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Chapter One

Trixy's Naughty Alter

◆◆◆

I woke up before my Dad. I lay back quietly, stretching tight muscles and ligaments that had been heavily exerted during my first night of lovemaking. I stifled the odd moan; such was the stiffness in my quadriceps from powering my pussy up and down my father’s cock while sitting on it.

When I felt supple, I relaxed and turned sideways, watching his gorgeous, naked physique lying next to me. Dad was in good shape, not just for his age but for any man. He was also young at heart, an exciting adventurer, willing to try new things.

But it was his experience and alpha male presence I enjoyed most. I could talk and have fun with my father as a lover in a way I couldn’t with boys my age. He could lead without bullying, coercing, or manipulating me.

Our bed bathed in direct sunlight from a slightly opened curtain. Flickers of light danced across his upper thighs, semi-hard cock, and a six-pack that enticed me to enjoy more sex. We'd fucked each other mercilessly through the night, making up for years of forbidden and pent-up sexual desire. My teenage crush could have landed my father in hot water if he hadn’t been disciplined, and somehow, as I watched him now, it all seemed worth waiting for.

My father had been a magnificent lover through our torrid first night, vociferously claiming that I was his sexual equal, but I knew my inexperience showed at times. The occasional rasping of my teeth against the soft tissues of my fiance's glans and gnarly shaft made him wince painfully, although he never complained.

Also, sometimes, until I corrected my technique, I slid my swollen pussy up and down his cock a little too eagerly, causing it to flop out and bend against my perineum as I descended. I saw his pained expression, but he never mentioned it.

Making love felt good, and I don't just mean the sexual aspect. Having my man in bed all night with a belly full of his semen after he fucked me, kissing him, spooning, and being able to make love as much as we wanted was the most sensual and uplifting experience of my life.

It was time to exercise and get into a routine, so I slid carefully from underneath our duvet, pleased about not waking my lover. My running gear was in the living room, where I’d left it the previous night, so I could easily sneak out quietly for a run. I felt excited as I glimpsed the outside world through our suite windows because the morning was crisp, bright, and perfect for a four-mile jaunt around Fanbury Hall Woodland Park.

I left a note for my father and set off.

Outside, as I stretched off, my breath condensed, and the sun rose, burning off a light frost from blades of emerald color grass. The sunrise was spectacular, warming me where shadows were dissolved. 

After one mile of pounding a soft woodland trail, I realized how much I'd missed running over the past few months of drunkenness. The effort of Fanbury Hall class attendance, homework assignments, and an intensive romantic roller coaster with my Dad had been exhausting but worth it to grow our relationship.

Clarity of mind came more easily when I ran. I enjoyed stretching my muscles, quickening my heart, and feeling a stiff, chilly breeze blowing lightly on my face when I barreled quickly along forest firebreaks still deep in shadow land. My thoughts wandered away from the day’s troubles, mainly comprised of a meeting with my mother and her lover.

Instead of that negativity, I picked up on significant life moments of the past few days, linking and processing them to better understand changes in my behavior. I was evolving quickly, with the most important change being the loss of my virginity. Still, I couldn’t deny that becoming Head Girl was a considerable point of pride that had long-term opportunities.

My happiness felt absolute. I was growing up fast, and life felt more vibrant, with good fortune and opportunity in infinite volume. I thought about my rough patch and realized that turning away from my father in those rebellious years had deeply frustrated me and probably him, too.

I was no longer running with the pack. Instead, I had a man I adored and would gladly submit to.

I turned a corner, picking up a head of steam, dashing into a thicker forest, where the track narrowed and became darker. I could barely see the floor in the shadows of giant pine trees and ran so fast with such wild abandon that I stumbled across exposed roots.

My near fall slowed me, but a loud chanting stopped me in my tracks. I listened intently and found the source was along my path, so I strolled to the end and into a sunny clearing. What I saw in the brightness shocked me to the core.

Ritual sex was being enjoyed on a stone altar bathed in sunlight. I staggered into the clearing and towards a gathering of naked people who were engaged in a sensual, passionate act. I waved my arms in shock, wide-eyed and feeling sexually aroused.

"What the fuck is going on here?"

"Ahh, Hannah. What a pleasant surprise."

"Are you f-fuc-“

"Fucking all these men?"

"Yes, Trixy. On a stone altar?”

“Damn right, I am."

"Jesus, that's a lot of-“

“It is a lot of cock, indeed. I'm a couple of fuck buddies short today, but six bulls are enough to get my weekend off to a flying start. Feel free to watch our performance, but I must continue. I would invite you to join, but I feel a period of exclusivity with your father is appropriate.”

“I wouldn’t, umm…’

“Oh, trust me, Hannah, one day you will.”

In the middle of a sunny clearing, Trixy lay back down on a stone altar with her pussy hanging an inch off one end while her neck cradled downwards into a hollowed-out part of the rock at the other. Her mouth was perfectly presented for a guy to fuck it while playing with her breasts.

I watched the tawdry scene, utterly enthralled by the energy with which two gorgeous, muscle-bound bulls fucked my headmistress, one taking her from each end. She was being worshipped, fucked carefully by beautiful men who smiled broadly at me as though inviting me to be next.

Her lovers slid their cocks deep inside the holes Trixy willingly provided, with a slightly sticky sound at one end and mild choking at the other while both pounding her hard. A simple crick of her neck allowed one guy to slide at least six inches of cock down her throat while the other guy continued fucking her pussy hard, grunting disgracefully every time he went balls deep inside her.

Our headmistress’s legs were stretched wide apart, restrained by stiff, uncomfortable-looking leather cuffs attached to both ankles. Strong climbing ropes were secured to steel loops in the cuffs, strung at least ten meters to either side of Trixy, and tied to solid tree trunks.

She was splayed wide open and looked fabulous in a ceremonial sense, being fucked by two men, with another four lined up waiting their turn. All the men wore brilliant white monks' robes, looking like ancient druids or celibate monks from a local monastery ripping up their vows. The lewd sound of Trixy’s gangbang was carnal, appealing to the slut buried deep inside me, so I sat down with my back against a tree, watching with morbid fascination while the men gently, lovingly, and ritualistically fucked my mentor one after another.

Trixy moaned frequently and whimpered during the changeover between bulls as though desperate for her reaming to continue. She screamed in tumultuous orgasm, trembling all over when each guy emptied their seed inside her mouth or pussy. She made it all look so easy, swallowing a salty load at one end, dribbling semen liberally from her gaping wide hole down the stone altar side at the other.

When she reached the final pair of fuck buddies, my headmistress glanced over and smiled lasciviously at me. She was having great fun while I became more aroused and tempted to join in some way or another. I stood up and waved goodbye, seeing enough of her sleazy behavior. I continued my run, taking a shortcut because I needed my Dad's cock soon.

Inside the school, I sprinted along corridors, dodging couples, before launching myself at the stairs, taking them three in each leap. Gasping for breath, I finally slammed the suite door behind me and rested against it, my heart thumping and body tingling. After I caught my breath, I ran to our bedroom and babbled excitedly when I bumped into Dad as he exited our shower.

He had a towel wrapped around his waist. I threw myself at him, kissing passionately before he welcomed me.

Such was my desperate need to be fucked; my father hadn’t time to quiz me about why I was in such an emotional state. I slipped the knot on a towel standing between me and the cock I intended fucking, gripped and wanking it gently, frowning at him, struggling to find the words I needed to explain my sexual enthusiasm. 

"Fuck me quickly, please, Dad. I need your cock inside me so much right now."

"What happened to you in the woods, Hannah?"

"Six guys were fucking Trixy on a stone altar in a clearing. It was amazing. Fuck me now, please, I'll explain everything later."

I tore off my running gear and leaped onto our bed, quickly getting down on all fours and shuffling into a perfect doggy position my Dad couldn't ignore. My knees were spread wide apart, with a steeply angled spine leading to my face that I planted submissively in the duvet. I pointed my ass high, making sure my creamy slit was easily accessible to my father, with both elbows propping me against his onslaught.

Once I dragged a pillow to stifle any screams if necessary, I was ready to be fucked. I craned my neck and twisted my head, staring at my father.

"Please, Dad. I feel so fucking horny I won’t make it through breakfast without soaking my panties.”

"Okay, Hannah, sweetheart, no problem. I'm fascinated by what you said, though.”

"It was beautiful, Dad. Trixy was beautiful, and the six guys fucked her so respectfully."

When my Dad's cock slid deep inside my sticky pussy, he stared into my eyes with such love that fireworks exploded inside my head. I needed to be reamed hard, so I forced my ass backward expectantly as each thrust came, taking my father’s stiff shaft deep inside my quivering hole. I buried my face in the pillow, unable to lock eyes with him while my mind reviewed images of Trixy’s gangbang.

I bit the pillow and repeatedly gasped through clenched teeth, grimacing slightly from the bloated feeling inside my pussy that already ached gently from my first night of fucking. As oxytocin flooded my reproductive organs, engorging my pussy, the pain didn’t matter because I desperately needed more sexual relief.

My Dad clawed my ass cheeks, forcing them wide apart, spitting into my crack before thumbing my anus gently as though teasing it open, accessing my submissive slut. He fucked my pussy hard and steady, slapping his balls off my thighs, always making sure I got enjoyed every millimeter of his cock until I hit a tumultuous orgasm.

As I trembled, then shuddered vigorously while moaning loudly into the pillow, it felt like Dad scratched my itch, finally satisfying a tawdry tickle deep inside me that began in the woods from watching another woman being gangbanged.

Once my father emptied his seed deep inside me, I rolled over and relaxed, laying flat on the bed while he lay on top. I clenched my thighs tightly, retaining a pussy full of seed, kissing my father, desperate for closeness and his love.

Trixy’s gangbang flashed as a series of lurid and sleazy images in my mind. I felt guilty for having enjoyed watching six men defile her, albeit gently - they still fucked our headmistress relentlessly. 

"Are you satisfied, Hannah?”

"Very."

“How much did watching a gangbang turn you on, honey?”

"Watching Trixy being handled by those guys was crazy, Dad. They were so gentle and yet determined to fuck her hard and for ages. I’m sure they all took stamina pills.”

“Watching that sure turned you on.”

“Sorry, Dad.”

“No need to apologize. I’m a little envious, having never seen a gangbang live.”

“So you never participated in one either?”

“Never. Perhaps we should shower and get ready now? We don't want to be late for Mom and Steve."

He changed the subject, and I knew why. Watching Trixy worshipped by many men was an eye-opener, and I was sure Dad understood that.

“Oh yeah… our meeting. I almost forgot.”

“You don’t have to come, Hannah. I can deal with this alone.”

“No… it’s fine.”


Chapter Two

Showdown At Fanbury Hall

◆◆◆

I showered alone while Dad enjoyed his coffee. My anxiety rose because I hadn't been fully consulted about the impromptu and somewhat rushed decision to invite Mom to Fanbury. I wouldn’t mention my slight irritation because I knew Dad wanted to move every barrier to our wedding day.

He frequently reassured me that Cindy was very mature about matters of the heart and wanted a way out of their marriage as much as he did.

But I was still worried about her visiting because Mom was unstable. As I dried my hair, Dad cleaned my butt plug and checked a red blood tinge on my white ponytail, making sure it was dry. The badge of honor would wear off over time, but it didn’t bother me because there was only one white horsehair plume at Fanbury Hall.

I was the Head Girl and damn proud of that accolade. When Dad was dressed, he stood behind me, admiring my reflection in the dressing table mirror.

“You’re beautiful, Hannah.”

“So are you, Dad.”

"Trixy allocated a common room for our meeting with Mom and Steve to ensure privacy. She handed me a key last night. I’m sorry for springing this on you, Hannah, but with us being engaged already, divorcing your mother cannot come soon enough.”

