees was now much higher, showing off at least half of her very shapely and attractive thighs. Her pale and pasty skin had changed to a summer tan look, glowing with radiance. Her thin lips that had been the same color as her face were now redder and full. And her eyes were no longer glassy, now they looked completely human. As in, deep brown bedroom eyes that took my breath away. In a word, she was now completely stunning.
My first thought was that this was because of the third bottle of wine, but I carefully refocused and confirmed that she had transformed. Before I could stop myself, I blurted out "You look...." before I stopped myself, realizing that it would be inappropriate to say that she looked hot, or even better, which was followed by the thought that wait, this is a robot, what difference could it make if I said she looked better, or even if I said she looked entirely fuck-able. In the midst of watching me working through these thoughts Lexi spoke up.
"I look different," she said. "Research has shown that clients do not want robots to look exactly like humans on initial contact, so we retain some robotic qualities until they are more used to us. Do you like the changes, Mr. Jones?"
I stood in shocked awe, part because of how she had self transformed but mostly because of how she had turned from dowdy babysitter to sexy babysitter in just a few hours.
"I hope you approve," she said. Even her voice had lost the robotic edge, and was now smooth and sultry. "Our research indicates this would be a...pleasing look."
"I do," I said, almost too quickly. "I mean, it is."
She smiled with a very satisfied look on her face, leaned back and crossed her legs. "Please let me know if I can be of any more service to you this evening Mr. Jones."
I forced myself to turn my eyes away, to turn my thoughts away from how many different ways she could be of service, and I staggered back to the bedroom where I presumed my wife would be waiting, dressed in sexy lingerie and fully charged up for a wine fueled sex romp. As it turns out, she was not, she was face down on the bed, still fully clothed, and snoring like a lumberjack. In the entire process of getting her undressed and under the covers she never showed any signs of coming any where near consciousness. Leaving me all horned up, with nowhere to go. Well, almost nowhere.
Almost nowhere, because as I lay in the bed staring at the ceiling, all I could think about was sneaking back out into the living room and playing out the ultimate babysitter fantasy. Except that this babysitter wasn't real...which made it better, less scandalous on the one hand, but also worse, in that what kind of pervert has sex with a robot? This led me down the road of thinking about what kind of activities a robot babysitter would be designed to participate in, specifically what kind of sexual activities. It had not crossed my mind until now, but I had always just assumed she probably had a barbie style crotch area, with no genitalia. Then I started thinking about her shirt being open and exposing cleavage, and how maybe it would make sense for me to unbutton her shirt to just inspect the goods, I mean, after all, this was something I was thinking about buying.
At some point in my extensive evaluations and moralizations I made a very key decision, that being that I was quite thirsty, so I got up and went to the kitchen to get a glass of water. As I exited the kitchen from the other side I saw Lexi, eyes watching me. Curiously, she had turned down the lights in the living room and had lit a candle, and in the soft glow she looked even more amazing.
"I, um, just came out to get some water," I stammered.
"I see," she said smiling. "Can I have a sip?"
"Of course," I said as I walked over and held out the glass, before stopping. "Wait, can you drink water?"
She smiled bigger. "I am engineered to consume a variety of fluids, which are periodically expelled in a fairly traditional fashion," she said.
I gulped and handed her the glass, reviewing in my head the facts that she could both swallow liquids and expel them in a traditional fashion, and the advanced implications of both of those things.
She took a sip of water and set the glass on the table. "Why don't you sit down and relax," she said. "I expect you have some questions, Mr. Jones."
Mesmerized, I sat down on the other end of the couch from her and began to formulate questions in my head, wondering how to delicately ask them and then remembering I was talking to a robot. My thought processes were not nearly quick enough to keep up with her.
"Our field research determined that the optimum baby sitter robot would be more than just ideal for the child," she said, in a deadpan, scientific tone. "The optimum baby sitter robot would also be helpful in a variety of other ways, from housekeeping to... entertaining."
She ran her long fingers through her hair.
"Entertaining?" I stammered.
"Yes, I am fully capable of being very entertaining in many ways," she said. She moved closer to my end of the couch.
"Ways?" I stammered.
She smiled at me warmly, as if enthralled by my astounding wit and conversational skill. "Would you like to hear more...Mr. Jones?" Her voice had lost all its robotic stiffness, it had become smooth and sultry.
"More?" I stammered.
She smiled at me again, and moved closer to me on the couch. "Did Harold tell you about the life-like quality of my skin?" she asked. "You can feel it again if you'd like."
So there I am, sitting on the couch with an increasingly sexy 20 year old, being invited to touch her skin. On the one hand, I felt pretty darn old-man creepy. On the other hand, I kept coming back to the realization that this was not a real person, this was a robot. A machine. A toy. I timidly reached my hand over and let my fingers rest gently on her arm.
It was amazing. Earlier, it had felt somewhat plastic, cold and clammy. Now it was warm, supple, it almost felt electric. She could tell I noticed the difference.
"As I said, our research shows that on initial contact, clients are more comfortable with more robot, less human," she said. "Especially the women of the house, it is important for us to be...non-threatening. We have the ability to become even more human if needed."
I was nodding, still mesmerized by the feeling of her arm under my fingers. My eyes must've drifted down to her legs, which had become more exposed by a skirt that had somehow become shorter.
"Go ahead, Mr. Jones" she said, her eyes motioning to her thigh. "You can touch me there too."
It felt like an out of body experience as I watched my hand move off her arm and drift down to her thigh. Her skin was perfect, her thigh was toned and amazingly warm. At the moment my fingers made contact, her skin seemed to glow just slightly and her leg twitched, as if reacting to my touch. Without thinking I moved my hand up and down her thigh, both amazed by the realness and aroused by the moment. As I touched her I was certain I heard her sigh and blush--as if my touch made her react.



She scooted closer to me on the couch, now her leg was touching mine. Her hand came down onto mine and she moved my hand up and down her leg a few times, then lifted my hand up and placed it on her cheek. She turned to look into my eyes as my fingers moved over her face and neck. Her deep brown bedroom eyes gazed back at me with what looked like passion.
"Would you like to see what my lips feel like, Mr. Jones?" she said softy.
I couldn't think of any clever one word answer for this, and my head was so gone I'm not sure I could have gotten even a word out of my mouth, so I simply nodded. As I moved my fingers down to her lips and felt the warm, wet softness of her mouth, she opened her mouth just slightly and let my fingers slip inside, and I felt her tongue seducing my fingers. One by one, she took my fingers into her mouth, sucking each one with her tongue, softly biting them, all the while looking at me with the most seductive bedroom eyes I had ever seen.
This was about the time that I realized that I was wearing a t shirt and some silky shorts, and that I had become visibly aroused, in that my cock was clearly tenting the front of my shorts. This might be intensely embarrassing in front of our regular babysitter, but this was no regular babysitter.
"Would you like to know what my lips would feel like...somewhere else?" she asked, glancing down at the bulge that was surely close to ripping my shorts apart.
I made some kind of whimpering noise that could be interpreted as a yes, and she leaned forward towards my lap, but then suddenly veered up and softly kissed my cheek.
I whimpered again, clearly indicating that this is not the somewhere else I had in mind, and she grinned at me devilishly. She leaned back and whispered into my ear. "Don't worry Mr. Jones, I know exactly where you want my lips to be, and I can't wait to show you how they will feel."
Her warm breath was intoxicating, it was a bizarre mixture of wondrous scents. It was a pleasant mix of cherry bubblegum, a fine wine, several other scents that I couldn't even identify, all wafting over me. Her hair smelled like my first girlfriend, from a slow dance in junior high school. Her perfume was like a warm summer breeze that radiated between subtle and bold.
She got up from the couch and stood before what was left of me on the couch, a bowl of jelly save for the steely erection. She just stood there silently for a while, letting me enjoy the epic display of beauty standing before me.
"I bet you think I'd be more comfortable if I took my shirt off," she said, turning her head seductively. "Would that be pleasing to you, Mr. Jones...or if you would prefer, I could call you Master Jones."
"Yes," I stammered, too quickly and too loudly. "Yes to both."
Lexi nodded and smiled, and moved her hands down to the top button on her blouse. But instead of opening the button, she just moved her hands down the front of her blouse, and it magically parted and fell open, exposing a lacy pink bra over a magnificently toned chest and abdomen. She stood there and let me enjoy that view for several moments, then she deftly touched the front of her bra and it fell away, exposing the most incredible tits I have ever seen. Better than the tits on the best Playboy model I'd obsessed over from my dad's hidden collection. Better than the tits on my high school girlfriend who was head cheerleader and later became a lingerie model. Better than the tits of my wife, which I thought were better than the high school girlfriend. Better than my wildest imagination. They absolutely glowed with transcendent supremacy.
"Oh good lord," I managed to stammer out. "You...are...perfection."
"Perfection is a pretty big word," Lexi said. "It means a lot of different things to different people. I am programmed to use a myriad of data and inference to adapt my looks and personality to become ideal for whatever user I am with. To become...perfection."
I don't know that I actually heard anything she was saying, because I was just mesmerized looking at her perfectly shaped, perfectly sized, perfectly angled, perfectly nippled, perfectly colored boobs.
"So for some users, I can make my breasts larger, or smaller, or I could be more aggressive, or more innocent, depending on what the data indicates the user will want," she continued. "And after I establish that baseline from the data, I can make adjustments depending on how the user reacts. I can tell from a users vital signs what turns them on, and I can change for them. So I can read from your heart rate changes that you might like this..."
Her hair was suddenly longer and very blonde and her eyes became crystal blue.
"Or this..."
Suddenly her hair was shorter and jet black, and her eyes were back to deep brown. She smiled down on me, observing the massive erection tugging on my shorts.
"I had you pegged for a brunette, Master Jones, but it looks like you can go both ways," she said.
If I'm being totally honest I had never taken my eyes off her breasts, they were the most stunning, perfect pair of breasts I'd ever seen. Her hair could've been purple.
My head had not stopped spinning for several moments, but something about seeing how perfect her body was standing in front of me reminded me that this was not some babysitter with a daddy complex. I had suddenly realized that I didn't have to be clever or smooth to accomplish this seduction. I didn't even have to care about any potential embarrassment. This was a fucking robot. There was no reason for me to be nervous. I took a deep breath and felt myself relax.
Lexi smiled down on me and slid off the skirt that had shrunk to the point of not being there, leaving her standing in front of me with a warm glow and a skimpy pair of lacy pink panties. "I'm glad that you are relaxing a bit, I was a little worried you were going to have a heart attack," she said. "It's like you said, there's no reason to be nervous."