"That's cool, dad. Have you planned what to say to Mom yet?"

"Not in any real detail, but the bottom line is that we both want a divorce."

"Okay then, let's do this."

I took a final look in the mirror, liked what I saw, and stood up, hugging Dad for one last moment of love before we entered the fray.

We held hands, walking downstairs and through the school corridors in silence, wearing sensible clothes and without my ponytail inserted. I felt less confident without my plume and thought perhaps I should have worn the butt plug on its own underneath my jeans.

There was no need to show off our kinks to outsiders, which Mom was, as much as any other parent who sent their daughter to Fanbury Hall. Some girls had mothers who had attended at the same age, but mine wasn’t one of them.

Mom’s initial friendly, happy mask instantly dropped in the parking lot when she saw us holding hands, so I clenched Dad’s fingers tighter, giving him confidence. Her hint of hostility blew away all my anxiety, and I smiled casually, making my happiness evident.

"Hi, Mom."

"Hi baby girl, it's good to see you."

She advanced quickly, arms outstretched, and hugged me, forcing her smile. I could tell my mother was shaken, and I felt slightly sorry for her. An awkward moment ensued when Dad stretched out a hand that Mom ignored, so I grabbed the bull by the horns and behaved in a civilized manner, pointing toward the school entrance.

"Dad has arranged a room for us to meet privately. It's just along the hall."

“Lead on, Hannah, since you know the way.”

We strolled silently past girls carrying hockey sticks heading out for sports practice with their step-dads. Mom spotted the uniforms I'd avoided wearing and cringed. I assumed she had researched Fanbury Hall because she shook her head disapprovingly.

"What the fuck are with these ponytails?"

The way she said it felt odd like she wasn't all that surprised but wanted to say something critical. At that moment, Trixy rounded a corner in front, marching directly towards us in full tweed-suited, disciplinarian headmistress mode.

“Mind your potty mouth, Cindy. These ponytails are the same ones you revered when you studied at Fanbury.”

“Oh god, no… not you.”

“I can see we didn't entirely rid you of your spite and curmudgeonly disposition.”

“Damn… are you the headmistress here now?”

“What did you expect, girl? Before you say another word, remember what you were taught here and behave yourself or go across my knee.”

“Yes, Miss.”

My mother’s demeanor changed instantly. She stood up straighter with her chest out, her bottom lip trembling, and her palms flat against her sides. It was the classic Fanbury girl pose when standing to attention at the command of a staff member.

Dad and I halted like a derailed locomotive. In a heart-stopping moment, I imagined my mother as a former student, shook my head in disbelief, and discounted the idea as ridiculous. Then, I stared at Trixy, and judging from her smug expression, the moment instantly became real.

“Fuck!”

“Hannah, behave… you are our Head Girl.”

“Sorry, Miss.”

It was one of my life’s greatest surprises, as blood drained from my hands, leaving them cold while ice dripped down my spine, causing me to shudder and shiver. I turned to face my mother, who looked pale as a ghost while timidly accepting Trixy's handshake and curtseying awkwardly.

“Mom? What’s going on here?”

"B-b-b-but, I, oh wow... umm... err, Hannah, I don-.”

“Dad? Do you know what’s happening here?”

“Don’t ask me, sweetheart. I am as surprised as you are.”

Trixy raised a hand, silencing us. I was in a time vortex, staring at each of my parents, who seemed incapable of moving; then I looked at Trixy, hoping for answers. At the same time, the world outside our bubble kept spinning, and other pupils with their stepdads circumvented us, paying little attention.

Trixy smiled, clearly enjoying the surprise, and I wondered if she had planned this accidental meeting in the hallway.

"Allow me to answer for Cindy, Hannah. Your Mom studied at Fanbury Hall. She was one of my first pupils as a new teacher and form mistress. She was good at times but not nearly as well-behaved as you."

My mother finally spluttered her words in a pleading, high-pitched, bratty whine.

“Oh, Christ. Must we do this here in public, Miss?”

“I’m not the one who forgot to be honest with a daughter.”

"I never imagined you were still here."

“And as headmistress, no less. You must be shocked, girl.”

“Yes, I am.”

“You were a very naughty girl, Cindy.”

"Yes, I was."

My Mom shifted her weight nervously from one foot to the other while Dad laughed loudly, partly from shock but mainly because the situation was comedic. One stern glance from Trixy closed him down, and I tugged his hand, stepping away to escape a super awkward situation. But Dad resisted because he was mesmerized, wanting to rubber-neck the car wreck that my family had become.

Trixy wasn’t letting my mother escape, stepping into her path when she tried to walk by.

"How have you been, Cindy?"

"Very well, thank you, Miss.”

"I doubt that. It seems you’ve lost a husband and daughter while misplacing a new boyfriend.”

Trixy leaned sideways and stared down the corridor past Mom, looking for Steve Thompson. I noticed his absence in the parking lot but chose not to mention it.  I wondered if he hadn't the courage to attend our meeting because the people whose lives he had disrupted would attend. 

Mom's eyes looked sad, and she stared down at the floor.

“Steve left me, Trixy.”

“Why?‘

“He said we weren't compatible."

"I warned you this would happen if you made poor choices."

"Yes, you did. I've made many mistakes."

"You need a girl in your life. The right one will make you very happy."

I froze, terrified that I'd misheard Trixy while praying I had. Cindy looked at me anxiously, biting her bottom lip with unrestrained sorrow. Dad looked stunned, and I felt like my life swirled around the inside of a toilet bowl while it was flushing.

I gripped Trixy’s forearm in shock.

"Did you just say my mom is a lesbian, Trixy?"

"Oh yes, of course she is. Completely one hundred percent pussy licking gold this girl is. Granted, Cindy enjoys cock occasionally as I do, but she much prefers spending an hour after a romantic dinner on her knees licking sweet, sticky pussy lips.”

I'd grown familiar with Trixy's lewd choice of words. She used sexual shock and awe tactics to convey her point and meaning. My head snapped from one to the other, and I noticed our headmistress had taken my mother’s hand and was rubbing a thumb tenderly across the back of her hand.

Dad saw it too, and at that moment, his fear of telling Mom that we were engaged vanished. He pulled us down the corridor, with Trixy following close behind.

"Let's use our private meeting room. I'm not having my family skeletons rattling around a corridor full of other pupils and their Dads.”

“Of course, Dad.”

I was still in a daze, laughing ironically inside but shocked by Mom’s revelation, and I was growing angry at her hypocrisy. She could have told me about Fanbury Hall at any time but chose to criticize my behavior instead. I now knew why she wasn’t keen on my attending. Mom must have known Dad would be forced to stay and that we would likely hook up.

Inside the form room, it felt peaceful, but honestly, a battlefield in full gory horror would be less terrifying than the moment my whole life smashed into a brick wall in the corridor. I rounded on my mother.

“Is it true that you never liked men?"

"It wasn't like that, Hannah."

"What was it like then, Mom? Did you make a mistake by getting pregnant with me, then spend my lifetime making me unhappy because of it?"

She looked shocked and hurt. Mom had no clue what an aggressive, nasty asshole she'd been for the past few years. She stepped closer, seeking warmth, perhaps a hug, and I saw more sadness in her dampening eyes.

"Was I that bad of a mother, Hannah?”

"You weren't cruel, but your unhappiness was the toxicity that destroyed our family."

"Seems it worked out fine for you in the end, Hannah.”

She nodded at my Dad without her usual mean-spirited and sarcastic expression. I shook my head, feeling like she was trying to wriggle out of owning her shit.

“I know I was nasty, Hannah.”

“On the day Dad and I left home, you must have known this would happen. You’ve studied here, and I assume your Dad brought you.”

“Yes, he did. Thinking of you and Keith as a couple after you left that day was a shock, but I had Steve and got used to it after a few days.”

“You looked surprised when we met in the parking lot, Mom.”

“Only because of how happy and natural you both look together. I thought you would have fucked Keith a few times and moved on.”

“Dad took my virginity last night, Mom.”

It was Mom’s turn to look shocked, and she studied me carefully, judging as she always did.

“So you weren’t a slut when I accused you?”

“Nope. I was unhappy because you had the man I wanted. That’s why I drank and acted out.”

Mom gulped and looked ashamed. I could have denied the accusations at the time, but it suited me to keep my mouth shut and let my mother burn all her bridges. That was a vengeful act that I felt a little sorry about.

“I have loved my Dad for a long time.”

“Keith was the decent father you deserved, and I’m sure he’ll be that and much more to you as a husband. I saw your ring, by the way - congratulations. Speaking of which…”

Mom opened her handbag and rummaged inside, eventually presenting Dad with a small ziplock bag containing a wedding and engagement ring.

"I won't contest a divorce. We should both move on. Hopefully, I'll be invited to your and Hannah’s wedding."

"What exactly happened with Steve? He didn’t just wake up one morning and decide you and he were incompatible - I’m not buying it, Cindy.”

"Steve and I would never have worked out. I needed something different, so I told him what that was. He bolted. Trixy is right. I'm sorry I hurt you and made things difficult."

“So you left Steve because you prefer girls?”

“Yes.”

"Why did you choose him instead of me? Why have an affair with another man instead of a woman?”

"I thought you were the problem in my life, Keith, but it was always me. I'm the one to blame for every sadness. I didn't want to admit wanting to be with a woman, but now I have - I feel free.”

"You weren't a terrible wife - just an unpleasant one.”

Mom turned to me with tears welling in her eyes. I was still in shock, but now, I stood at a life crossroads with an opportunity to evolve emotionally, forgive but maybe not forget, and get on with my life.

"You weren’t a terrible mother either - just angry as hell, but I can understand why.”

"I'm sorry, Hannah."

"It's all in the past, Mom. Now you know about Dad and me; there are no secrets left. It’s a new future for us and hopefully the same for you.”

"I've known you had feelings for Dad years ago. You two have been inseparable since you were a baby. I'm surprised it took so long for you to bed him, but now I’m glad you found each other, especially here, with Trixy."

Trixy sidled beside my Mom with a sympathetic, almost loving expression, wrapping an arm around her waist. She gazed affectionately and confidently into Cindy's face, wiping a few tears from her cheeks.

“You can come back strong, Cindy.”

“Can I?”

“I still have your ponytail. I keep it in my desk drawer as a reminder of our fun times when your Dad watched.”

"Really?"

"Yes. Would you like to wear it? I can fit you in private with it now. I have time between lessons and could maybe even give you half an hour to reacquaint yourself with my pussy.”

“Is it so simple to be forgiven and return?”

“Once you are a Fanbury girl, you are always a Fanbury girl. I told you that when you left.”

“I would love to enjoy old times again.”

“Hannah will agree that my pussy is messy and in need of a cleanup right now. I was having some fun in the woods.

“On the altar?”

“Six bulls, each one at least twice.”

"Oh, may I clean up, Trixy? Please?"

"Of course, sweetie. You can stay in my private quarters for a few days and enjoy being the teacher’s pet you always wanted to be. If you behave for the next week, I'll take you to the stone altar in my woods for some boy fun together."

I gasped as my mother transformed from a harsh, heinous bitch into a classic submissive Fanbury Girl. My heart lightened because it didn’t seem to matter that I had just witnessed our headmistress seducing Mom. It was none of my business who either dated or hooked up with.

Immense anxiety lifted from my shoulders, and happiness surged when Trixy led her new lover from our form room. Fanbury Hall’s romance, love, and naughty traditions had prepared me for anything. The fact Mom was a lesbian slut didn’t phase me at all after the initial shock.

When they were gone, I stared at Dad, who chuckled and leaned on a wooden desk.

"Did you have no idea about Mom being a lesbian?"

"None at all, but it explains a lot.”

“She made you very unhappy, Dad.”

“I got to be your father, sweetheart.”

“Now you’re going to be my husband.”


Chapter Three

As Naughty As It Gets

◆◆◆

Later in the day, we had an unexpected encounter when transferring from one classroom to another.

Seeing my mother skipping along beside Trixy in a school uniform, proudly sporting her flicking red ponytail from underneath a short school skirt, surprised me. It was so unusual to see her like that; I couldn't help giggling and immediately regretted it.

Nobody else batted an eyelid because, aside from being a few years older, my mother looked like any other pupil. She was still a beautiful woman, supple, firm in all the right places, and young enough to pass as a member of the student population.

My mother was eighteen when she had me.

My laughter had embarrassed her, so I hugged, then held my mother’s hand gently, drawing her into a nearby classroom while Trixy dealt with a girl’s poorly adjusted plume. My last view when closing our door was of a middle-aged woman bending her teenage pupil over a desk in the corridor, explaining to the girl’s stepfather how to fit his daughter's butt plug.

It was another surreal, tawdry moment that lifted me, keeping my arousal at a frisson.

"I'm sorry, Mom. I didn't mean to hurt your feelings."

"It's okay. Finding out I was a student here must have been a shock. Even your father didn’t know.”

"It is a bit of a surprise, which is why I laughed, but I'll admit you look great."

"Do you think so? This is my old ponytail. Nothing grandiose like yours, but then, I'm not the Head Girl. I feel quite proud of you, Hannah.”

She proudly swished her tail like we all did. I noticed a gentle hum from her ass and realized immediately that Trixy already had Mom in submissive training mode. I shook my head of lewd thoughts and focused away from the fact my mother would have recently licked the same pussy I watched being fucked on an altar.

"Were you very naughty back then, Mom?"

"Yes. Sometimes, I just wanted attention, but I was very wild. Trixy took me in hand, providing some balance, but that was lost when I graduated."

"Were you and she lovers?"

Mom leaped onto the desk, ensuring her ponytail spilled over the side edge to avoid damaging a pristine red plume. I watched her expertly gather the horse hairs, tighten them, and then let the whole plume drape seductively.

She seemed relaxed and thoughtful.

"Yes, we were lovers after I turned eighteen, and it was the happiest time of my life aside from when I nursed you. I was a happy mother, and you were a contented baby until my wild side returned after graduation.

"What happened?”

"Your biological father swept me off my feet. I couldn't wait to have sex and got pregnant right away, and then you happened. I never regretted you, Hannah, but I am bisexual, honey, leaning more toward girls, so your real Dad wasn’t enough, and neither was Steve.

“But you never had an affair with a girl?”

“Steve isn’t the first time I cheated on Keith. I am a slut, honey, and I need to change myself or embrace that lifestyle.”

Mom’s honesty absolved my childhood guilt for the many times we'd fallen out, and suddenly, I didn’t dislike her anymore. I noticed a kindness in my Mom that was absent between us for some time.

"What about you and Dad?”

"He fell in love with you long ago, baby girl, although that man never laid an inappropriate finger on you before you came of age. He and you are perfect together."

"Is he free of you now?"

“That makes me sound pretty bad like he needed to escape.”

“Sorry, Mom - you know what I mean.”

"We're free of each other. I still like Keith, but I'm looking forward to enjoying a new direction in my life."

“With Trixy?"

"Maybe, but I doubt even with her that I can be monogamous. She's taking me into her bed tonight, then to the woodland altar for some fun tomorrow morning. I gather you know what happens there."

"You're going to be gang-banged?"

"Yes. Trixy thinks it will shake the stick out of my ass and help me move on.”

“What is your next move, Mom?”

“I have an open invitation to stay here for as long as I wish. Maybe I might even teach here in time, but that’s being optimistic and taking the long view.”

Mom laughed in a way I'd rarely seen, seemingly relaxed and refreshed. Keith had slipped into our room unnoticed by me and came up from behind, surprising me by wrapping his arms around my waist and planting soft kisses on my neck.

“Hi, Dad.”

“What are you doing?”

“Talking honestly for the first time in ages.”

“Good.”

I eyeballed Mom, gauging her reaction, but none came, and she continued smiling as though my fiance was part of her life as a potential mother-in-law, not an estranged husband.

Dad was mine.

Trixy entered the room, saw our moment of family love, and strolled up to my Mom, kissing her as lovers would. I guessed she didn’t want my mother to feel left out or awkward.

Seeing Mom in the arms of someone other than my father surprised me. Fortunately, at that moment, Dad reached around, slid his fingers between my ass cheeks, and repeatedly tapped my butt plug, unseen by others. It felt like he’d pressed my on button, and I shivered vigorously as my father’s attention caused me to clench the steel nub buried in my back passage tightly and moan.

I leaked tawdry, sticky juices from a trembling pussy that desperately needed to be fucked.

I was already slightly turned on by watching Mom and Trixy kissing, caressing, and starting a lesbian make-out session. My fiance diverted my attention away, kissing me deeply, relieving some rising, wild sexual tension.

But the room was filled with expectations, and I knew something sleazy would happen. 

When Dad gave my plume a half turn, Trixy smiled, instantly picking up on the low hum emanating from inside my ass. I blinked, shuddered, and squeezed hard against the steel core that was vibrating delightfully deep inside me, teasing my sensitive, throbbing rectal walls.

My knees buckled, and I gasped, leaning my entire weight on my father as a journey toward ecstasy began.

I watched agog when the headmistress slid her hand underneath Mom's school skirt. She gripped and lifted the front hem for Dad and me to see her panty-free, shaven pussy. Her mound was beautiful, with a glistening wet slit running in a perfect vertical line between two swollen labia.

Trixy smiled and glanced at all three of us before addressing her new lover.

"It's time for your first lesson, Cindy."

Conflicting desire drove me wild, but I didn’t want to watch my mother being fucked by the headmistress, no matter how sensual or erotic it seemed. Although Fanbury Hall was a kinky, sex-positive environment, there were some things I felt unprepared to see - yet.

"Umm, Trixy... Dad and I should probably leave."

"Stay right where you are, Hannah, and enjoy what is about to happen.”

I craned my neck around and glanced at Dad, seeking his guidance. He nodded and kissed me again. My lips smoldered when his brushed softly against mine, reassuring and calming my wild, sexually depraved soul. His touch electrified my body, and I shivered uncontrollably because of the explosive hormones coursing through every vein, feeding me pure, taboo-dripping lust.

When Dad whispered, I already knew what was coming because he'd begun sliding my panties down in front of two women who were already making love.

"Do you want to try something different, Hannah?"

"I'm scared, Daddy."

"Don't be afraid, honey. Go with what you like and stop when it gets too much.”

"Okay."

Dad kneeled behind me, carefully sliding my lacy French panties off my ankles, ensuring my ponytail slipped safely through the woven hole. When I stepped out of my underwear, Trixy turned around, facing me while Dad sniffed the creamy mess layering my gusset.

Dad lifted me gently onto a school desk, sitting behind me with his legs splayed sideways and both hands stroking up and down my midriff, tickling and exciting me.

I gasped and felt deeply shocked when Dad slid his hands into my crotch, opening my pussy lips wide because it could only be received as an offer for another woman to enjoy licking me. I wasn’t sure which he intended to invite.

I spread my legs wide apart, terrified by the lewd urges controlling and forcing me to be true to my deepest, darkest desires. When Trixy kneeled in front of me in what seemed like slow motion, I thanked god. Her palms pressed gently against my inner thighs, and she stared at me affectionately while pushing them further apart.

Trixy dipped her head closer to my pussy, and I felt incredibly proud when both her nostrils flared wide in an expression of absolute desire while sucking in my aroma. She desperately wanted me.

"Dad... are you sure about this?"

"Do you want Trixy to lick your pussy, baby girl?"

"Umm... yes, bu-"

"No buts Hannah. Go with whatever you want to enjoy. I'm your permanent safe place, baby."

"Are you sure?"

"We're getting married. Nothing will change that, and if you want to experiment with other girls, I don't mind. Trixy is fun and very experienced for you, and I’ll enjoy watching.”

"Okay. I want this, Dad, but not if it compromises us.”

“Don’t overthink, just enjoy.”

Trixy stroked my legs softly with trembling fingertips, occasionally raking a sharp nail from my knee to the quivering pussy lips that were desperate for her touch. I watched Mom lie down on the wood floorboards behind our headmistress, who raised her ass, allowing her to wriggle underneath and into a perfect position to give cunnilingus.

“Oh fuck!”

“What is it, Hannah?”

“My Mom is licking you while you lick me.”

“It doesn’t get much naughtier than this, honey.”

Once Mom wriggled into place, Trixy stared down and spread her knees wider apart, feeding two swollen, damp pussy lips into her mouth. I heard Mom whimper and hum before greedily slurping what sounded like her favorite nectar.

I knew precisely when Mom's tongue plowed along her new lover's creamy furrow because Trixy eyeballed me with a loving smile and fiery eyes. She gasped and shot a joyous expression that described her utter delight. With a naughty wink for me and another aimed at Dad, my first lesbian lover leaned into my pussy and slid her tongue deep between two swollen labia, licking me out.

"She's licking my pussy so nicely, Dad."

"Yes, and while your Mom licks hers. Do you like it, Hannah?"

"Fuck yeah. Open my pussy lips wide again, please."

My father spread my pussy lips wide apart with powerful, clawing fingers. Trixy flattened her tongue and plowed it the entire length of my creamy slit while I wriggled, gasped, and shuddered all over. Our headmistress sucked my soft tissues gently, almost like she planted kisses in exchange for all the seeping, sweet juices she could gather and swallow.

I stared down and saw my mother doing the same to Trixy. I gasped and wriggled on the edge of a massive orgasm, intoxicated by my lewd thoughts and the sleaziness of my debauched, wonderful moment.

“Open Hannah’s ass cheeks, please.”

“Will do.”

When Dad clawed my ass cheeks wide apart, Trix fingered out my butt plug, inserting her warm, wet tongue deep inside the gaping wide hole left behind. Her nose pressed hard on my sticky clitoris while her tongue stimulated a nerve cluster my anal plug had warmed up. 

I was on the edge of a massive climax when Trixy was done rimming me, pressing my still-vibrating anal toy deep inside me. She plowed back up my creamy slit, gently tonguing my hole on the way until she sucked gently on my sticky, engorged clitoris, raising her from a protective skin pouch.

I wriggled delightfully, screaming in pre-orgasmic bliss while nestled in Dad's arms. My body was on fire, shivering one moment, burning the next, with a pussy throbbing wildly on the end of our headmistress' tongue.

How Trixy maintained her calm and gave me head while my mother ate her pussy I shall never know.

Intense sexual tension built inside me like a tsunami gathering pace, and I needed to vent like a volcano, so I ground my butt plug hard onto the wooden desk, pushing it deeper inside me while drawing maximum vibration into a throbbing back passage. Dad saw what I was doing and cleaved my ass cheeks wide apart so I could get more throbbing steel action inside my rectum.

With half my sexual organs vibrating from a plug, Trixy rotated her head slightly, gripping my sticky clitoris between tightly clenched lips. She sucked hard, then brushed my tingling tip from side to side with a whiplash solid tongue.

"Whoa... fucking hell, Dad.”

"Are you okay, Hannah?"

"Yeah... But this is fucking overwhelming. I think I'm going to pee."

Trixy stared up at me, teacher, lover, and surrogate mother.

"Relax, Hannah. Let it happen."

"Okay, but are you sure?”

“I can deal with it.”