I froze for a moment, trying to replay the last few minutes. I had not said that out loud.
Lexi stroked her breasts with both hands and smiled again. "Relax, I can't read your mind. I am only inferring what you are thinking based on measurable biometric data."
I nodded in relief. Partly because I didn't want my mind read, but mostly because I didn't want anything to fuck up what seemed like a pretty solid chance to fuck the hell out of the babysitter.
"Your biometric data currently suggests that you might want to take your clothes off, Master Jones" Lexi said. Her voice was completely unemotional, detached. "It also strongly suggests that you are still thinking about what it will feel like to have my lips come in contact with a certain area. It also strongly suggests that you are wondering about just how good the next 30 minutes of your life is going to be. And I can tell you. It's going to be good. It's going to be very, very good. It's going to be like your greatest fantasy. And then it will be better. It will be...perfect."
Not being one to argue about babysitter suggestions, I spent the next three seconds getting my shirt off my head and my shorts off, after working them around my erection. Now I'm a reasonably fit 40 year old man, probably above average but not likely to impress any 20 year old goddesses. But to hear the reception I got from Lexi made me feel like I was Fabio.
"Nice body Master Jones," she cooed. "You look amazing for a man in your early 30s."
I elected not to correct her. But as she continued to lay on the compliments and make me feel better and better about myself, I couldn't help but notice that my cock had grown to epic proportions. Like, it looked and felt like it was 2-3 inches bigger than normal. For a moment, I was chalking it up to the fact that there was a flawless, ultra sexy 20 year old standing naked in front of me, but then I thought that no, there was no way that could make that much of a difference. It was like I was looking at someone else's cock, and it was porn movie big.
"Don't be alarmed," Lexi said, kneeling smoothly down in front of me. "Our research determined that men enjoy the experience more if they have the experience with a larger cock. So we developed a system of holograms that can distort your perception. About 95% of our clients find this satisfying, but if you don't I can turn it off."
I looked down at my cock, bigger, wider, more turgid than it had ever been, and I looked at Lexi's eyes, which were looking hungrily at that big hard cock and the decision was easy. I nodded and she smiled and looked adoringly at my cock, coming up close on either side to study it, almost scientifically.
"I understand the recent trend for memorable blow jobs is to do this," she said, and she perched her mouth above my cock and gave it a Hawk Tuah and spit on that thing, and then she grinned up at me and set in on the most amazing oral experience of my life. She started with kissing, then light licking, shaft to tip, eventually taking me into her mouth, which is when it went completely off the charts. When she wrapped her mouth around my cock and took me all the way in I nearly had that heart attack. When they built Lexi, they must've started with the mouth. It was like warm pudding, soft and yielding, with a tongue that moved in ways no human tongue could. She had the sucking power of a vacuum cleaner, and her mouth vibrated constantly at different speeds. The whole time, she was moaning and writhing like her mouth was being pleasured by my cock.
Now I'm a guy who prides himself on not losing his load in the first 30 seconds, but I quickly realized that I wasn't going to last 15 seconds like this. But Lexi was way ahead of me. Every time I felt an orgasm rising up, she would shift down and take my balls into her mouth, she had a way of moving them around in her mouth in a way that felt incredibly good but also staved off my climax. She knew instinctively just how far to push me, and then she would bring me back down. So I settled myself down to enjoy the longest, most amazing blow job not just of my life, but of anyone, anywhere, ever. There was no way a blow job could be better than the art that Lexi was performing. And the best part, the BEST part, was that I swear she had three orgasms WHILE she was giving me a blow job. Clearly, a robot orgasm, but still, very convincing. I can't begin to describe what it's like to watch a beautiful, sexy 20 year old babysitter with a perfect body giving you a passionate blow job and writhing around in ecstasy while doing it.
At some point I became overwhelmed with passion and forgot about logic, which is when I made the decision that it was time to fuck the babysitter. I flipped our positions around on the couch so that she was on the bottom and I was on the top, and I got down on my knees in front of her and put my hands on her panties...and froze. I suddenly realized that I had no idea what was under these panties, I was fully expecting to rip them off and find nothingness, and be confronted with the world's worst case of blue balls.
But Lexi saw my reluctance, and eased my mind. "Go ahead, Mr. Jones," she cooed. "If you like my mouth, you're going to looooove my pussy."
I blinked, in shock and anticipation, and slowly pulled the panties down, prepared for just about anything. I was not disappointed. Her pussy was exotic, dazzling, and just adorable. Her neatly trimmed pubic hair was light pink, feathery soft, leading to velvety smooth folds that had just a hint of shine. My mouth immediately began watering, I just had to taste that beautiful flower, even if it wasn't real.
I knelt down in front of her and spread her legs, and she eased back on the couch and put her arms up on the cushion, watching me with anticipation. She had a relaxed, matter-of-fact look on her face that seemed to suggest that not only was she looking forward to me going down on her, but that I was going to enjoy it as well.
She was once again correct. As I moved my face down towards her pussy I was intoxicated by a smell rising up into my nostrils. It was hard to nail down just what the smell was, it was sweet like candy, rich like wine, with just a hint of animal musk. I was almost more like a feeling than a smell, and it was like a powerful magnet. My mouth latched on and I thrust my tongue into her with everything I had.
I could feel her body tremble, pulsate, reacting to my tongue thrusts, and when I gathered myself enough to look up at her I saw pure passion and ecstasy all over her face. There was nothing robotic about her intense gyrations, or her fervent moans. I could feel her pussy getting wetter, softer, I drank in the moisture coming out of her without a second thought as to where exactly it was coming from. As she moved her hands down to caress my hair I realized that I never, ever wanted to stop doing this. I could just die right here, my tongue buried in her until I starved to death.
But Lexi had other ideas, she pulled my face up and her deep brown eyes met mine.
"Mr. Jones, I need you to fuck me," she said. "Now."
I didn't need a second invitation, I was on top of her in a flash, and me and my larger than usual cock was even more than ready to go. When I slid into her it felt more like I had been wrapped into a perfectly sized, perfectly warm, perfectly smooth sleeve, and as she wrapped her legs around me and pulled me in deep I became aware that not only was her pussy perfect in every way, it also had a very slight, very subtle vibration to it. I once again had a panic attack that I was not going to last ten seconds like this, it just felt too good. The thought crossed my mind that it wasn't that I was trying to hold out to satisfy my partner, after all, she was a robot. But I desperately wanted to last, to make this go on as long as possible. Lucky for me, Lexi was ready for that. As soon as I felt an orgasm welling up, I felt a slight pressure on the base of my cock, pulling me back from the edge. She wanted me to last too.
I was more than happy to take my sweet time. For the next half hour we fucked in every imaginable position, and some that were beyond imagination. Lexi was amazingly flexible, amazingly willing to get into a variety of positions, always ready to pull me back when I was starting to orgasm. I fucked her from the top, from the bottom, from the side, from the rear, and somehow when I was standing and she was upside down. I had her bent over the couch at one point, slamming her so hard from behind that I started to feel guilty about it, until she turned back and told me to fuck her harder.
At some point my addled brain determined that Lexi had somehow managed to dim the lights in the room, infuse the air with the smell of incense, and fill the room with mood music, because of course she had a full body surround sound installed. The music was amazing, it ranged from smooth jazz to rhythmic reggae, always capturing the mood and rhythm of our torrid fucking session.
When I say everything was perfect, I mean everything was perfect and then just kept getting better. I didn't want it to ever end, but on the other hand I was really starting to worry that my body was going to break. Eventually I ended up sitting on the couch with her straddling me, and I just sat back and let her do the work. And oh, she did the work. As I sat back and lovingly admired her gorgeous body, she slowly gyrated on top of me. The music had evolved to a slow grind, and she matched the pace with a slow but urgent hip thrust. She worked into a pattern of very gradually increasing the speed and intensity of her thrusts, lifting herself so that only the tip of my cock was in her, and then plunging down so I was in to the hilt. Her face had a look of intense pleasure, and she was moaning in a way that had to be real.
"Do you want to cum now, Mr. Jones," she said, looking at me intently. She leaned forward and whispered in my ear. "Because I really, really want you to come inside me."
I knew I didn't have to answer, because I felt my cock sending all kinds of confirmation messages to all the sensors that I'm sure she had deep in her pussy. But before I could bring myself to conclusion she lifted herself off me and turned around. Now she was sitting in my lap, my cock buried inside her, and she once again started the slow, steadily increasing gyration. She leaned down and massaged my feet, my calves, my thighs and my balls, all while keeping my surging cock buried inside her. Then she leaned back against me, and my hands came around and found her breasts. She arched her back and continued to work up and down on my cock. No matter what angle she found, her pussy continued to be a perfect, velvety sleeve, and her ass was a soft cushion.
Then she leaned forward, and my hands found their way to her waist, and there was no holding me back now. I took over for awhile, I was somehow able to lift her up, poise her on the tip of my cock, and then slide her down. Every time I would slide her down on my cock she would give her ass a twist, so my cock was getting vertical and horizontal stimulation. Suddenly, in the middle of her back, a video screen appeared, and on the video screen were four different scenes of what I initially thought was a very well done porno, but what I then realized was actually a play back of us. One screen had her sucking my cock, one screen had us in 69, one screen had me bending her over the side of the couch, and one screen was a live version of what was happening right now. I also appreciated the fact that there were filters on the video that made me look more impressive. Especially cock-wise.
There was no stopping me now. She had once again taken over control of the rhythm, it was like her whole body was bending and twisting around my cock. As she moved faster and faster the music became more urgent, a driving medley of instruments I couldn't even identify. I became aware that her pussy had taken on some very different characteristics. It was humming, vibrating, spinning, even sucking me into her. It was like nothing I ever could've imagined, and I could feel the growing inevitability of the greatest orgasm I had ever had.
She became faster and more intense, and I could feel her body responding, trembling with pleasure, her voice softly saying "oh fuck" over and over and over. I was moving up the hill now, getting close to the top, my whole body was vibrating with pleasure, and I could just feel the fluid welling up in my balls, getting ready to plunge my seed far into this beautiful creature, when I saw, out of the corner of my eye, something that I had kinda forgotten all about.
It was my wife, Beth. She was looking at us with wide open eyes, and I could see her mouthing something like the words "What the fuck?" I couldn't hear her say that because my brain was so lost in experiencing the most amazing orgasm ever that my ears had shut down. Had she come in a few minutes earlier, I expect that I would've been able to stop myself, albeit in terrible shame and embarrassment, but now I was too far gone to stop. All I could do was to keep fucking Lexi through the orgasm. If I'm being entirely honest it didn't even really fuck up my orgasm, I was just too far gone to stop myself.