I dragged my father’s head closer for a deep kiss, making sure we stayed connected while he splayed my cunt wider, offering more creamy flesh to the woman feasting on it. I felt guilty, as though I were cheating, but I couldn’t be, could I? When I stared down and saw my Mom's body sticking out from our lover's ass, it drove me over the edge, and I climaxed, shuddering like the ground around a volcano.

"F-f-fuck-k-k-k! Dad... oh fuck!."

"Go for it, Hannah. Squirt, baby, please."

I shuddered hard in a powerful orgasm, ejaculating directly into Trixy's wide-open mouth with a powerful jet of unicorn pee. My body lost control, and it felt as though my back passage was sucking my anal plug inside. I wriggled vigorously on the table as though it were possible to fuck my butt plug, and the vibrations spread like pleasure waves through my rectum and the organs nearby.

Dad's finger joined in the action, dragging my clitoris from side to side while our headmistress puckered her lips, sealed them tightly around my urethra, and sucked me dry.

I wanted to clamp my thighs shut on Trixy's head, but she forced them apart to their maximum extent, relentlessly pursuing my orgasm. The slurping sound coming from between her legs drove me crazy and confirmed Mom had lost none of her ability to give incredible head to other girls by marrying a man.

Our headmistress shuddered in an orgasm worthy of the gods, screaming while her tongue continued to dip deep inside my sticky hole. My father masturbated me, drawing my throbbing pink tip from side to side before strumming it up and down.

Only once Mom had fully satisfied Trixy did the relentless pressure on my pussy subside, and I relaxed back into Dad's loving arms, kissing him. As I gathered my composure and caught my breath, I felt something hard poking me.

"Your cock is solid, Dad. Shall I take care of it?"

"Yes, please."

"What would you like? A blowjob or to fuck me?"

"Umm... do you think a trip to the milking parlor might be okay?"

"Of course. Let's go."

We ran, skipped, walked, and stumbled hand in hand, laughing all the way to the milking parlor. Dad's cock tented his pants, and I couldn't wait to give him a loving hand relief. Every stall except one was free, and I was lifted by a friendly atmosphere in the school's public wanking area.

In a matter of seconds, I slipped Dad's pants and boxer briefs off, once again enjoying the envy of other girls when they saw the size of his cock. When I squatted quickly, gripped his cock in a tight fist, peeled back his glans, and sucked hard, driving my tightly clenched lips down his gnarly shaft, other attendees gasped.

Being Head Girl meant plowing a new furrow, leading by example, and breaking new ground.

With my father’s cock suitably lubricated by my saliva, I turned him around, and he leaned into the wanking parlor restraint with his cock dangling into the semen collection chute below.

I wanked his cock hard and fast, edging Dad a few times before letting him blow his seed all over the ceramic wall. I had a final trick up my sleeve as I pulled his foreskin backward, milking him hard to eke out every drop of cum.

I whispered in his ear.

"You're such a good boy, Daddy."

His eyes glazed over, and I knew his soul was caught somewhere between pure love and a taboo lust. He grunted like a beast when I spilled every drop of his seed. I didn't mind watching his semen flush away in globs under the high-pressure water spray because I felt confident there would be plenty more for me to suck out later on.

As I leaned over my father, watching his semen wash away while I gently stroked my fingers up and down his cock, I whispered again.

"I'd like us to fuck Trixy together, Mom too. Only with Mom, she and I can't touch."

"What the fuck, Hannah? Are you serious?"

"Yeah, Dad. I want you to enjoy a mother and daughter fuck session but without me and her touching. I'm not comfortable with that. It could be your farewell fuck, almost like a ritual handover between her and me.”

He slipped his clothes back on while the other girls stared at me with their mouths agape. My whisper had made it to the closest ears, who spread my lewd suggestion everywhere.

I could see by the look in their eyes I'd become a sexually depraved goddess. Dad gripped my hand excitedly when we walked away from the milking parlor.

"Are you sure about doing this, Hannah?"

"Yeah. Trixy's tongue opened my Pandora's Box. I won't do anything that might endanger you and me, but I want more if you are okay with that.”

“We can play as much as you want. Our marriage will be strong, baby girl.”

"I know, Dad."


Chapter Four

Forest Playtime

◆◆◆

As we walked back to our apartment, I felt a heightened sense of arousal. My body trembled slightly as though my sex drive was fully loaded, resting on a hair trigger, waiting to explode. Hormones surged through my body, provoking lewd thoughts about my father and me, and somewhere deep inside my psyche, a tiny voice begged to be fucked over and over.

I'd just had my pussy licked by an experienced lover and beautiful woman who was already, or might be, or had been and was about to be, my mother's lover.

Then I wanked off my father in the milking parlor.

It was Saturday, a free practice day where girls dictated the pace and activities of each couple’s romantic and sex lives. I wanted to fuck my Dad all day long and was only just getting started when I milked his cock, draining his seed. I didn't know whether he noticed any sexual tension in my expression or through the trembling fingers crushing his, but his sidelong glances suggested he knew something was awry.

“What’s up, Hannah?”

"I want you to fuck me in our bed, please.”

"Are you okay, baby girl?”

"Let's get inside the apartment and discuss this. I'm frightened that things are becoming too wild."

"It's been a hectic week with huge changes. I'm hardly surprised."

I hadn't gotten through the apartment door before turning around and leaping into Dad's arms, wrapping my legs tightly around his waist. He returned my passionate kiss, gripping both my ass cheeks with clawing fingers, gently unscrewing my ponytail before pulling out my buttplug while making sure our lips and tongues never stopped tormenting each other.

“I’m on fucking fire, Dad.”

“I can see Trixy’s tongue worked wonders.”

"I need to reconnect."

"Why are you so desperate, honey?"

"I feel off balance. You mentioned about being my safe place. I need that security right now. Please reclaim my hole, Daddy.”

My father unzipped the plaid, pleated school skirt, letting it slide down my legs to the floor, where I kicked it away. He stooped and slid his fingers into the elastic waistband of my panties, peeling them down slowly. I helped him remove my school uniform blouse and bra, then sucked and bit his solid nipples while he undressed quickly.

Dad cradled me in his arms to our bed, laying me gently on top of our duvet before spreading my legs wide open while I kneaded my firm breasts, occasionally squeezing my solid nipples, gasping noisily. He gazed reverently at my swollen pussy, licking his lips and sighing passionately, wearing a desperate, lusty expression.

I was impressed that only twenty minutes after I'd milked his semen in the parlor, my fiance’s cock was rock hard again. When he leaned down and kissed me, my lips sizzled like butter across a hot skillet, and I finally felt safe.

“I felt out of control, Dad. Trixy is the only person other than you who ever made out with me.”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Too much.”

“There is no such thing as having too much fun.”

“I was afraid of losing you.”

“That’s not going to happen, Hannah.”

“Please fuck me, Dad.”

When my father’s cock slid balls deep inside my pussy, I ascended back onto a pre-orgasmic plateau. It was the same place Trixy sent me with her tongue. As Dad stared deep and lovingly into my eyes, all confidence in myself and us returned.

At first, Dad made love to me gently, taking his time and stroking my body all over, sucking and chewing my solid nipples when he had the chance. He rolled us over with his cock still buried deep inside my throbbing hole, and I spread my knees wide apart, bottoming out, grinding my swollen clitoris into his pubic bush.

When an orgasm rose, I screamed, moaned, and reached up toward the ceiling, riding him hard. He rolled me again, and I gripped his ass cheeks, raking sensitive skin, leaving welts, before wrapping my legs tightly around his waist and spurring my heels into his back to fuck me harder.

“Fuck me harder, Dad. I need more cock.”

When he rolled again and pushed me upwards, kneading my breasts before tweaking both electrified nipples hard, I sat upright and brought my feet into play, planting one on either side of his waist. I used powerful quadriceps to rise and fall, sliding my pussy up and down his cock while grinding my fat juicy clitoris onto his pubic bone on the bottom of my downward stroke.

When I orgasmed, Daddy did, too, and the last drops of anxiety vanished from his face as his semen decanted deep inside me, warming my reproductive organs. I rolled over again to be underneath so he could force his cock deeper inside my cunt, like a cum plug, helping my tight hole retain his seed.

We gasped for breath, both bodies strained from the effort of fulfilling me. My muscles cramped, but pleasure, hormones, and adrenaline pumped them full, burning hot.

"Would you tell me what’s wrong, please, Hannah?

"I was fucking scared, Dad.”

"Why?"

"I got carried away with Trixy and Mom."

"About wanting to fuck me and them together?"

"Yeah. It feels like I'm losing control and becoming a slut. I have no fucking self-restraint.”

“That’s not true. You knew to ask me for help when you felt like losing it.”

“What if you hadn’t been there?”

He stared at me, and I knew the question was unanswerable. If it was, the answer would prompt another question, then another, and more until we reached so deep into the rabbit hole that reality was a dim pinprick of light behind us, winking like the most distant star seen at night.

“Dad? Say something… please!”

“That’s a different conversation, honey.”

“I need to know sometime, or you can’t let me out of your sight.”

"Sexual relationships can be like that, baby. What did you feel for Trixy when she went down on you?"

"I felt intoxicated and like something opposed to my normal character had taken control. It was as though I were an indecent slut that Trixy could use as she pleased. Then, with your permission, she did precisely that, licking and sucking my pussy lips and clitoris while you cradled me."

“Did you feel as though control was taken away?”

“No… I wanted to please you.”

Dad stared at me, nodding and smiling like it wasn't a big deal. I had to trust him because, as we had said many times, this whole curriculum and our stay at Fanbury Hall were designed for us to join and become a couple.

I was evolving so rapidly that I could barely remember the immature feelings of the girl I was before Fanbury. As each version of me took over at the helm, it was superseded quickly by another, fucking harder, sucking and wanking cock as though it were a competition.

"That's what happened, Hannah. If you wanted to please me, you did.”

"Yeah, but it felt unreal and so fucking decadent, the whole thing was sleazy. I felt Trixy pucker her lips, seal them around my urethra, suck, and drink my pee, for fuck’s sake… she literally sucked it out of my hole, and I let her. The situation consumed me.”

"Did you catch any feelings for her?”

"No. That wasn’t a problem. I feel nothing for Trixy."

"Do you have romantic sentiments toward anyone except me?"

"Nope. I love Mom more than I did before she went down on Trixy. I still harbor lingering anger from years of our bickering."

I rolled on top of my Dad, not caring that his semen leaked out from my pussy hole, soaking his groin, pubes, and thighs in a sticky mess. We needed to talk, and a brief shower afterward would easily clean everything up.

These teaching moments with my father were necessary because if I didn’t catch my errors early, they might become problematic later, possibly threatening our relationship. I knew fucking my Dad wasn’t strictly conventional, neither was having him hold me tightly while our headmistress taught me more about licking pussy in twenty minutes than a lifetime spent on PornHub could.

"You're eighteen years old, Hannah. That's very young for marriage. You would normally experiment heavily with sex at this age, racking up a body count in the high double digits.”

"Are you having second thoughts about us, Dad?"

"None at all. I want to compliment your growth, not constrain it."

"Meaning, if I want to experiment sexually, you'll support that?"

"One hundred percent so long as we're indulging in a loving marriage and any non-monogamy is consensual and ethical."

"You mean we agree to everything we do sexually if others are invited to join us in bed?"

My heart pounded like a cheetah hunting antelope across the Kenyan savannah as I reached further and further down the forbidden rabbit hole, ignoring the disappearing light behind. In truth, I preferred the disgrace I saw and felt in the darkness when men and women visited me in my dreams, fucking me repeatedly and in the ceremonial fashion of ancient druids. A carnal sensation gripped me, controlling my mouth, forming words I could barely believe I was saying.