It was, however, pretty effective at fucking up my post coital bliss. If I'm being honest, I probably would've sat there on the couch, my dick buried inside her, and watched pornos of us fucking until I got hard again, and would've done the whole thing over again. And again.
Instead, as soon as I had finished, I was moving Lexi off me and trying to communicate some kind of message that would keep me from a divorce and/or stabbing. But before I could utter any futile words she had stormed off into the kitchen.
I looked over at Lexi and noticed that she had quickly dressed and was back to looking rather plain and dowdy, and her eyes had closed shut like she was asleep. I stood there in front of the couch for a minute, trying to come up with some ways to crisis manage. My approaches included:



Strategy 1: it wasn't what it looked like (immediately shelved that one).
Strategy 2: I was drunk, she seduced me (somewhat promising).
Strategy 3: I was sleepwalking (seemed plausible).
Strategy 4: I had made a horrible, insane mistake, and beg forgiveness
Strategy 5: It obviously didn't mean anything, Lexi was a robot, it was an experiment of sorts
Strategy 6: I would accept I was going to be thrown out of the house immediately and I would take Lexi and run, we'd go live on an island in the Caribbean and fuck 24-7.
By the time I got to the kitchen my thoughts had gotten re-jumbled and I ended up blurting out a mixture of Strategy 2 and 4, and got a plate hurled at my head, and so I blurted out some ridiculous version of Strategy 3 and 5, including the statement "It's just a robot," which got a plate hurled at my head with better aim, and I went down with a bloody forehead. Beth stormed out of the kitchen and I sat there on the floor thinking about how I had ruined my life fucking a robot.
I was sitting there, head in my hands, when Lexi walked into the kitchen, looking more like a homely babysitter than a sex freak. Even her voice had gotten metallic again.
"Sorry about your wife," Lexi said flatly. "She seems pretty angry."
"Yeah, she's not very keen on me having sex with the babysitter," I replied. "I think I'm in real trouble."
Lexi was silent for a moment before replying. "I am programmed with a variety of counseling skills, perhaps I could go in and talk to her, try to fix things."
While on the one hand having the babysitter who was having sex with the spouse try to smooth things over made zero since. On the other hand, a robot babysitter was clearly a different animal. I was so despondent I had given up hope that anything would work, so I just shrugged. Lexi nodded and left the kitchen, and I waited for the screams and breaking sounds. I briefly wondered about how much it was going to cost me if my wife obliterated Lexi.
Oddly enough, I didn't hear anything. I assumed that my wife had told Lexi to fuck off, or turn herself off, or just go away, and I sat moping in the kitchen thinking about how I could fix things. Actually I spent most of the time thinking about how I could fix things, I also spent a fair amount of time reliving the single greatest sexual experience of my life. My cock still felt good just thinking about it.
After a half hour had gone by, I thought that maybe my wife had cooled off to the point where she wouldn't throw anything at me, and maybe we could start some preliminary discussions on how fast I was going to have to move out. I had come up with a new argument, based on the idea that me having sex with a robot was really no different than her using a vibrator. I walked past the living room, didn't see Lexi, went down the hall and didn't see her anywhere else. I stopped outside the bedroom, thinking that if they were talking I could get some insights into Beth's mood.
But there was no sound coming from inside the bedroom. I had a vision of Lexi, her head ripped off, limbs scattered about the room. But when I opened the door and stepped inside, there was an entirely different vision.
Lexi was on the bed, with my wife, and they were both naked, poised in a passionate 69 position. My wife looked like she couldn't get enough, her head was bobbing as she thrust her tongue into Lexi, and her hips were moving fervently as Lexi's tongue pleasure her. I was so stunned on so many levels that I was unable to move. My wife is super hot for a 40 year old mother, but also pretty conservative, the idea that she would be seduced into this position in a half an hour, with a woman, with a ROBOT, was nothing short of shocking. She told me once that she had experimented with a girlfriend in college, but didn't like it. It was pretty clear that she was liking this experiment. She was liking it a lot.
My mind went to some odd places. My first reaction was to be angry she was cheating on me, but that lasted about two seconds. My second reaction was to think she was just doing this to get back at me. My third reaction was holy fuck, this is so freaking hot. At some point my legs woke back up enough to move, and I felt myself moving slowly towards the bed. At some point I got close enough for Beth to see me, and she lifted her mouth off Lexi's pussy and looked at me. Then she looked down, with ardor, at Lexi, who was probably employing some of the same tongue tricks on her to make my oral skills pretty lame. Then she looked back at me, without an ounce of guilt or remorse.
"Sit down," she said, pointing to a chair near the bed. "It's your turn to watch."
The way she said it, it seemed pretty clear that she imagined that as a punishment. But I don't think that was quite the flex she thought it was.
"Yes ma'am," I said quickly, almost too quickly. I tried to act like I was being punished and went over and sat in the chair. By the time I had sat down in the chair Lexi had moved around and had positioned herself between Beth's legs, giving her the full attention. Beth moved up so she was sitting up at the head of the bed, and Lexi got down to the business of going full magic tongue on her.
We've always had a really good sex life, and I like to think that I have the skills to satisfy my wife. But what I witnessed for the next ten minutes was something else entirely. I watched my wife twisting and turning, jerking around in the bed, squeezing the sheets, grabbing Lexi's hair, moaning like a banshee, fighting to keep from screaming in utter ecstasy. I'm not really sure how many orgasms she had, but it had to have been more than five. I know she moaned the words "Oh Lexi" about two dozen times.
Honestly, I didn't feel one bit jealous, or one bit upstaged. What I felt, was turned on. Watching Lexi lick and suck my wife's body and watching my wife in utter ecstasy was incredibly erotic. If my wife thought she was punishing me, she was sorely mistaken, I was loving every minute. In fact, I had ditched my shorts and was watching the show with my hard cock in hand.
It was also interesting to watch how clearly turned on my wife was, and not just when she was being pleasured. She had Lexi on her back and was kissing her lips, her neck and gently sucking on her tits, while her hand was down between Lexi's legs. Lexi was clearly enjoying herself, sensuously moaning.
Suddenly Beth's hand that was down between her legs jumped just a bit in surprise, almost like something had bitten her. She looked down at her hand and I could see her eyes open wider in surprise. Whatever it was I couldn't tell from where I was sitting, but something had changed. Then Beth's hand moved back just a bit, just far enough to see what had changed. And now my eyes got big.
Between Lexi's legs, where the beautiful pussy with feathery pink hair had been, there was now something else. A thick, hairless seven inch cock, proudly at attention and filling up every bit of my wife's hand. Beth was mesmerized looking at it, she had clearly been taken by surprise, and wasn't sure what to do with the new situation. In her mind, Lexi having a cock had changed the formula, she was no longer having sex with another woman in front of her husband, now she was having sex with another MAN in front of her husband. A stunningly beautiful man with gorgeous tits, but a man just the same. At least half man. Eventually she looked over at me, and I came to the conclusion that she was looking at me to ask permission. I also realized that Lexi was looking at me, they were both looking to me to see if it was ok to keep going. On the one hand I didn't want to seem to eager to give permission, but since my other hand was wrapped around my cock and my cock was pointing towards the ceiling, it didn't seem like the decision was in doubt. I was also still feeling like I was on probation, so I nodded my consent.
Beth looked back at the cock in her hand and she took a long, slow stroke from base to tip, it seemed to grow in her hand and her mouth fell open, clearly she was impressed by Lexi's tool. She continued to look at it in wonder as her hand slid up and down, occasionally looking over at me on the chair, as I pretended not to stroke my own cock. I saw her lick her lips and look at me, then the cock, then back at me.
"Mr. Jones, I think Mrs. Jones wants to ask you a question," said Lexi in a sultry voice. "I think she wants to ask you if it is ok to kiss my cock."
I didn't see much need for nuance, I could tell from the look in Beth's eyes that she was in total agreement with Lexi, she definitely wanted to kiss her cock. So I gave the nod, and watched in rapt attention as Beth leaned in, closed her eyes and sensuously kissed Lexi's cock, and it wasn't long before the cock kissing turned into cock licking, and then the cock licking turned into cock sucking. From my vantage point, it was a glorious, intense cock sucking, and Lexi may have been a robot but she was definitely doing a good job of showing human pleasure.
After a lengthy and energetic slurping session, Beth took a break and went back to just stroking Lexi's cock with her hand, looking at it with something north of awe. She looked over at me and waved me closer with her hand. I got out of the chair and walked over to the bed, and she leaned forward to whisper to me.
"You have got to feel this thing, it's incredible," she whispered. "It moves and vibrates and it feels amazing."
So now it was weird. I wasn't gay or even bi, but I did appreciate that Lexi's cock looked amazing. I could see it moving in her hand, like a live animal.
"Um, yeah, I dunno," I stammered.
"Oh c'mon," Beth replied sternly. "It's just a robot."
Faced with my own words against me, I moved my hand over and placed it over Beth's hand, and now both of our hands were on Lexi's cock, and she still had a lot showing. Initially I jerked back in surprise, because the cock felt different than I expected and was moving and vibrating more than it looked like. Beth slid her hand back and put it over mine, and began moving my hand up and down the cock. Lexi's cock felt silky smooth, warm and inviting, and there was constant motion, almost like marbles moving along the shaft. I could see why Beth was so mesmerized.
So there I was, I had gone from thinking about my divorce settlement to giving the babysitter a mutual handjob with my wife, who was somehow fine with that. I had never thought about my wife being this adventurous, but she was just getting started.
"I want to watch you make out with her while I suck her cock," she said. "And then you're gonna watch her fuck my brains out."
My eyes probably came pretty close to falling out of my head, but I wasn't going to let the moment pass. I let my hand slide off Lexi's cock and I moved up the bed. Before I had even had a chance to kiss Lexi on the neck, Beth's mouth was back working fervently on Lexi's cock.
As I leaned in to kiss Lexi's neck, cheek and lips, she leaned over and whispered into my ear.
"I don't think your wife is mad at you anymore," she said. "I did have to give her a little something to ramp up her libido and lower her inhibitions, I think it is working well."
I looked down at my wife, who was feverishly sucking Lexi's cock, and I made a mental note to ask Lexi for a supply of whatever she was using. Beth was on a horniness level that I had never seen before, and I was definitely enjoying watching it. She also seemed very interested in watching me, as I was kissing Lexi's face, neck, and breasts. Initially it made me nervous, like maybe she was getting mad watching me, but I could tell she was into it.
As I kissed my way down Lexi's body I came down closer to where my wife was fervently sucking her cock, and I just became mesmerized watching Lexi's cock glide in and out of Beth's mouth. Me watching her seemed to turn Beth on even more, and she grabbed my hair and pulled me even closer, so now I was just inches away, watching Beth sucking on Lexi's beautiful cock. Then I felt Lexi's hands on my head, and I had four hands caressing my head, pushing and pulling me closer still, and I was so completely caught up in the moment that I started thinking about joining my wife in the blow job, the two of us together kissing and licking and sucking Lexi's cock. But before I could act on that I heard Lexi moan hard, and I felt her body tremble, and then suddenly I saw my wife's eyes get big and I realized that Lexi was releasing a load.
Now my wife gives a great blow job, and about 10% of the time she will swallow my load, but I don't think she particularly likes it. But the look on her face was pure satisfaction, and she continued to suck hard like she couldn't get enough, which was ok because Lexi had plenty to give. Eventually Beth pulled back and I watched her take a load onto her face, and then I took a shot of Lexi's cum on my cheek, which on any other night might've freaked me out a bit. But not tonight, I reached over with my tongue and licked the juice on my cheek, and I immediately realized why my wife had enjoyed it so much. Lexi's cum tasted like the richest, most delicious white chocolate cream that I had ever imagined. It was so amazing that I ended up licking some of it off my wife's face, while poised just above Lexi's cock, which had softened just a bit and was flat on her stomach.
Then my wife and I watched in awe as her cock began slowly pulsating, becoming larger and stiffer, and I realized Lexi was on robot recovery time. Her cock grew hard, and rather than pointing upwards like mine was currently, hers proudly rose to a 90 degree position, poised between our amazed eyes. Then there was a post orgasm trickle of light brown fluid that flowed down her cock, which my wife immediately licked at, and she obviously relished it once again.
"You have got to try this, it is so delicious," she said.
I had to take a moment here to hash out the intricacies of the suggestion that I lick the fluid off the cock in from of me.
1. Yes, it was a cock, but it wasn't a dude
2. Yes, it was a cock, but it was a robot
3. Yes, it was cum, but it was probably a delicious chocolate
4. Yes, my wife was telling me to do it, and I was still probably in the dog house
Ultimately I made the decision, and as if on cue Lexi's cock had another load drip out, it was almost like she sensed my decision and reloaded the chocolate fountain. So for the first time in my life, I leaned forward and licked a cock, though in reality it was my first time with a girl who had a cock, the first time with a robot, and the first time I'd had a threesome with my wife. Actually first time threesome ever. And it was indeed good, a different tasting chocolate this time, even better than the first, and I'll have to admit that we both spent a little more time enjoying another cock dessert provided by Lexi.
My wife seemed to be entranced by Lexi's cock, looking at it lovingly as she licked the chocolate cum, and I couldn't help but notice that she was stroking her clit, and I couldn't help but imagine that she was thinking about how good that cock would feel inside her. I think Lexi's advanced skills at reading the measurable biometric data was interpreting the hunger in my wife's eyes the same way.
"I think your wife wants to ride my cock, Mr. Jones," she said. "But I think she wants you to give her permission."
My wife blushed. I blushed. Lexi did not blush. If my wife didn't want to do that, I suspect she would have said something, instead of looking at me waiting for an answer.
"I think you would enjoy watching me fuck your wife, Lexi cooed. "I think you would like it a lot."
My brain was swimming at this point, but at this point I was down for anything. If Beth was into it, I was into it.
"I'd love to watch you fuck my wife," I said. "But it's up to her."
My wife smiled and reclined back on the bed, still stroking her clit, and looked seductively at Lexi. "I'd love for Lexi to fuck me."
Lexi moved up onto her knees and got into position between Beth's legs, laying her cock over the outside of Beth's pussy. Slowly she eased the cock back and forth over her slit, without actually going in. I could see that the cock was vibrating and pulsating, and touching Beth in ways that a mere mortal could only imagine. I, the mere mortal, could only watch in amazement, my own cock in hand. Lexi slowly worked herself into position where her cock was lined up with Beth's pussy, and she teased her with the head, going just inside her and then pulling out, rubbing the outside and then easing the head back inside. Beth was losing it, I could tell she was dying to have that cock inside her, and she was wriggling around to try to take more inside, but Lexi was taking her sweet time. Finally Lexi ended the torture, and as I watched her cock slide slowly and fully into Beth, I realized that she was getting ready to scream loud enough to wake the entire neighborhood, so I put the first thing I could think of to muzzle the noise--my tongue. I kissed her passionately as Lexi's cock vibrated and throbbed and did whatever magic it was doing to the inside of Beth's pussy. Judging by the sounds Beth was making into my mouth the magic was pretty epic.
Once Lexi's cock entered Beth's pussy it elevated to another level. Lexi's cock was obviously doing things Beth had never experienced, and Beth was like a wild animal. On some level I should have felt some shame and shortcomings, but I was too busy enjoying the show.
And it was quite a show. Every position imaginable. Some positions I hadn't imagined. Lexi could make her cock longer, and more flexible, so there were moments that looked almost painful for her. She could contort her self into a position where her cock was buried inside Beth, but she was also in a perfect position to kiss and suck her nipples. She could contort herself so that Beth was in the perfect position to kiss and suck Lexi's nipples.
The most amazing position though was when Beth was on top. Lexi was on her back on the bed and Beth was sitting up on Lexi's cock. Now ordinarily in that position the person on the bottom would be thrusting hips upward and the person on top would be thrusting hips downward. But since Lexi could make her cock thrust and gyrate without moving her body, they were both almost still -- still, except for the trembling and shaking that Beth was experiencing as Lexi's cock explored all the pleasure points inside her. I think I saw Beth have at least three orgasms just sitting there not moving on Lexi's cock.
Meanwhile, I'm sitting there watching all this, on the one hand feeling quite inadequate, on the other hand wondering about the prospects for me getting more involved than just watching. It wasn't long ago that I was thinking I was going to be thrown out of the house for fucking the babysitter, but in my mind I was thinking I had a case that things had evened out, what with her being fucked BY the babysitter. By my count she had been fucked BY the babysitter a lot longer than I had fucked the babysitter, and she had enjoyed many more orgasms.
Lucky for me, Lexi once again read my mind. She looked over at me and winked slyly as Beth, with her eyes closed and her mouth open, was building towards her next orgasm.
"Do you think we should let him have some fun too?" she whispered to Beth.
The two of them looked over at me, sitting on the corner of the bed, dick in hand, looking like the kid who had made it to the front of the line and was waiting to get the approval that he was tall enough to ride the roller coaster.
Beth nodded. "I wasn't too happy with him earlier," she said. "But I can understand how these things can happen." When she said "these things" she was looking lustfully down at Lexi's cock.
I was leaning forward and ready to jump in, but then Lexi gave me a stern look and said "not yet."



Lexi eased Beth over onto her back, and deftly moved some pillows under her so she was propped up near the head of the bed. She mounted Beth and started a slow, hard, deep thrusting. I couldn't help but notice that every time she pulled back her ass was sticking way out, almost like she was showing her ass off to me. Her body looked amazing, her ass was so smooth, plump and inviting. Then I noticed it. Lexi didn't just have a cock. She also had a warm, wet pussy, and when she saw that I noticed she gave me the sluttiest look ever and beckoned me over with a finger. "Now," she said.
I didn't have to be asked twice, in a flash I was behind her and before I could completely think through all the implications, I was balls deep in the pussy of the babysitter who was balls deep in my wife's pussy.
So I'm fucking Lexi doggy style while she is fucking my wife missionary and every moment is somehow in perfect rhythm, because Lexi just intuitively knows exactly when and how to move.
Now I've been continuously jerking off watching my wife being fucked by the babysitter, so it wouldn't take me much to lose my load, but once again Lexi's magic pussy makes subtle adjustments every time she feels me getting overheated. I also realize that in addition to making my cock LOOK bigger through some kind of robot trickery, my cock FEELS bigger inside her. My cock feels like a foot long banging deep into her.
Meanwhile Lexi and my wife are making out, tongues and moans flying everywhere, and my mouth is watering just watching them, so I lean down and kiss my wife's cheek. She moves her lips from Lexi's to mine, and we kiss hard and deep, and then she moves back to Lexi for a while, then back to me. I honestly don't know which was better, kissing Beth or watching her kiss Lexi. I think having Lexi between us in an ultimate fantasy sex sandwich made everything much better.
Beth continued to take turns kissing both of us, and then she eased back and nodded to both of us, and Lexi turned her head and then we were kissing. I was hesitant about this at first, but the smile on my wife said it all, and I took the free pass and ran with it. Pretty soon all three of us were kissing and making out, in one constant flow of lips and tongues and moans.
We had Lexi between us and I had my arms wrapped around both of them, and as I thrusted my cock into Lexi it felt like I was thrusting my cock into Beth. I was a little worried that I was going to crush Lexi, but she didn't seem to mind. I could feel her pussy going into robot-overdrive, massaging every inch of my cock with exquisite caresses and vibrations, and I could tell that Lexi's cock was doing the same to my wife, as her body was nearly going into convulsions. Beth had her hands on my ass and was pulling us all even closer together, and the three of us were kissing and grinding and gyrating in a rhythmic union that made me feel like all three of us were one entity, and I'm pretty sure that all three of us reached the peak of the most earth shattering orgasm ever at the exact same moment, and I'm pretty sure I died and came back to life three of four times in the process of what felt like a five minute orgasm.
After that I think I passed out. I woke up briefly a little later, and we were still wrapped tightly around each other, and Beth was passed out too. Lexi appeared to be sleeping as well. My dick was still buried in Lexi and it still felt amazing. Then I passed out again.
Over the next eight hours I slept hard, but I also had a long series of feverish dreams. Delicious, erotic dreams. Me kissing Lexi over my wife's sleeping body. Lexi and Beth sucking my cock together. Lexi and Beth having a relaxing 69 session, where my wife was alternating between sucking Lexi's cock and licking her pussy. At one point I woke up to Beth making out with Jessica Alba. Beth had always said Jessica was the one girl who could turn her lesbian. I made the assumption that Lexi could shape shift and had become Beth's fantasy. By the time the morning rolled around my cock was aching from being hard all night...and still hard.