"I don't want to lose you, Hannah."

"I promise that won't happen. I feel an overwhelming desire to watch you fuck Trixy for reasons I can't explain."

"Is there anything else you want, honey?"

"You mean like fucking other guys?"

"Yeah - would you like to be gangbanged?.”

"I feel a weird connection with Trixy and want to share and enjoy that with you. I “don’t know about another guy, or more, like she enjoyed on the altar.”

"And what about your Mom?"

"That's pure fantasy. After I cum, I don't want to touch her. There is part of me that was stirred up by the rituals. I just fucking love the tawdry nature of these ceremonies, Dad. The whole submission thing appeals to me so much and hits my kink square. Wouldn't you like a mother/daughter fuck?"

"Honestly, not really. Your Mom and I were never supercharged in bed."

"What if she were competing with me to impress you?"

"Maybe. That might work."

“We should tick it off the taboo list or consider doing it later. We might use it as a handover session.”

Dad nodded but didn't seem overly enthused. We were getting close to where reality heavily impacts fantasy, and he had too many bad memories with Mom to be comfortable about the idea of fucking her, even if I was involved. I decided to tease the opportunity but not press my fiance into something he didn't want to do.

I rolled beside my father, cuddling close while always maintaining eye contact.

"Is there anything on your mind, Dad?"

"Yeah. What about returning here for your career after college?"

"I'd like that, but only if it suits our marriage and where we are once college is finished."

"I think we can fit everything in, sweetheart."

"I don't want any other cock aside from yours, Dad. A two or more girl session with you is fine, but I won't go further."

"Okay, honey, that's up to you."

I felt sure of what I'd said, but then, when I woke up this morning, I was sure that a woman's tongue would never split my pussy lips apart. It was probably a poor move to make decisions about what kinks and sex play might work while still bubbling along the ride down from cum mountain.

As I lazed under warm monsoon rain, sliding my soapy body against my fiance's, kissing his arms, back, cheeks, and lips while he washed me, I thought of my sexuality and the monumental changes I'd enjoyed in a few short days.

I am bisexual.

As though a decision had been made, I reached up through the heat, steam, and pelting water, pressing my palms against my father’s cheeks and eyeballing him.

"I only want you, Dad. Anyone else we invite into our bed must be fun for both of us. That much I'm certain of."

"I know, Hannah. We should take a vacation after this month is through. A Caribbean beach would suit us for a few weeks.

"I'd love that, but you've spent so much money lately, I feel guilty."

"You've never asked how rich we are, baby."

"It's not my money and none of my business."

"Hannah, if we're having children and planning to work together, it's every bit your business. We're currently worth around seven million dollars in cash and investments, with my company valued at another fifteen million."

"Fucking hell!"

"I have to provide for your Mom and fully intend to do right by her, although my company and most of that fortune was in place before we married, and we have a fidelity clause in our prenup agreement."

"And, of course, Mom's smashed that with Steve?"

"Yeah, but our kids’ grandmother won't ever have to work again. We'll make sure of that."

"Thanks, Dad."

Dad’s money and wealth should belong entirely to him and Mom. My future career and lifestyle must be forged independently. I understood we wouldn't struggle financially, but I couldn't treat my future husband as a meal ticket.

My career focus would be on succeeding Trixy as headmistress at Fanbury Hall. This school’s nonjudgmental environment and free-love lifestyle would work for my father and me. Our accommodations on campus were excellent, and I knew a baby blue Bentley Continental GT convertible garaged near the headmistress's quarters was less than a year old.

Trixy was well paid.

"I'd like to go out for a walk, Dad."

"Let's do it."

I had an agenda and took Dad by the hand, leading him toward the forest I’d run through in the morning. The clearing was empty this time, and Trixy's fuck platform in the middle glistened in the sun. He approached it with the fascination of an explorer, running a finger along the stone until reaching a crusty, white residue that leaked like a waterfall down the side.

"Is this where Trixy was gang-banged?"

"Yes. I wanted to see how clean the altar is. When the bulls came inside her, their semen just dribbled out of her pussy hole and down the stone end slab into the grass."

"It looks like someone roughly cleans it after use, but it’s better to clean thoroughly beforehand. You never know what lands here between sessions.”

"Definitely."

I circled the stone altar that was perfectly hewn from a single slab. It was pristine and clean except for where the semen dripped down the sides, and I wondered if it was left out for animals to feed on.

"Mom will be fine being fucked here tomorrow as long as someone cleans it, Dad. I’ll ask a few of the girls to help me.”

"Is that why we came here?"

"It wasn't the only reason, but I wanted to make sure she'd be okay."

"Would you like to watch the show tomorrow?"

"You mean watch my mother being gang fucked?"

"She's also my wife. I want to watch Cindy getting reamed by half a dozen guys."

"Yeah, but-.”

“Go on, Hannah… what is it?”

“Umm... I'm not sure. I enjoyed watching Trixy servicing all those guys but never felt like joining in. It was just great entertainment and a bit like watching porn, only live.”

"We could bring popcorn tomorrow and treat it the same way."

I couldn't stop laughing, but images flashing before my eyes of Mom being willingly defiled by big-cocked bulls took me to a place I wasn’t sure either of us was ready to visit.

"Maybe we could… let me think about it, Dad. I love the freedom of being able to fuck outdoors without fear."

"I feel the same about the milking parlor. It grips me in a very lewd way. The idea of a daughter milking and draining her Dad between lessons flicks my switch. Also, I love being wanked off in front of other girls.”

"You know they have something like that for the girls, too, right? It's called the queening room."

I had seen a few images passed around by the girls, but they were of low definition due to the very romantic, dimly lit room. It was where girls took their Dads to practice feeding them pussy ceremonially and spiritually, and as such, no images were allowed on the school website or app help files. 

"How come you know so much about Fanbury, Hannah?"

"I'm going to be the headmistress here one day, Dad. I'm a quick study."

"And I'm going to be your live-in house husband."

He lifted me gently onto the altar, gazing deep into my eyes. His comment knocked me slightly off balance, and I wondered how to follow it up. Dad slid my knees apart, exposing my no panty, swollen, trembling pussy shame. I giggled and held his head while he leaned in, devouring my pussy, sucking out his cream.

"Daddy, before you eat, please tell me what you meant by house husband."

He lifted his head, stared into my eyes, and inhaled deeply, wearing a faux-pained expression as though I were keeping him from a delicious meal.

"We have an age gap, sweetheart. That means certain opportunities exist for our marriage to be different. I can stay home and run my business through a CEO and professional board of directors, leaving me time to care for our family."

"You mean our kids?"

"Yeah, and you. Also, if you want a different challenge to working here at Fanbury, the company will always be available for you to take over."

"Okay."

"May I dine on your delicious creampie-filled pussy now, please?"

"Of course, daddy."

He slid both hands behind my knees and lifted them gently, splaying them wider apart while I slapped my palms onto the stone slab behind me, steadying his meal.

"I want to remain seated to enjoy the peace and views around this clearing."

"I have great access to my lunch, honey, don't worry about me.”

When he licked my swollen labia, it tickled because my father was a gentle lover who started carefully. I tossed my long blonde hair high, enjoying the sun on my face and Dad's tongue circling the ridges around my anal sphincter. I wanted a good rimming and vowed to return that compliment to my father soon.

I gasped loudly, and my entire body shuddered vigorously when he prised my anal whorl wide open, slipping a pointy, wet tongue deep inside my rectum, licking the trembling, sensitive tissue walls.

I slid a hand down into my crotch, dragging the sticky pearl at the top of my slit around in circles, enjoying the double play of two holes being attended to simultaneously. A flicker of movement in the woods caught my attention, and I glanced over to see a fellow pupil and her stepdad standing just inside the line of trees.

She waved apologetically, so I returned the greeting politely, never missing a beat on rubbing my clitoris. At the same time, Dad delightfully licked the soft tissue walls and nerve cluster inside my back passage. The girl, Amanda, I think her name was, kneeled on the forest floor and removed her Dad's cock from inside his boxer briefs while he watched me being licked out.

I couldn’t resist beckoning them over.

"We have guests, Dad."

"No problem."

I pointed at the girl when she got close, smiling welcomingly.

"Hi, it's Amanda, right?"

"Yes. I hope you don't mind, Hannah, but we saw your Dad praying at the altar between your legs and wanted to watch. Then my father’s cock got hard, and... well, one thing led to another."

"You're welcome to watch, and feel free to suck your Dad's cock. Come closer so he gets a great view of my pussy getting eaten while you fellate him.”

Her Dad smiled, a little embarrassed, but that soon dissolved when his step-daughter sunk to her knees, peeled back his foreskin, then sucked his cock like a whore with her last customer on a Friday night. Amanda had practiced a lot, which was probably why the couple had a blue ponytail - signifying her excellence in giving fellatio.

He fucked his daughter’s face, gripping her ears and dragging her lips onto his shaft while slamming his hips forward, choking her.

Amanda’s stepdad felt an explanation was in order.

"We visit Fanbury Hall for two weeks a year to fuck each other senseless. Amanda’s Mom knows nothing about it because we keep our hands off each other for the rest of the year."

"That explains why she's trying to suck a golf ball through your cock."

"Yeah, Amanda's excellent at giving blowjobs, much better than her Mom, but you and Keith are the talk of the whole school. Everyone is so impressed by your dynamic."

It felt surreal when Dad plowed his flattened tongue along my creamy, puffy bun, licking and sucking like a cunnilingus addict. My pussy dripped sweet nectar, and he slurped his way around the tight folds of my skin and my pouting labia, swallowing frequently. I nodded at Amanda's Dad before closing my eyes, a polite signal that I was preoccupied and uninterested in conversation. I had no interest in watching them as I rose to an orgasm but didn't mind an audience of my own.

I leaned a little further back, forced my hips and pussy forward, and took on the full hurricane force of Dad’s tongue, thrashing my sticky love bean while his lips clenched tightly around the base.

I orgasmed amid overwhelming hedonism as my head tingled, my body shuddered, and the sun's rays warmed me. My father looked magnificent, with his head bobbing beautifully between my legs, timing his tongue and lip technique to the rise and fall of my orgasm, flicking and sucking while I gripped his hair, grinding my drenched pussy into his face.

I'd forgotten our audience, reminded only by the manic grunts of a step-father decanting his seed into a loving daughter's mouth. While she cleaned his cock, I slid off the altar, waved casually at the couple, and walked away hand in hand with my Dad.

"Do you think we're having too much sex, Dad?”

"Not at all. First, you're eighteen, so this amount of sex is normal and fucking great for me."

I laughed, slapping his ass playfully before running away so he could give chase. When my Dad caught and tackled me to the ground, he crawled on top, spread my legs wide, and passionately kissed me on the lips. The long grass tickled my neck, so I wrapped my legs around his waist, gripped hard, and rolled us over to envelop my lover in the long blonde hair he had always loved.

"Do you remember brushing my hair at night before reading to me?"

"I got very good at it."

"Yeah, you did. Would you like to do that tonight after I wash and condition?"

"I'd love to, Hannah."

"What was the other thing you were going to say? You said first, and then I spanked your ass."

"Oh yeah. Well, second... making love, sharing intimate moments, talking like we are now… it hard wires us to each other, building a foundation for our love and lives together."

"Wow, you're so wise dad."

"And third, Hannah."

"Yes?"

"I love you with all of my heart and could easily make love to you all day."

"Well, Daddy... you may have to prove that to me sometime."


Chapter Five

Playing With Toys

◆◆◆

The rest of Saturday passed by pleasantly, with Dad and I exploring Fanbury Hall inside and out. I laughed when I had to haul him away from the hockey field where girls played in super short skirts and lace thongs that barely covered their cracks.