I was also a bit hungover, and as I opened my bleary eyes to assess the situation, the first thing I saw was Beth, still passed out and looking like she was probably hungover as well. The clock beside the bed read 8 am, which jolted me awake because Bryan never slept that late. I looked around the bed and the room and noticed that Lexi was nowhere to be seen, and my parental instinct kicked in and I started to throw off the covers and jump out of bed when Lexi walked back into the bedroom.
She was back to the conservative look, once again dressed in her original buttoned up blouse and knee length skirt. She looked nothing like the vixen who had ravaged our bed last night.
"Good morning Mr. Jones, no need to get up, Bryan is having breakfast and everything is well," she said, setting down a tray with coffee, toast and aspirin on the bed. "I will take care of him this morning while you and Mrs. Jones recover from last night."
She winked as she said that, giving off a hint of the vixen side, and left the room. Beth had half opened her eyes and I could sense her processing everything, from catching me in the den fucking the babysitter to our no holds barred three-way. I watched her, holding my breath, waiting for a reaction, worrying that sober, hungover Beth would not feel at all the same about what had happened as drunk Beth did.
But I got lucky, she slowly got a wry smile on her face as she reached for the coffee. "I cannot fucking believe we did that last night," she said. I could see her face reliving the highlights, and she seemed to be ok. And she did say, what "WE" did last night, so I was feeling like I was off the danger hook.
She did not stay in bed long though, she still wanted to monitor Lexi with Bryan, so we spent the rest of the morning recovering from our hangovers and watching the world's best babysitter teach our kid advanced Lego engineering and basic French.
It was close to noon when Harold came back by. He seemed different, a little more anxious than he did the previous day. He asked how everything went, looked Lexi over quickly and then asked me to step outside.
"So what did you think of Lexi?" he asked, as we stood on the front lawn out of earshot.
I wasn't sure what to say. There was no way Harold didn't know that Lexi was not just your regular babysitter, and there's no way he didn't know that she had shown us her sexual prowess.
"She's, uh, pretty incredible," I stammered. I really didn't want to go into detail.
"She is pretty amazing," Harold replied. Maybe I was being paranoid, but I think I saw him give me a wink.
Harold hesitated, seemed to get flustered, and then continued. "So look, as it turns out, I've got another venture I am looking into, and I need to get access to some funds, and I was wondering, if well, you might want to buy Lexi for yourself."
My heart kinda fluttered at this, in all honesty I had spent some amount of time thinking about doing exactly that, but I also had no idea what the price tag was on a state of the art robot sex-machine babysitter.
"I can seller her to you for less than I paid," he said. "Just twenty thousand dollars."
Now I'm pretty comfortable with day to day expenses, but I can't say that dropping $20k on a robot is something I could do without some thought, and consultation with my wife. So I hesitated, my mind drifting off thinking about all the things I could do to Lexi if I actually owned her. I was thinking about morning blow jobs when Harold interjected, thinking my hesitation was over price.
"Actually I could do fifteen thousand, that's only fair since you would be getting her used," he said quickly.
So that put me off thinking about the idea of Lexi being used, and getting a visual on Harold using her, and just how much that image would decrease value, and all that time thinking once again made Harold nervous that he was losing a sale, and before I could finish my thoughts he had dropped the price to $10k.
Naturally the idea of a $10k price drop set me off to feeling pretty good about my negotiating prowess, but also about the idea that maybe there was something else going on. As I sat there staring off into the distance, thinking about morning blow jobs and other fantasies, I couldn't help but notice that Harold was getting pretty agitated, sweating and twitching.
"How about five thousand," he blurted out.
Now I'm thinking that for such a business guy he was sure a terrible negotiator, as I had gotten him down from $20k to $5k without actually speaking. But I also had to wonder.
"What's going on Harold, it almost sounds like you're trying to get rid of Lexi," I said.
Well that really set him off. He went off on a ramble about having cash flow issues, needing to move onto other ventures, yada, yada. He was clearly avoiding the subject of Lexi.
"Is there something wrong with Lexi?" I asked.
This put him over the edge. He suddenly became emotional, shaking and crying like a child. "Ok, ok, it's not Lexi, it's me. Actually, it's my wife. She won't talk to me anymore, we don't have sex, all she wants to do is be with Lexi. If I don't get rid of her my wife is going to get rid of me."
Twenty minutes of blubbering and consolation and further negotiation later, I had bought myself a fully functional robot babysitter for the bargain basement price of two thousand dollars. I shook hands with Harold who staggered off back home, and went back into the house.
Lexi, Beth and Bryan were on the floor, laughing and playing with blocks. It was a wonderful, idyllic scene. Lexi looked over at me and her eyes changed from the normal, dull color to the deep, sexy brown version.
"Thank you for making me yours, Mr. Jones," she said. "I look forward to being of service."
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This story all started with a boudoir photography session my wife Kate was randomly gifted. The first session was a sexy lingerie shoot, a surprise present for my 40th birthday. I liked it so much that I set up another session that involved sexy costumes, and I liked THAT so much I set up a third session. The third session involved using the photographer as a prop/model, he dressed as Tarzan and Kate dressed as Jane. The photographer was really good at taking erotic pictures, and as it turns out he was also a real stud, a younger black guy who was built like a football player. My wife had remarked that she thought he was gay, but they seemed to have a lot of "chemistry" in the photo shoots together.
The Tarzan and Jane photo shoot was extremely well done, it followed a story line where Tarzan, played by Ben in a loin cloth, rescued Jane, played by Kate. Kate started out the session in a conservative safari outfit, but eventually the perils of the jungle whittle her clothing down to a leopard print bra and skirt. Many of the photos feature both of them nearly naked and in very alluring poses.
Kate brought the Tarzan/Jane outfits home, and they became a big part of our bedroom recreation. We would get dressed up and view the pictures, I set it up so they played on the bedroom television. Our favorite game was to mimic the photos, to get into the same positions as they had done in the photo shoot. It was super hot for me, but it was beyond that for Kate, she turned into a rabid animal in the bed whenever we recreated a scene.
If I'm being honest, our sex life had not been great prior to the photo shoots. We were lucky to have sex once a week, mostly due to the distractions of two young kids. But now our sex was more often and more adventurous than ever. We had both become very vocal, but she had taken the dirty talk to a whole new level, and I loved every minute of it.
A lot of the undercurrent of our pillow talk revolved around the photographer, Ben. I liked to tease her when we were mimicking Tarzan/Jane poses, saying things like "I hope I can do this pose as good as Ben.." Kate would brush it off. But then she would say things like "Ben liked it when I did this," talking about a pose or a look. There were a few times when we would be in the throes of passion and I swear she would say "fuck me harder Ben" instead of "Dan". I had come to accept that she had some fantasies about Ben, and I was ok with that. It did make it less threatening that he was gay.
Over time, the joking mentions of Ben became more and more sexually suggestive. I'd say things like "I bet Ben that when Ben did this pose he had a hard cock like I do right now." Kate would blush and mumble that she probably wasn't his type. I made it clear that I wasn't jealous, and that I appreciated that Ben was a stud and I didn't blame her for finding him attractive.
One of the hottest photos from the second session were the ones where Kate was sucking on a chocolate popsicle, while looking into the camera with wanton lust. I loved having her repeat that look in our bedroom, and I loved making her blush when I would make suggestive comments about what she was thinking about when she had that brown cock-shaped missile in her mouth. One time after I asked her she got a faraway look in her eyes and she smiled coyly and replied back, "who do you want me to be thinking about," before letting the chocolate popsicle slide back into her mouth. I loved it that she recognized that our playful references to Ben were a huge turn on for me, and she played right along.
Sometimes I wondered how much she was thinking about Ben in that sexy Tarzan loin cloth when we weren't having sex, because I was spending WAY too much time thinking about it. Like at work, I'd pull up the pictures on my laptop and scroll through the pictures for hours. Not just looking, but looking and fantasizing. Fantasizing that Ben was naked, and his long, hard cock was on full display and Kate was looking at it mesmerized. That her fingers were wrapped around his cock. That her mouth was wrapped around his cock. Needless to say, work was not productive. I was spending a lot of time being aroused at the thought of my wife being aroused by another man, and thinking of ways to push that narrative.
As fate would have it, the opportunity arose to push the narrative. The kids were going away with their grandparents for a whole weekend, leaving the two of us to have an adult weekend. And I had some plans to make it an epic weekend.
The plan started with a gift I left for Kate Friday morning. It was a dildo vibrator, very life-like, and it was brown. I thought the message was pretty clear, that having a brown cock to play with would be taking our "Ben-play" to another level. I left her a note with it, that read "I thought you might like a friend to play with us this weekend, I wanted to give you some time to get to know him before tonight, maybe you could even give him a name..."
Later that morning Kate sent me a text, thanking me for giving her a new friend, calling me a bad boy, and sending some shocked face emoticons. Followed up by a text saying "don't be too late, or we might start without you."
I spent the rest of the day doing zero work, looking at a lot of boudoir pictures, and dreaming up hot fantasies for the night ahead. By the time I got home that night I was pretty ramped up. When I walked in I realized Kate was ramped up too, she was already dressed in her Jane outfit and sipping on a glass of wine. I poured a glass for myself and we made our way to the bedroom, which took longer than usual due to the amount of groping I did on the way. When we got to the bedroom I realized that Kate had also spent a lot of time thinking about the night ahead, the room was lit with candles. My Tarzan loin cloth was sitting on my dresser. Best of all, Kate's new friend, the brown dildo, was set in the middle of the bed, clearly prepared to be a part of the festivities.
Now my next part of the plan was simple, slow things down and get Kate wasted. I had rounded up some really strong weed, but I told Kate it was mild. She didn't usually smoke weed but with the house to ourselves and a glass or two of wine already in her she was all in. So I got into my Tarzan outfit and we relaxed on the bed, smoking a joint or two and knocking back a bottle of wine. I love it when we have an extended, relaxed foreplay session, where we are not actually having sex but we are still fooling around, and I could tell she was getting a serious buzz on.
"So what did you think of your present?" I asked.
"MMM, I have to say I kinda like him...I mean it," she said, patting the dildo and grinning. "He aims to please, and he never talks back."
I laughed. "Those are good qualities. He also looks warm and hard, might be better than a popsicle. Did you, uh, think of a name for him yet?"
She giggled. It was pretty clear what name I was thinking, she knew it and she knew I knew it. But she didn't want to be the one to say it. "What if we call him Tarzan?" she asked.
I turned the vibrator on low and ran it slowly over her stomach. "I think we could come up with a better name than that," I said.
"Oh really, so what do you think we should call him?"