The cheering crowd was immense, standing shoulder to shoulder at least four deep around our artificial pitch. They were primarily guys from outside campus who paid for spectator tickets to help raise money for a local children’s hospital ward.

I saw a few of the nonplaying Fanbury girls summoned by guys who were asking them how much to fuck. The girls spoke to their fathers, and a deal was struck, but in keeping with school policy, only a trip to the milking parlor for a handjob was permitted.

When Dad and I passed by, there was a line of twenty guys holding pupils’ hands waiting outside the parlor. Many guys had approached me, but I shook my head before they got close enough to ask me for sex, and they all respectfully moved on to find themselves an available slutty princess.

When we strolled away, and toward the school’s front door, I laughed and pointed back to the crowd.

“Fanbury Hall could make far more money from guys coming here to be entertained, Dad.”

“How would you do it, Hannah?”

“I would create a drive-through version of the milking parlor near the back of the school grounds, out of the way. Girls wait in a comfortable room with their picture and bio displayed on an outdoor LED screen. The guy opens his car window and orders the number corresponding to his female choice, and the girl hops into the passenger’s seat once the visitor’s payment clears. Then, as he crawls around a pre-determined route or parks somewhere, she wanks or sucks him off.”

“Would it be the same price for both services, Hannah?”

“Of course not. Blowjobs always cost more.”

“I think it would work. You might have to run shifts through the night at weekends because the line would be immense.”

“All the more money for charity.”

“I had an idea, too, Hannah.”

“Go ahead, please. This will be good, I am sure.”

“The school should buy thousands of lacy panties on a contract. Each time a girl wears a pair, and her Dad fingers her in them, it gets listed on a website for auction sale. When the dirty panties are sold, the girl makes sure her gusset is fully loaded, signs the fabric, adds a small personal note, and ships the package to her buyer.”

“That’s a cool way for girls to start their businesses after they leave Fanbury Hall, Dad.”

“Fanbury Hall should also have a few OnlyFans sites. Maybe a webcam in the milking parlor, another at the woodland altar, or one in the queening room. Some of the goings on here could easily be monetized.”

“That’s genius.”

We returned to our suite in the late afternoon, showered together, dressed casually, and ordered a pizza to watch a movie and chill out. I was enjoying my fifth or sixth time watching Father Of The Bride when my cell phone rang.

I looked at Dad quizzically because I used a new number while staying at Fanbury Hall. My regular phone was switched off and stored in my underwear drawer.

“Nobody has this number, Dad.”

“Who is it?”

“I think it’s Emily’s number - a friend from high school.”

“You should answer her - it must be urgent.”

I was in two minds whether or not to answer. None of my friends knew where I was, which comforted me. I wasn’t ready to reveal to the world that I had fallen in love with and fucked my stepfather, knowing that when I did, the news would become salacious gossip and travel quickly.

Emily wasn’t a best or particularly close friend, but she seemed okay when we hung out. In the end, I had to believe it was some kind of emergency, so I answered the call.

“Hello.”

“Is that Hannah?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Emily.”

“I know.”

“Sorry, of course you do. The headmistress probably told you I was going to reach out. I’m sorry to call on a Saturday evening, but I feel out of sorts and, well… sorry.”

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m coming to Fanbury Hall tomorrow, starting lessons the following day after induction.”

“Oh… I see.”

“After payment cleared for a fortnight’s course, the Headmistress gave me your name and this cell number, saying you are the Head Girl and I should introduce myself as a sign of respect.”

“Umm, okay.”

“Your voice sounds familiar, Hannah. Have we met?”

“It’s me, Emily… we went to high school together.”

“Oh fuck!”

I suddenly realized Emily had no idea who I was besides being Fanbury Hall’s Head Girl. I’d been a bit slow on the uptake and could have bluffed my way, but that could only have gotten me as far as tomorrow when an in-person meeting would have blown my cover.

The line was silenced, and my heart sank because my secret was out, and I had no idea how Emily would react.

“Emily - Are you still there?”

“Yes, sorry… just a bit shocked, is all.”

“Me too.”

“You disappeared, Hannah. Everyone thought you’d gone on a tour of Europe. You’ve been romanticized in all sorts of fairy tales.”

“I came here… to Fanbury.”

“Why?”

“Why are you coming here?”

“Oh god… I can’t tell you. Oh my Hannah, what have I done?”

“You’d better tell the truth because if you don’t, Trixy will wring it out of you tomorrow with a sound thrashing.”

“Does that actually happen at Fanbury?”

“Yes - a lot, especially if you lie or withhold information. Misdeeds are quickly corrected here.”

“What else goes on there, Hannah?”

“You’ll find out tomorrow. Now, unless you want to explain what’s going on, I have things to do.”

I felt tense and sounded abrupt because Emily’s call irritated me. I was engaged to be married and shouldn’t skulk around, hiding from people who might not share my enthusiasm. Something about my falling in love with my father felt taboo because it was taboo, and I feared coming out.

“Okay… sorry, Hannah, again. I umm, well… I have fallen in love with my Dad.”

“He’s your stepfather, right?”

“Yes… yes, of course, sorry… I should have explained that.”

“Does he love you, Emily?”

“Yes.”

“Have you fucked him?”

“No. The Headmistress asked me that too. Why does it matter?”

“You’ll find out why tomorrow after filling out a detailed questionnaire. Stop worrying about Fanbury Hall, babes, and enjoy the journey that starts tomorrow.”

“Okay, thank you, Hannah.”

Dad returned from the bedroom with something significant in his hand. He never asked me about my phone call, which I was pleased about because repeating and explaining would only annoy me further.

“What’s that, Dad?”

“A dildo.”

“It’s a fucking big one.”

“A little thicker than my cock and a similar length. It has a syringe and fake balls.”

“What for?’

“I fill the bladder inside these balls with fake semen, then fuck you with the dildo, pump you full cream when you cum, and then I get to enjoy sloppy seconds.”

My sleazy mind exploded with questions about why, how, and, oh my fucking god, why? I stared at my father with a deeply furrowed brow, breathing heavily while layering my panties thick with sticky cream. My pussy trembled, and my body followed until I shivered excitedly all over, shimmering with rough goosebumps on my arms and legs.

I licked my lips, then pulled the bottom one, releasing slowly while staring at the immense dildo that looked as though its ball sacks were already full.

“Will I need lube to take that size of cock, Daddy?”

“Not if I get my tongue inside you first.”

“And you want to fuck my hole afterward?”

“Yes, please.”

“Even when it’s full of cum and stretched wider than normal?”

“It’s a fantasy I’ve had for a long time, Hannah.”

“About me?”

“Yes.”

I had so many questions but didn’t want to ruin such an incredibly lewd, steamy moment. My father’s expression was joyous, erotic, and he looked desperate to fuck, further exciting me. He kneeled and handed me the giant dildo, which felt weighty. I cupped the semen bladder, feeling its bloated, warm outer skin.

“The cum inside feels warm, Dad.”

“I microwaved it for a few seconds on low setting. I read that it tastes like the real thing.”

“And you really want to do this?”

“Don’t you want to try, Hannah?”

“Fuck yeah.”

While Dad reached up my silken thighs and peeled down my panties, I inspected the dildo, which had curvaceous ridges, sharp veins, a very bloated urethra, and was gnarled just like my Dad’s cock. When he cupped my ass cheeks and lifted me off the sofa, I stared down and watched my father go down on me.

My father’s warm, flat tongue felt terrific, plowing my syrupy furrow with gusto while he inhaled deeply, enjoying the aroma and flavor of my dripping wet cunt. I licked the tiny slit on the end of my new toy but tasted nothing except fresh latex, which was unpleasant. When Dad clenched his lips around my swollen, sticky clitoris, I squeezed the fake ball sack until a heavy white teardrop oozed out of the slit.

I squeezed a drop more and waited until plenty of faux cum leaked over the solid cock head before I sucked the whole thing.

“It tastes like the real thing, Daddy. Delicious.”

“You tried it?”

“Only a tiny drop. You won’t miss what I stole.”

“I bought plenty of spare cum with different flavors.”

“Nice. Sorry to ask, but I need cock right away, please. I can’t wait any longer.”

Dad took hold of the dildo base, drilling it between my swollen lips, rotating to harvest plenty of my cream onto the glans. He plunged the solid, latex cock head up and down my slit, making sure to crush my clitoris with a circular motion, raising me to a frisson.

I cried out, using both my hands to spread my pussy lips wide, enjoying the moment when my Dad pressed forward, using the fake cock to stretch me wider than he usually could. I knew my father had a big cock, but his fabulous dildo gift was at least an inch thicker, albeit roughly the same length.

I screamed and begged for more cock as my father pushed the latex sex toy slowly and deeper inside me, stretching me so wide I thought I might split in half. His eyes were locked firmly on mine, and Dad’s expression of wonder must have been caused by a deep desire to watch me being fucked.

“Go balls deep inside me, Dad… then fuck me hard.”

“Can you take it all?”

“I need it all… I… I… I fucking love it, Daddy.”

My father turned on the vibrating feature and sent that immense cock until it was balls deep inside me while my pussy chewed it, squeezing back, crushing solid latex. I enjoyed every gnarly feature of its throbbing surface, screaming louder when Dad turned up the vibration setting.

“You have it all, Hannah.”

“Now fuck me hard, Dad, so you get to feel my sloppy hole.”

“Tell me when you want the cum squirted inside you.”

“I will.”

With my ass cheeks resting on the sofa cushion, I gripped my ankles and splayed myself wide open, staring at the action, watching Dad pound my hole with a big dildo. The slick sound of the latex shaft sliding deep, then reversing, quickly got inside my head, lighting my soul.

In a few minutes, my father had me on the highest vibration setting, a jackhammer-style thumping against my cervix while the entire latex surface vibrated through the walls of my pussy like I had a private earthquake going on deep in my womb.

My orgasm rose quickly, surging through every muscle fiber, warming my womb and other baby-making organs until I gasped loudly, screwed up my face, and exploded in ecstasy, screaming.

“Now, Daddy, give it to me, please.”

My father pumped the fake balls hard, filling me with a warm cream far more voluminous than the real thing. My orgasm intensified when my entire body shuddered, and I cried out, releasing my ankles and reaching for my father to hold him.

I was still enjoying an intense orgasm when my father slid out the dildo he fucked me with, discarding it. He took over the fucking of my slippery hole with the hungriest look I ever saw. Dad gripped my outer thighs and ass cheeks with clawing fingers, cleaving my anus wide open, then, in one easy motion, he sent his solid flesh cock balls deep inside me.

My father’s cock felt different, much better, as it pounded my sticky hole that was more accessible and loose. I found him easier to take and even more pleasant than usual, but I worried my sheath was too slack.

“How do I feel inside, Dad?”

“Very sloppy and slick.”

“Not nice?”

“Au contraire… you feel fucking amazing, Hannah, and I’m going to last longer.”

“Oh, goodie.”

Dad fucked me with an eagerness I hadn’t previously seen in his body language, expression, or by the vim and vigor with which he reamed my hole. I had missed a trick and should have asked for my butt plug to be fitted and turned to maximum vibration. Dad fingered my asshole, and I enjoyed his anal play but would have liked it more if he could have reached deeper inside my tight hole or inserted another toy there to fuck me with.

I decided then and there that my anal V-card would be my next gift to Dad.

We had all night to play, and I felt so turned on, surging from one orgasmic wave to the next in a fit of trembling shivers, wriggling my ass cheeks around and angling my squelching, cum filled hole so Dad could fuck me harder.