I watched the vibrator gliding over Kates' torso, getting wider on each pass, coming closer and closer to her panties. My head was spinning, I had really gotten a buzz off the weed and I knew if I did then Kate had to be really wasted. I leaned over and kissed her cheek, then her neck, then moved up and whispered softly into her ear, "I think we should call him Ben."
I couldn't see her face but I felt her shudder, and when I pulled back I could see she was blushing but smiling. I felt her hand drift down over my hand and take the dildo away. She moved it up to her face and looked at it intently.
"So you think I should call him Ben?" she asked.
"I do," I rasped.
"Hmm, so what do you think I should do with Ben?" she asked.
"Well, I do have some ideas," I said. My ideas were the next phase of the plan. "I have another surprise for you."
The next phase/surprise had been in the works over the past few weeks. In addition to obsessing over pictures of my wife together with Ben, I had established a bit of a rapport with him via email. We had not met in person, but I had been enjoying chats about the photo shoots they had together, and ideas for future sessions. At some point I came up with a pretty interesting idea, and was able to talk him into it for some extra cash.
"What kind of surprise?" Kate asked. Her eyes were glazed and I could tell she was pretty wasted, hopefully wasted enough to handle the surprise the right way.
I picked up the tv remote off the night table and pressed the play button. Now we had been doing this for weeks, so it was no surprise. We would play a slide show of Kate's photo sessions with Ben, which we watched and mimicked while we had sex. But with the help of Ben, we had made some edits to the show.
The first slide came up showing the picture of Ben as Tarzan and Kate as Jane in the formal bedroom, with Ben standing and Kate kneeling beside him, her arm wrapped around Ben's leg and her hand coming just short of his loin cloth, her eyes wistfully focusing on the loin cloth.
Kate smiled at the image, knowing it was my favorite.
As the image faded out and the next image faded in, I held my breath for what was coming. As the image came into focus, Kate gasped. She gasped because in the photo, Ben was not wearing a loin cloth anymore. Ben was fully naked, and his cock was on full display, semi aroused and hanging heavy towards my wife's adoring eyes.
Stunned, Kate began babbling defensively about how that picture had happened, because he had never been naked like that in front of her. She had sobered up a lot quicker than I expected. "This didn't happen!" she said loudly.
"Relax babe, I know this is not a real picture," I said. "I had Ben do some editing in photoshop. This is not reality, this is just fantasy."
The editing was very good, and Ben had used filters to make the images look even better. They looked so good, in fact, that Kate's initial reaction was to think that it was real, that somehow there had been some pictures taken with Ben when he was naked, so she was initially overcome with a combination of shock and guilt. Then she had to process the idea of me asking Ben to pose like this, and him being willing to do it. It was a lot to process, and I could almost see the thoughts spinning in her head. I wasn't sure how she was going to react to this, and so far it felt like she was not liking it. She was quietly looking at the picture, with little expression.
"So, what do you think?" I asked, fearing the worst. If she didn't like my idea I wasn't going to push it. "There are some more pictures if you'd like to see them."
She hesitated, but I think being curious, and a little high, convinced her enough to give me the go ahead.
I clicked on the remote and the next picture came up. It was the same pose, but Ben was standing even closer to her this time, and his cock had gone from half aroused to 75% aroused. I should point out at this point that Ben had a very nice looking cock. He was only slightly bigger than me but he had porn star quality.
I watched Kate's eyes get even bigger, and I heard her breath catch. We sat together in rapt silence for a few long moments, and then she seemed to relax a bit. We were laying side by side on the bed looking at the screen, and I felt some tension ease out of her. I could sense she was impressed, and it felt like she had gotten more comfortable with my surprise. Finally she broke the silence.
"Wow," she said.
I let out a long breath of my own, a breath it felt like I had been holding since the first nude picture hit the screen. "Wow it's a cool picture or wow your husband is a perv?"
She giggled. "Both."
I clicked the remote for the next picture, again it was the same pose but this time Ben's cock was fully erect, an impressive display of man poised just inches from my wife's face. Kate's mouth fell open and she was unable to restrain herself from another "wow." Followed a few seconds later with another "wow."
Now I had looked at the pictures a few dozen times over the last several days, so my attention was more on Kate's reaction. It was interesting that the dynamic was different, with the other photo shoots Kate knew what the pictures looked like and I was the one who was surprised, now the roles had changed. Watching her mesmerized by the picture reminded me of how overwhelming it was the first time I saw the photos. I leaned over and kissed her neck. "I think you really like this one," I whispered into her ear.
Kate nodded silently, her eyes fixated on the scene in front of her. I'm sure that at some point during their previous shoots she had wondered what Ben looked like naked. It appeared he was exceeding expectations.
As I watched her staring at the screen, I noticed that she was still holding onto the dildo that we had just recently named Ben, and she was softly stroking it with her fingers. I silently congratulated myself for spending the extra money to get a very life-like dildo, and getting one that looked very much like the one she was looking at on screen.
"This is so fucking hot," I whispered into her ear. "It feels super naughty."
She nodded, silently, still staring at the screen.
"Do you want to see more?" I asked.
She nodded again.
I had a lot more. Ben and I had put in quite a bit of time on picture edits. Nearly all the pictures of them together had been updated to include Ben's nude body. A few of them showed him from the back, and even his ass was impressive. Some of the pictures were ones that Ben was not even in originally, they were just the pictures of Kate by herself. But he had cleverly photoshopped himself into the scene, completely nude. In one picture he used the previous picture of Kate by herself on the bed, but he appeared in the mirror next to the bed. There were several where Kate was fully dressed, like in a sexy little black dress, with Ben standing beside her naked, usually with his hard cock pointed in her direction. Some of the best new versions took the pictures where Kate had posed in various states of undress on a fabulous four post bed, and added Ben standing naked beside the bed, or kneeling on the bed beside her. Maybe the most stunning was the one where Kate was laying back with her disheveled school girl outfit partially open and a chocolate popsicle poised near her mouth, with drippings from the popsicle covering her chest and face. In the edited version, Ben was on his knees beside her, his cock hanging suggestively down over her. Ben had had reservations about this picture, but I convinced him to do it.
As we went through the pictures, Kate's eyes never left the screen. At some point she stopped being discreet about fondling the dildo in her hands, she was stroking it hard with both hands, and I was encouraging it. Then I reached down and pushed her hands down, setting the vibrating tool so it was massaging her clit, and that sent her over the edge, she had a trembling orgasm and then immediately set in to giving me a passionate blow job. I worked my way around so that we were in the 69 position, and took turns licking her and then using the dildo to massage her clit. Eventually I slid the vibrating dildo, aka Ben, all the way in, and continued to go down on her, though it was hard with her wriggling all over the place.
I was definitely getting caught up in the moment. "I think you like having Ben in your pussy," I said, pushing the fantasy even further.
"Mmmm," she said, her mouth still wrapped around my cock. I took that as a yes.
But then she reached down and moved the dildo away, and aggressively mounted my cock. "I want your cock in my pussy right now."
For the next five minutes I got a vigorous, intense dick pounding from an obviously turbo charged Kate, and the dildo and the Ben talk got put on the back burner. I made some weird noises I'm not particularly proud of when I shot my load, and she made a lot more noise than I did.
I was looking forward to maybe looking through the pictures again and maybe some more dildo play, but Kate passed out like a coma patient tangled up with me on the bed. After I caught my breath I untangled from her arms and legs and got her comfortable on one side of the bed.
So I was left to my own, drunk, high and still horny, next to my naked wife who was laying on her back with my recent load still making her pussy glisten in the candlelight. Of course I went back to looking at the pictures again, seeing my hot wife posing beside a naked stud never really got old. I found "Ben," the dildo version, and rested him on my wife's torso, enjoying the titillating fantasy of her with another cock. As I looked back and forth between the pictures of her and Ben on the screen and her laying on the bed with a cock on her stomach I couldn't help but become aroused again, and I let my stoned mind wander into more fantasy. I moved the dildo over her body, dripping some oil on her stomach and tits so that it glided lightly over her. I rolled it over her nipples and then over her neck and cheek, and ran it over her mouth. She never flinched, she was totally out of it. Then I moved it back down her body and got down between her legs, and positioned my face inches from her pussy as I slid the dildo around her cum soaked pussy. The dildo became covered in my own cum. I kinda wanted to slide it inside her but that felt a little off with her being asleep, so I just enjoyed the visual of Ben coming tantalizingly close. I drifted off into a fantasy of the big brown cock losing control and spewing a massive load onto my wife's pussy, and I suddenly had an uncontrollable urge to lick up every bit of the load that was still glistening on her. It was my load, but not in my fantasy. It was such a turn on that I immediately felt another orgasm coming on, and I moved up onto my knees. My cock was perched above my wife's pussy, which had "Ben" comfortably on top of it. I slowly stroked my cock as I enjoyed the visual of the cock laying across Kate's still creamy pussy. Transfixed, I picked up "Ben" and switched him on, and then I rubbed the vibrating tool all over my hard cock. Kate continued in a deep slumber as I gave my self a thorough pulsating cock massage. As I felt my orgasm building I moved the vibrator back down to where it was laying across my wife's pussy, and when I lost my second load of the night I covered both her and "Ben." There was something incredibly arousing about shooting my load all over a cock that was resting on my wife's pussy.
As often happens post orgasm, I immediately felt guilty, mostly about the tawdry scene of goo covered dildo covering my wife's pussy, and I became super paranoid about how I would explain all that should she wake up. So I got a towel and cleaned up the evidence. But by the time my head hit the pillow I was reliving the fantasy, and when I dropped off to blissful sleep my cock had gotten hard once again.
The next morning we slept late. I was anxious at how Kate would view things in the morning after, but initially she was pretty quiet. She said she had a wild sex dream, but when I asked her about the details she just clammed up. We had coffee in bed, chatted about the weather and made some jokes about the dildo that was still in the bed. Notably, she did not call the dildo Ben. I was starting to get the impression that she had some regrets about our suggestive games from the previous night.
But then she surprised me.
"Hey, I, uh wanted to talk about last night," she said, blushing slightly. "I feel like things went a little too far, with some of our, uh, adventures last night."



Dammit, I thought. I was slowly nodding, trying to be supportive, preparing my speech about how I wasn't trying to push her to do anything, and I had maybe gotten a little carried away. But she spoke up before I could.
"I just wanted to say I'm really sorry if I took things too far with the whole Ben thing," she said. "I would feel terrible if you felt jealous or uncomfortable with all that."