I doubted I could be over fucked. When his breathing was like a sprinter at the Olympic games, Dad sped up, hauling my ass cheeks forward, pulling my cunt onto his cock, feeding every millimeter deep inside before his piston-like hips reversed again.

When Dad’s cock jerked vigorously against my loose, stretched pussy walls and he came deep inside me, I squelched like a cum whore, with a cunt full of sticky seed. Some was Dad’s squirted creamy mess, and the rest had been decanted from my new latex lover.

I pulled on my bottom lip watching in awe at my gaping wide, dribbling creamy pussy when Dad withdrew his enormous cock. A growing puddle on the floor underneath my pussy seemed a waste, and I wanted my father to eat his cum, but I felt nervous about asking since I was so full.

Dad carried me to the toilet, fingering my pussy while I peed. It was another first that I enjoyed as he dragged my clitoris from side to side, and we kissed.

After another shower, fresh panties, and the same pair of sweats, we returned to our sofa, unpaused the movie, and ate cold pizza, sharing a Pepsi. I felt deeply satisfied because my pussy had been exceptionally well fucked by two cocks which I had to confess were better than one.

“I don’t look forward to dealing with Emily tomorrow.”

“Why not?”

“Because she might tell our friends about me… this place and us.”

“News must come out soon, honey.”

“Just not quite yet, Dad.”

“Then tell Emily straight to zip it. After all, you are the Head Girl and can discipline her if she steps out of line. She won’t want to leave Fanbury Hall or lose Alumni status because she gossipped.”

“How do you know I can meter out discipline, Dad?”

“I’ve been reading up, too, honey.” 


Chapter Six

A Daughter's Dilemma

◆◆◆

Emily’s Point Of View

Hannah smiled at me, but I knew that pleasant mood would change quickly when I revealed my secret. She’d met me in the parking lot at my request and then escorted me into the dining hall, where I could wait before checking in with the Headmistress.

I needed friendly advice, but I felt sick.

Hannah was far from being a best friend, but she had always been cordial with me. When she sat opposite me in a half-empty dining hall, my eyes bulged out of my head as I stared at the Head Girl, choking on my words.

My heart sank, and I felt sick, quaking all over, almost tearful. Hannah, concerned for my well-being, leaned forward and held my hand.

“What’s wrong, Emily?”

"Hannah… oh fuck. I lied to you."

"What do you mean lied? What about?"

"About the reason I'm here at Fanbury Hall."

"Fuck! You'd better spill the beans right now, Em."

My heart beat like a frightened gazelle. The ruse I'd contrived seemed like a good idea when I was at home, but now, seeing a bunch of slutty girls wearing butt-plug ponytails that swung from underneath their skirts made it all very real, and I knew I'd fucked up big time.

I coughed and choked again, eyeing her carefully for any sign of anger. Getting on the wrong side of Fanbury Hall’s Head Girl before I had registered was a big mistake.

"I told my Dad that Fanbury Hall is a retreat where families mingle, relax, and attend a few lessons with time to reflect on their relationships."

"Well, it kinda is that, Em."

"Yeah, but Alan thinks it's all Kumbaya, soy lattes, and that we're here to get over my Mom's death two years ago. My stepfather has no idea I harbor romantic and sexual feelings for him.”

“When does your Dad arrive?”

“Within the hour.”

"Okay... umm, him walking into the middle of Fanbury Hall with nothing but age gap step-father and daughter relationships in plain sight might not be the best way to reveal your feelings to him."

"I know - I fucked up, Hannah.”

I felt like crying and desperately choked back sobs of heartfelt turmoil and pain. I wanted so badly for my father to love me because I knew I could heal the trauma left in the wake of my mother’s death. In his severe grief, Dad hadn't noticed that I was a carbon copy of his wife because he was too busy driving himself into ill health, fretting about a lost love.

Hannah stared at me in disbelief, I guessed because she was gradually realizing how badly I fucked up.

“Why are you doing this now, Em?”

"I turned eighteen last week and figured this was the best way to begin adulthood. Being bold seemed like a good idea."

"By ambush fucking your Dad?"

"No, Hannah, I wanted us to fall in love first like you and Keith."

“I call him Dad. I can’t get used to his first name.”

“I guess that’s why you came here, Hannah.”

“Not only for that reason, but yeah, mostly.”

Hannah looked thoughtful and smiled encouragingly. She was never an unkind girl; hence, everyone wanted to befriend her. I wasn’t surprised she was already Head Girl at Fanbury Hall. She eyed me cautiously, hopefully, willing to help.

"It sounds like you already did fall in love with your Dad, Emily.”

“I have fallen for him… years ago, and I know it’s true love.”

“You don't know how your father feels at all?”

“I have no idea. Alan has always been the perfect father and never touched me inappropriately. I sit in his lap regularly and feel nothing rising into me - no erection at all. It’s quite upsetting.”

“It’s not a good sign that he doesn’t get a hard-on, Emily. Sorry to ask, but have you ground hard into his cock?”

“Yeah… nothing is happening.”

Hannah shook her head, not hopeful of a good outcome for me. I sighed, sat back, and stared at the ceiling desperately, but all that place held was peeling paint and a few cracks. When I opened my eyes and leveled a stare at our Head Girl, she was frowning, still looking doubtful.

“Trixy will go fucking nuts about your lie. She's very particular about how relationships develop at Fanbury Hall.”

My phone buzzed, so I checked messages, praying for some ray of hope. However, my heart sank deeper into despair when I saw an update from my father, letting me know he was less than half an hour away. I gulped, closed my eyes, and stared at Hannah through aching eyes, terrified, when I saw her unenthused expression. 

"I fucked up big time, Hannah."

"Yes, you did, Em."

"What do you suggest? You are the Head Girl at Fanbury, after all."

“My job doesn't have a magic wand to fix stupidity."

"Ouch. Hannah, that's quite mean."

"Sorry, babe, but you've got off to the worst possible start at Fanbury Hall. I’ll do everything I can to help, but you must deal with your father alone and right now.”

"But surely you have some advice?"

"Why do you think that? Is it because I'm a few months older than you?”

"No. Everyone knows how wise you are. You're the friend all girls and most guys want. I feel distressed, and I am sorry, but please help me, Hannah.”

I wasn't lying about anything because fear gripped me. I was on a collision course with the embarrassing truth of a forbidden love that might be unrequited. Girls either wanted to date Hannah or befriend her. I was lucky because we lived on the same street and had been occasional friends since Junior High school.

Having heard her voice on the phone last night, I realized she’d come to Fanbury Hall with the same dilemma. It seemed I might find salvation in a friend, but now, I realized that Hannah couldn’t wave a magic wand at my Dad and force him to love me.

I tried one more tack.

“We love our stepfathers, Hannah - at least, we have that in common. You’re happily engaged to your Dad already; all I am asking is for you to explain how you did it.”

"I recommend honesty, Emily. Catch your father in the parking lot, come clean about your feelings, and take everything that comes afterward in your stride."

"Fuck! Are you being serious right now?”

"Can you see any other way?"

"Umm. Fuckety, fuck, fuck fuck!"

“Oh, Emily, I am sorry, sweetie, but you must tell your father the truth.”

I planted my face into both palms, ignoring other pupils nearby who noticed my distress. I sighed and contemplated the worst conversation possible with my Dad. Hannah placed a reassuring hand on mine, but it was scant comfort now that my reality and lies were imploding.

"It's the only way to get through this, babe. I'd love to stay here and offer moral support, but you must grow up fast and declare your feelings or jump in your Dad’s car and tell him it's all a big mistake."

"I've paid for the two weeks already."

"Where did you get that sort of money from Emily?"

"Inheritance from my Mom. She left me a huge pot of money and a property portfolio.”

"Ahh, and what would Isabella tell you to do now?"

Hannah stood up, patted my shoulder, and left me with a massive problem. The hustle and bustle of Fanbury's dining hall continued unabated by my misery, almost like a sign that life must go on, with or without my happiness.

I stared at the ceiling again, praying a map of meaning to my life would appear.

What would you do, Mom?

You would tell me to go for it and take Dad for my own if he wants me.

I knew my mother, Isabella Langton, would tell me to be honest with my father because she valued that above all other human qualities. As I pondered her life and well-intentioned advice, I felt sure she'd want me to fuck and care for her husband rather than see him end up with a stranger.

I hadn't checked in to the school yet, so no harm was done by lying on a questionnaire, but I was running short of time. I was minutes away from the arrival of my loving, grieving father and the shocking moment he would see a school full of slutty daughters fucking their Dads.

Alan Langton would instantly realize I had lied.

I strolled out to the gravel parking lot, enjoying the warm sun on my face but not appreciating the sight that would greet my Dad. On an artificial pitch, fathers played kinky hockey with their daughters. The girls wore short skirts, some without panties, and all had sexy ponytails dangling from their anus.

When a couple needed sexual relief, there were steel hand grip bars sunk into the ground along the side of the pitch. Girls bent over double and gripped the bar tightly for balance and poise before a Dad dropped his pants, lined up his cock with their daughter’s slit, and fucked her. Three couples were enjoying copulating at half-time, minutes from the moment my father was due to arrive. 

I waved Dad down when he drove into the parking lot, but it was already too late because his head snapped this way and that, taking in a hedonistic scene of couples fucking. He stopped in front of me with an expression so shocked I went weak-kneed.

I staggered around his car, leaning on its panels, then leaped into the passenger's seat beside him. Dad stared at me, initially lost for words, until a stream of confused mumbling left his lips.

"What the fuck is going on here, Emily?"

"Hi, Daddy."

"This can't be the right place, honey. These people have lost the plot."

"It’s the right place."

Dad stared at me as though I were the anti-Christ, and I noticed his hands gripping the steering wheel much more tightly than they should. His knuckles whitened, and his face contorted in disbelief as he shook his head.

"The men doing the fucking are of a similar age to me, Emily?"

"Yes."

"And the girls are of your age?"

"Correct again, Dad.”

"And those girls are wearing plume ponytails dangling from their assholes?"

"Yes, Dad."

"Okay, what are we doing here?"

"Can we walk together, and I will explain?”

"Yes, of course. Fuck knows I need the fresh air after seeing this lot running around like a porn movie."


Chapter Seven

Breaking New Ground

◆◆◆

Emily’s Point Of View

My father locked the car, still craning his neck whenever a girl skipped past or near us. I wasn't sure whether Dad was checking those other girls out, but I hoped he was because then, at least, I could confirm my tender age wasn’t a problem. I worriedly slipped my hand inside his and gripped it tightly, as I had done for many years.

As always, Dad didn’t resist my daughter’s affection and clenched my hand tightly, so I took that as a positive sign. He glanced at me, seeming desperate to talk openly, but he waited until after we cleared the parking lot and slipped along a forest path where we could be alone.

His panting and heaving chest were understandable, but I desperately wanted to know what caused it.

“Are you okay, Dad? Your breathing is heavy.”

“Fathers are fucking their daughters here, aren't they, Emily?"

"Yes, they are.”

He stopped about fifty meters inside the tree line, pulling me gently behind a bush where we wouldn't be seen and most likely not heard by anyone unless they deliberately hid nearby. Dad stared at me with wide, wild eyes, unsure of himself, uneasily shifting his weight gently from one foot to another.

My face trembled into a sobbing expression, and I took my stepfather’s hands, stroking the backs of his with my thumbs, gathering the courage to run headlong into a proper explanation. When I gazed up, the question I most dreaded was the first one he asked.

"Why are we here, Emily?”

"Because I love you, Dad.”

It was a defining moment of long-overdue honesty, and now my true feelings were out there. It wasn’t how I wanted this tumultuous reveal to happen, but I was here now, and so was my father, so maybe fate guided me. My honesty felt like an enormous weight lifting, and my head cleared. Dad stared at me in disbelief but was not in any way annoyed, embarrassed, or ashamed.