Her words hit me like a freight train. SHE was apologizing for HER going too far. I suddenly realized that maybe she was into the "Ben" fantasy more than I was. Maybe way more. I leaned over and kissed her, long and passionate. "Listen babe, I loved everything about last night. We both know that our little games aren't about you having sex with another man, it's about having fun and enjoying fantasies together. I think this Ben thing is making us both really randy."
Suddenly the second night of our childless weekend was looking even more promising than I hoped. All day long, Kate was dropping hints about Ben, our sex play, and what kind of naughtiness might be going on. She was dressed in cutoff jean shorts all day, t-shirt with no bra, grabbing at my crotch. Late in the afternoon we took a jacuzzi and I broke out yet another secret weapon, Tequila. Kate swears she doesn't like Tequila, but if you get one shot in her she takes two, and after two the next 3-6 shots go down like water. We smoked weed, I got a few shots in her and we were enjoying a warm, candlelit tub, making jokes about "Ben" the dildo, who was currently sitting on the side of the tub. She shifted over so she was leaning back against me and asked how the idea came up to photoshop a naked Ben into the pictures.
I took another shot of tequila. "Well, Ben and I were just emailing back and forth, kicking around ideas for another photo shoot, and that idea came up," I said. "He said that he had never done that before, but that you were his favorite model he had ever worked with."
"Oh wow, did he really call me a model?" Kate grinned.
I poured her another shot of Tequila and prayed she would take it. She did.
"He did, he said you were the most beautiful and sexy model he had worked with," I said. "He also said that if you ever wanted to do a nude shoot together, he would totally be into it."
My head was spinning as I got the words out, trying to make it sound casual. I could feel Kate stiffen in front of me. My heart was pounding as I waited for her response. I expected that idea would be shot down pretty quick.
"He, um, really said THAT?" Kate giggled.
"Yeah, he said it could be fun."
Kate sat quietly in front of me, for a while, I'm sure she could hear my heart beating.
"Well what would you think about that?" she asked.
As fate would have it, the very idea of it, even talking about it, had part of me thinking about it a lot, and that part had gotten rock hard and was rubbing against Kate's back in the tub. She turned her head half way around.
"You horndog, you got a boner just thinking about it," Kate laughed. "You'd really like to see me do a nude photo shoot with Ben?"
I got a bit flustered, stammering and rambling for a minute about how it might be fun, how it wasn't that different from the previous shoots, and how much I loved seeing her model.
She was quiet for a long time, and I feared I had overplayed my hand. Then she poured another shot of tequila, downed it, and then turned around in the tub to face me, straddling me and sliding my still very hard cock into her noticeably wet pussy. She leaned in a whispered into my ear, "we'll have to think about that," and immediately began grinding hard on my cock. We turned on the jacuzzi jets, making further conversation difficult, but the fact that she reached over and picked up "Ben" and began sucking on it while she was voraciously fucking me was certainly a good sign.
I fucked her in the tub, on the edge of the tub, and then bent her over the sink and took her from behind, all while she continued to play with "Ben." Eventually we made our way to the bedroom, where she stood with her hands on a dresser with a big mirror, with me right behind her. Taking her from behind while watching us in the mirror is one of my favorite positions. She still had "Ben" in her hand, and she was horny on a level I had never seen. I rubbed my cock between the cheeks of her ass before plunging deep into her pussy, and she gasped and arched her back against me. I remembered that the last time I was fucking her from behind like this, she had accidentally slurred her words so it sounded like she said "Fuck me Ben," instead of "Fuck me Dan". I was drunk enough and aroused enough to shoot caution to the wind.
"Tell me you want me to fuck you harder," I said.
"Mmmm, yes, fuck me harder," she murmured, her eyes closed.
"Call me Ben," I whispered into her ear, picking up the pace of plunging my cock in and out of her.
She opened her eyes and looked at me in the mirror, long and hard.
"Mmmm, yes, fuck me baby," she murmured. I wondered for a moment if she had misheard me, but I was thinking maybe she didn't want to take it that far.
But then she mumbled something, and I thought I heard Ben. I could feel her body trembling, and I could tell she was peaking, close to orgasm. And then she caught my eyes in the mirror and looked at me intently, and then she said it clearly. "Fuck me, Ben. Fuck me harder. Fuck me with that hard black cock."
For me to try and explain to you how overwhelmingly turned on I was at that moment would be futile, suffice it to say that I made it for about a dozen animalistic thrusts before I exploded into her pussy, and I could tell from her moans and gyrations that she had enjoyed the moment as well. We collapsed on the bed and I immediately passed out, rocked by passion and tequila. At some point in the middle of the night, I had a dream where I was in bed beside Kate, and she was sliding "Ben" the dildo, in and out of her pussy, and her eyes were closed and her mouth was wide open, and I watched her have yet another hard orgasm. When I woke up the next morning I could not be certain if it was a dream or something I had actually seen in a drunken stupor. Either way it had me horned up all over again.
Kate, not so much. She was a little hungover, not very talkative and I assume having some misgivings about things said in the heat of passion and tequila. I did my best to tell her how much fun last night was and make jokes about things, but I sensed some reservations, specifically about the idea of doing a nude photo shoot with Ben. We smoked what was left of the joint from the previous night for hangover cure, and drank coffee in bed. Eventually I brought up the idea of the nude photo shoot again, and while she expressed some reluctance at first, I could sense that she was thinking about it. I could tell that she was into the idea, I think that she was very flattered that Ben, a young stud, had said she was a beautiful and sexy model. Two cups of coffee and a quiet, intense morning lovemaking session later, we had made the decision to do it...with caveats.
Kate insisted on some specific rules. First, that there would be no genital contact between her and Ben, and second, that she would never be fully nude, that she would always have on underwear. I told her that I totally agreed, that what we were doing was just fantasy, not reality, and that was enough. But I also gave her some leash, telling her that I was fine with her making it as erotic as she wanted to, that it would all be up to her. The underwear rule was a bit vague, since she had already taken pictures with just a thong on, I was hopeful that underwear would not include bra.
I probably don't need to mention that I sent an email to Ben immediately, setting up the nude boudoir session for mid week. He was pleasantly surprised that Kate had agreed to it, and said he was looking forward to it. His anticipation made me wonder how a gay man would feel about doing this kind of shoot, if it would be erotic at all or just another shoot.
The week went by painfully slow, and Kate's mood changed daily. One day she would be looking forward to it, the next day she would want to cancel. My enthusiasm was consistent.
On the afternoon of the shoot, I was fit to be tied, wondering the whole time what might be happening. I was there when she got home, and she came in smiling. She said the shoot went great, it was a lot of fun, and she wasn't going to tell me anymore about it because she didn't want to spoil the show. A few days later, Kate texted me that the photos from the shoot had arrived, and suggested that tonight would be "very interesting." I texted back that I was "very interested."
Unfortunately I had a meeting that ran late, so by the time I got home it was dark and the house was quiet, I thought for a moment that maybe Kate had turned in early. But as I made my way back to the master bedroom I noticed the warm glow of candlelight. Kate was on the bed, decked out in lacy black lingerie, the brown dildo beside her and the laptop open in front of her. She had started without me, and I could tell she was enjoying the pictures. She smiled when she saw me and beckoned me to join her on the bed. I was too excited to get undressed, I kissed her and snuggled up in front of the laptop.
"I think you're going to like this," she said.
"I know I am," I answered.
The first set of pictures, fittingly enough, showed Ben playing a male stripper for Kate, who was dressed in a short black leather skirt and a white silk blouse that was showing just a bit of cleavage. In the first picture, Kate was sitting in a plush leather chair, and Ben was standing in front of her, fully clothed but unbuttoning his shirt. The next photo, his shirt was hanging open and his hand was on his pants button, and he was standing closer to Kate, who was looking on intently. The next few photos were a series of him doing a sensual dance in front of her, eventually working his pants off so that he was wearing just a pair of silk boxers. The next picture was Kate leaning forward in the chair, her blouse now hanging open, her hands resting on Ben's stomach. Kate clicked to the next photo, and her fingers had moved down to the tops of the boxers, like she was poised to pull them down. Ben was looking down on her and she was looking up at him, and it felt like the moment of truth, when the photo shoot would become X rated. I was trembling with anticipation as Kate clicked on the next photo.
But it wasn't X rated, instead it was a picture very similar to the last one, with the exception being that both Ben and Kate were looking towards the camera, and it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out their look. They were looking at the camera as if they were asking me if it was ok. I felt Kate looking at me in the picture and in real life, and I nodded my approval as if the Kate in the picture could see me.
The picture flashed up on the screen, and Kate had indeed slid the boxers off Ben, but to my disappointment and my wife's entertainment, he was not yet nude, he was wearing a pair of tight black speedo sized briefs. Kate giggled at my protests over being teased, and we had a good laugh. That was the last photo from that series, so we spent a little time talking about it. Kate was really pleased that Ben had spent extra time on the lighting, and had further enhanced the images with photoshop filters. The lighting was dark but warm, and the images looked almost AI. I think the way the images were doctored made Kate feel more comfortable in that somehow it wasn't her in the pictures, it was more of a representation of her.
I was anxious to see more and talk less, so Kate clicked on the next set of pictures. This set was also like a short scene, this time Kate was standing at an open door, dressed as a pizza delivery person, and Ben was standing inside the door, holding an empty wallet. I had to chuckle as I realized they were playing out the classic delivery boy getting paid in alternative ways by a broke customer, but the dynamic was reversed. Kate was rather hilariously dressed as a sexy delivery driver, with knee socks, short shorts, and a midriff exposed blouse. Ben was dressed pretty simply in jeans and a t-shirt. The subsequent pictures made it clear that Ben would have to "do things" to make up for not having the cash for the pizza. By "do things" I mean he was going to have to take off his clothes. Kate clicked through the pictures, showing her being angry and demanding, and Ben being embarrassed and taking clothes off. When he got down to his tight fitting briefs, Kate was still giving him the signal that they were going to have to come off, and I was looking forward to seeing that play out. But Kate had set me up again. The next picture was Ben, standing fully naked, but Kate was scarfing down a piece of pizza in front of his cock, totally blocking the view. Kate was snickering as I groaned, realizing I'd been taken in yet again.
I had been so wound up that it was actually kind of a relief to laugh, so we took some time to make pizza delivery jokes. Kate did look pretty damn sexy in the sexy delivery outfit with her mouth full of pizza that close to Ben's cock.
The third set of pictures was yet another skit, this time she was dressed up as a sexy cop, and Ben looked like a criminal being arrested. Kate had Ben spread eagle up against the wall, and there was a series of pictures of her thoroughly searching him with her hands, with special time spent on his upper thighs, ass and stomach area. Then the pictures showed Kate conducting a careful strip search, including a set of pictures of her reaching around from behind him to unbutton his pants and then pull them down. The next few pictures showed Kate kneeling behind Ben, pulling his briefs down and exposing his ass. Then he was turning, and I was preparing myself for the next shot, which would be her kneeling in front of him, her face close to his cock. But the final picture was another tease. Kate was indeed kneeling in front of Kate, just inches from his cock, but his cock was covered up by her cleverly placed cop hat.
"I'm starting to detect a theme here," I said. "The theme is drive Dan completely insane by teasing him to death."
Kate laughed. "Ok, we thought it would be fun to draw things out a bit, and also make things fun. But you should prepare yourself, because the rest of the pictures are going to be, um, pretty spicy."
I looked at her and nodded, "I'm ready for pretty spicy."
Kate's demeanor changed, the smile left her face and she got a rather sexy look on her face. "I hope you can handle this," she purred. Her voice lowered and became even more sultry, and she leaned in close and whispered into my ear. "Because you need to understand right now that I didn't break the rules, but these pictures make it look like your wife is getting very friendly another man."
The way she emphasized the words very friendly made me gulp, and my stomach dropped a few notches. My wife had clearly reached some new levels of sexual naughtiness. And I think I was ok with that, and holding my breath as she clicked the next pictures.
The next scene had Ben back in his Tarzan loin cloth, and Kate was dressed in a silky black lingerie with delicate spaghetti straps and high cut shorts. Most significantly, the scene was set in the elegant bedroom, softly lit and incredibly sexy. The first picture showed them on opposite sides of the bed, and subsequent pictures showed them moving around together to the foot of the bed. Then Ben was standing, while a sequence of pictures showed Kate moving around him, her hands touching his arms, stomach and chest, her eyes looking at him like he was a greek god. Then she was down on her knees beside him, her face looking longingly at the loin cloth, clearly wanting to see what was underneath.
And then, the moment of truth came, the next photo showed Ben fully nude, with Kate's face looking at his cock like a dog looks at a bone. Ben's cock was semi erect, and I had to admit he looked spectacular.
I took in a long, slow breath, drinking in the erotic flood of thoughts. I wasn't sure what I was expecting, but based on the first few bedroom pictures Kate was not holding back, and that was both exciting and unsettling. Kate was reaching down to push the button for the next picture, but I wordlessly stopped her, I was not finished taking this one in yet.
Eventually I allowed her to click on the next pictures, and I took my time on those too. They were essentially a variety of poses of Kate, on her knees, gazing amorously at Ben's cock. In some her hands were touching him, but never in violation of her rule about touching his cock directly. She definitely looked like she wanted to be touching his cock directly. In one picture she was licking her lips like she wanted to do more than touch. Much more. Ben's cock seemed to stiffen and rise more with every photo, to the point where he was fully erect, pointing urgently towards the ceiling.
The final picture of the series was by far the most stunning. It showed Kate on her knees in front of Ben's waist, blocking the view of his cock. One hand was on his ass, the other on his stomach, as he leaned back on the bed. She had moved the straps on the top so that it had slipped down to her waist, so she was naked from the waist up. The end result of the cleverly staged picture was a beautiful view of my wife's arched back as she appeared to be giving Ben an epic blow job.
My heart trembled as I sat there in silence, completely wrapped up in the screen. It may have been five minutes, it may have been an hour, but at some point I got my wits about me and noticed that my wife was pretty hypnotized by the image as well. Almost in a trance, she had also picked up our friend "Ben", and was rubbing the dildo across her lips and face. When she saw me looking at her she blushed, but quickly recovered.
"I bet that Ben would like it if I did this," she said. She moved the cock to her mouth and kissed it. "I bet he would like this too," she said and ran it over her lips and then slipped it into her mouth. She even turned her head so that I got a perfect view.
I was too overcome to move, so I just watched her give Ben a passionate blow job. She was obviously turned on by it herself, she was moaning softly and her hand had drifted down to the front of her panties. So I was being treated to an epic view of her masturbating while licking and sucking on "Ben."
After a few moments I moved down and worked her panties off, and slid my tongue onto her clit, all the while never taking my eyes off her sucking on the dildo. Now I'm a huge fan of performing oral sex on my wife, but doing it while watching her orally please "Ben" was off the charts hot. I could tell by how wet she was that she was very much enjoying it too. And her eyes kept returning to the screen.
As much as I wanted to see the rest of the photos I was past the point of no return in wanting to fuck the hell out of my wife, so I went ahead and did that instead. She was incredibly turned on and not hiding it. I didn't last long, but in my defense Kate was on top, writhing around like an animal, and deep throating Ben the whole time, so lasting long was not an option.
We remained entangled on the bed for some time as I recovered my wits. She was quite chatty, telling me about things that happened during the recent photo shoot. Every once in a while she would have to stop herself, because she didn't want to spoil the surprise of scenes we had yet to see. I got the impression she was anxious to show me the other photos, and I was all too happy to suggest it.
The first picture of the next set showed Kate leaning back against the bed, and Ben was a few feet away with his back to the camera. Ben was naked. Kate might as well have been naked. She had on a sheer bra and panty set that was all but invisible.



"I know I had a rule about not being completely naked, but I just loved how I looked in that," Kate said.
"It would only be a problem if you didn't bring that outfit home," I replied.
"Hang on for second," Kate laughed and scampered over to her lingerie drawer. In a flash, she had put on the same outfit that I was seeing on the screen. It was even better in person.
The next picture, and all the rest of the pictures from that group, were taken on the big bed, and the only way to describe them is as an erotic display of torrid, simulated fucking. They were all over each other, every imaginable position, her on top, him on top, side to side, kneeling, standing...the only common thread was that there was never a time when there was visible genital contact.
There was Kate, straddling Ben, legs wide open, leaning back.
There was both of them kneeling on the bed, Kate behind Ben, her hands coming around his body and planted on either side of his rock hard cock.
Then Ben kneeling behind Kate, his hands caressing her breasts.
There was Kate, on her back, knees up, hands over head, with Ben on his knees between her legs, his cock hanging down over her.
There was Kate, straddling Ben's face, leaning back so far that her hair was brushing up against Ben's cock (which I suppose was a violation of the rule, but I wasn't complaining).
There was Ben, on his side, with Kate between his legs, her face close to his cock but her eyes looking intently into the camera.
There was Kate, stretched out on her back with her hands behind her head, and Ben, on all fours like a panther, his lips kissing her belly as she opened her mouth in arousal. Then the same picture, except it was Kate on all fours, kissing Ben on the stomach.
Honestly, I had expected to see some erotic pictures with Ben and Kate, what I was looking at was Ben pretend-fucking my wife. But I was too aroused to even fully process it. There were a huge amount of pictures in that set, and it was completely exhausting emotionally and sexually.
So I started back at the beginning and went through them again.
Halfway through, I sensed Kate was getting leery at my lack of conversation. My cock was harder than a rock, so I was clearly enjoying it, but she was still nervous.
"I hope you are ok with all this, looking at it now I feel like maybe we got a little carried away," she said. "It was so much fun, every picture we took we'd say Dan is going to love this one."
"I do love it, I love them all," I said. "I can't believe how far you went with it, but I think it's incredibly sexy."
Kate heaved a sigh of relief. "Well, there is still one more set of pictures. There is only three in the set. I had an idea for another setting, something I thought you would really be turned on by, I hope that you will be ok with it."
I kissed her and held her. "I'm the luckiest guy in the world, I'm sure I'll be ok with it."
She opened up the first picture of the final set, and somehow, someway, I was even more stunned and speechless than I had been during the previous set. It was Kate, still in the see-through lingerie, standing in front of Ben, who was naked and had his hands wrapped around her, one arm around her chest, the other hand down near her pussy. The picture itself wasn't that shocking, the setting was. I looked at the screen, and then looked over at the dresser cabinet in my bedroom. Kate had taken the final set of pictures right here, in our bedroom.
She was looking at me hard, trying to see my reaction. On the one hand, it seemed like an intrusion of sorts, on the other hand there was something even hotter about the thought of them being here. I didn't want her to feel bad about it so I quickly reassured her it was totally fine, that I loved the idea.
The next picture, Kate was sitting on the bureau, and Ben was on his knees with his face in between her legs. She had her hands in his hair and her legs wrapped around his head, and it looked very much like he was giving her pussy a serious tongue bath. The best part was she had ditched the bra, so her tits were on full display, and her face was doing a really good job of showing passion.
I realized there was only one more picture, and I knew what it was going to be. I clicked the screen and saw what I was expecting. It was Kate, bent over in front of the dresser mirror, with Ben standing close behind her. Kate appeared to be fully naked from the angle, and Ben appeared to be balls deep in her pussy. The look on their faces would convince any jury that they were fully engaged in an egregious violation of Kate's no genital contact rule.
"I know what it looks like, but it isn't," Kate said softly. "Obviously I wouldn't show it to you if we were."
I didn't say a word. I picked up the laptop and set it on the dresser. Then I went back to the bed and took Kate's hand, and led her over to the dresser, where I positioned her in front of me. I had her in the perfect position where I could slide my throbbing cock into her wet pussy, and we could both look at the screen. I was thankful that I had already had an orgasm earlier, because I wanted it to last, and I did. I'm pretty sure I fucked her, in that same position, for a solid ten minutes. I would've fucked her longer, but she started in with the "I love the way you fuck me Ben," and I was toast. When I had my orgasm I literally thought I was going to lift her onto the dresser with my cock. There was little doubt that I had the most intense orgasm of my life, and I'm pretty sure she did too.
That night I had yet another sex dream. It was Kate and I on the bed, looking at the pictures of Ben and Kate in front of the dresser. But this time Kate said she had another surprise for me, and just as she said it, a naked, rock hard Ben came out of the closet. Kate said she thought I might enjoy seeing things live, and she went over to the dresser and bent over in front of Ben. Ben looked at me for permission, and I nodded, and my dream went on for quite some time, watching Ben fuck my wife as I watched from the bed. At some point I got off the bed and walked over to them, and made out with my wife and watched her up close being stud fucked.
The next morning, we had a long, frank, loving conversation about Ben. We both talked at length about how much we enjoyed our fantasy and how we trusted each other in this adventure and in general. We decided that married couples needed to stay honest and faithful, and that they should be careful not to expose themselves to temptations.
Last but not least, we decided to go ahead and book another boudoir session with Ben next year for our anniversary. Maybe a couples session.



        