He sighed, breathed deeply, closed his eyes, opened them, and smiled.

"Emily, do you want us to make love, or is there more to this?”

“I want to be your next wife.”

“I love you too, Emily… always have, always will, but you didn’t answer my question.”

“Do I want us to fuck?”

“I said make love.”

“It’s the same thing, Dad.”

“Please answer the question.”

I stared into his eyes and bit my bottom lip, laying on thickly my finest schoolgirl bratty pose, using every possible feminine wile to draw my father in. Seduction was my best option, so I clasped my hands in front of my pussy, pressing down a lightweight summer blouse and skirt to accentuate my breasts and flat stomach while swaying my ass and hips from side to side in the most lascivious manner.

"Yes, Dad. I want you to fuck me endlessly, in every position, every day for our lives together, and however you wish.”

"Fucking Christ."

He stumbled and almost fell backward against a giant oak tree. Dad looked stunned by my revelation, which sounded more plausible last week when I practiced saying it in my bedroom mirror.

"You've only just turned eighteen, Emily. You're barely legal by a matter of days."

"Umm... okay. I wasn't expecting that response, Dad."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, that was hardly a hard no, right?"

His expression did something weird, and I wasn’t sure how to interpret the dozen or so emotions flickering through a face on which I’d seen every other possible feeling. He fell silent and looked furtive, slightly irking me.

My father was caught out. He knew it, and so did I.

"C'mon, Dad, this isn't fair."

"I'm sorry, Emily."

He covered his face with both hands as though hiding from me in fear and shame. I clawed his fingers away and saw tears roll down his cheeks, so I rubbed them away with my thumbs and smiled broadly, hoping and desiring.

"What is it, Dad? I've laid my feelings bare; can't you acknowledge that? I adore you like a woman loves a man, and I want you to bed me sooner rather than later. Am I so wrong to love and want you? After all, we aren't blood-related."

"Oh fuck, Emily. Please don't open Pandora’s box.”

"It's already flung wide open, Dad. Now, please tell me how you feel?"

His expression twisted like he was in pain, and my father shook his head, holding back more tears. It was like watching a beast struggle against iron shackles binding it to a granite mountain cliff. Alan’s chest heaved with each labored breath, and his shoulders slumped like he was defeated.

His voice croaked when he stared at the heavens, beseeching help from beyond the grave.

"Help me, Isabella, please."

"Mom would approve because she always wanted the best outcome for us.”

"I know she would."

His unexpected response shocked me, knocking me off balance momentarily. I hadn’t considered there was any chance of my Dad wanting me in our first honest conversation. I had thought a long haul with him agonizing over whether I was an appropriate mate would be the best I could expect. I had planned nothing beyond my revelation, and even that was on the hoof.

I'd wandered into no-man's-land.

I stepped closer and gripped both of my Dad’s hands in mine, gazing lovingly into his eyes, seeing only a reflection of that conveyed back at me.

"Do you approve of us being in a relationship, Dad?"

"Of course I do, but the rest of the world won't accept it."

"You're only thirty-six years old."

"That's twice your age, Em.”

"You don't look it, though."

"Thank you, sweetheart. It’s nice of you to say, but compliments and love won’t help us overcome a taboo that most will label as incest.”

“But it’s not incest.”

“In a gossiper’s world, the truth doesn’t matter.”

Although plagued by consequences, Dad seemed pleased by my compliment, and his face and body language relaxed. We both chuckled, holding hands while I swayed excitedly in random rays of sunlight that broke loose from a dense tree canopy above.

I caught his eye, and finally, a passion for me beyond parenting was evident.

"You're such a beautiful woman, Emily."

"Do you like me then, Daddy?"

I spun around awkwardly, almost dancing on tiptoes across uneven ground, stumbling into my father’s arms and giggling, pleased to see his smile had returned. I felt effervescent, deeply aroused, to the extent my nipples were solid, pressing hard against light cotton, and my body trembled.

My Dad noticed my nipples and licked his lips, looking guilty when he caught my stare.

“You can do more than look, Dad.”

“I’d love to.”

It was a critical moment, and my heart thumped hard, almost crushing my rib cage and constricting my breathing. I felt lightheaded and close to passing out as sexual consequences, my arousal and other awkward feelings erupted. I needed to grasp the nettle hard, so I reached up on tiptoes and kissed my Dad softly on his lips, not quite believing my boldness.

My lips melted like butter sizzling across a hot skillet. His felt sticky and tasted of a forbidden sweetness. I gripped Dad’s wrists and moved his hands around my body until they gently cupped my butt cheeks, lifting the short skirt I wore so my stepfather might grip my flesh.

"You've worn no panties, my girl.”

"I wanted you to fuck me as soon as possible, Dad. It’s essential for our enrolment here.”

"Jesus fucking Christ, Emily. I can't."

"Why not? It feels like you definitely can."

I stroked my father’s cock from outside his pants. He was barely constrained when I gripped his shaft with my fingers, rubbing its girth, following a hose-like, thick, long cock until its total size was apparent.

I gasped and stared in disbelief, not sure I could take all of my father’s cock inside me.

"That's a fucking huge cock, Dad."

"How would you know, Emily?"

"You know I'm not a virgin, Daddy, but I've only fucked a couple of boys and never a man. Nothing this big has graced the inside of my pussy."

Dad glanced in every direction, looking more shifty than I was comfortable with. I knew he was checking to make sure we were alone, but regardless of who might see us, I wanted to advance our first sexual contact quickly.

"Are we even allowed to do this, Emily?”

"When we go inside the school to check in, you’ll have to agree that we are a father and daughter couple already enjoying an existing relationship and needing help to settle into a routine. I only paid for two weeks and lied about the reasons for our attendance.”

“How much did you lie, Emily?”

“They think our relationship is underway, and all they must do is teach us how to move forward. There are lessons in oral, pussy, and anal sex.”

"Fucking hell... do they teach that here?"

"Yes. Fanbury Hall has several curricula dealing with every step-father and daughter relationship dynamic. Mostly that revolves around you fucking me plenty. They used to run classes for step-mothers and sons, but it got too complicated."

"What sort of dynamics are we discussing doing here right now, Em?"

"I have your cock in my hand, Dad. Should I look after that problem before we talk about Fanbury Hall? I'll have to answer questions about your length, shape, girth, and whether you're circumcised or not if we're to pull off the claim that we're already in an existing relationship."

"Umm, okay... are you suggesting wanking me off and having a good look?”

“I have wanted to do this for a long time, Daddy.”

“Please don’t say that, honey.”

I gazed deep into my father’s eyes while unzipping his fly, easing out a giant cock. He snorted through flared nostrils like a rampant bull, energizing my sexual desire. While never averting my eyes from Dad’s, I gently wanked his cock, stroking the solid, trembling shaft using both hands, making sure I felt him from his balls to the tip, then back down his entire length.

A tantalizing whiff of my father’s primal, musky pre-cum wafted, flaring my nostrils wide while further igniting a deep desire I felt. I needed to be fucked and feel my father’s seed flow deep inside me, exploring my womb for days, but first, there were more pressing issues of discovery at hand.

"I must suck your cock, Dad, to familiarize myself with it, but I also need to be fucked, right here and now."

"Okay, sweetheart. I think I am all in.”

“I promise you will be soon.”

I winked, and Dad’s expression became delightfully accepting and joyous even more when I slowly kneeled before him. I slipped his boxer briefs down, revealing by far the most enormous cock I'd handled as I inspected and memorized its size and shape.

I wanked his solid shaft a couple more times, bringing my father’s cock to a full erection, enjoying the sexual aroma of a man I would finally have.

I peeled back Dad’s foreskin, enjoying watching each wrinkle unfold while pre-cum oozed tantalizingly over his smooth glans before dribbling further along a gnarly shaft until a bead stopped when it reached my index finger.

More translucent, creamy treat seeped from the tiny slit on the tip of his cock, and I suddenly felt hungry.

When I could stand no more anticipation, I sucked the sticky veneer coating of his arousal, savoring its heady, salty hit at the back of my throat. My tongue lapped from the rim of his cock head to the tiny slit that fed me before I curled it around the underside so I could rub a flattened surface from side to side across Dad's banjo string.

My father gripped both sides of my head in his palms, firmly guiding my lips further down his shaft until I gagged when his cock lodged in my windpipe. He withdrew slowly, and I sucked, extracting as much of his salty veneer as possible.

I wanked him off gently, observing and committing every feature of my father’s cock to memory. When I could wait no longer, I drove my lips back down, deep-throating while taking in every feature along his beautiful shaft, cramming it into my windpipe, enjoying the feel of an engorged urethra on its underside that was ready to pump seed deep inside my pussy.

When my lips rasped against his wiry pubic hair, it felt like an achievement, and I held both arms wide. I felt happy that I could honestly say I'd entirely deep-throated my Dad’s cock.

It was essential to experience his cock with my hands and mouth so I could describe and accurately answer any tricky questions. I half cupped the side of Dad’s shaft between both lips in a kiss, sliding them up and down until I could lick, then suck his relaxed, wrinkly balls into my mouth.

After bathing each of my Dad’s balls in saliva, gently massaging the precious nuts inside, I released and sucked his cock head back into my mouth, stripping off a fresh deposit of creamy pre-cum.

After a dozen or more deep fucks down my throat, it was time to introduce Dad to my tight pussy. I had done kegel exercises with this moment in mind, intending to milk my father’s seed.

“Can I cum inside you?”

“I’m taking birth control, Dad.”

“Okay then.”

“But I won’t always take birth control, and even then, I want you to cum inside me.”

“That will be my pleasure, Emily.”

“Mine too.”

I lay back on a bed of dry leaves, hooked my wrists behind both knees, and hauled my legs back, stretching carefully until both heels were behind my head. Dad looked on in disbelief as I slid the back of each knee under an armpit, then reached down with clawing fingers to open my pussy wide.

“Cheerleading classes and gym since I was five were a good investment, Dad.”

“I can see that. My god, I would love to lick your pussy in this position.”

“As much as I would love that, we have no time.”

I stared up at my father, smiling and nodding to my creamy slit, indicating he should go for it and fuck me.

“I have lots of fun positions you'll enjoy fucking me in, Dad. Now... please enjoy your little girl’s tight little slit, and don't worry about how hard you fuck me.”

“Do you enjoy being fucked hard, honey?”

“Yes… very.”

My father kneeled on the floor with an immense solid cock pointing directly at my sticky, throbbing hole. I trembled, and goosebumps rose on my arms and legs from the light, chilly breeze and my nervousness.  I'd only been fucked three times prior by two different cocks, and those guys were both much shorter and thinner than my father’s giant shaft.

Dad used his fingers to wipe my creamy slit, licking and sucking the creamy harvest he scooped out of my hole with the most lascivious expression I'd ever seen written on his face. I hadn't expected such a joyous reaction to eating my pussy juice, but it lifted my self-esteem enormously and fed a growing confidence that we might pull this off.

"I need to be fucked, Dad. Show me what a man feels like inside my cunt."

"I love you dearly, Emily."

"You have no idea how happy that makes me feel.”

My father gazed lovingly into my eyes when he slid his thick, long cock parting my swollen labia, thrusting deep inside my sticky, tight hole. My body exploded in ecstasy, every muscle warming and stretching while I tensed and screamed for joy.

The soft tissue walls of my throbbing pussy expanded wider than I thought possible, with extreme pleasure rippling through my entire body. A surge of wanton desire flooded my thoughts as massive waves of rapture fluttered through my pussy, into a rippling midriff.

As my father’s cock penetrated my pussy, I felt submissive, slutty, and happier than ever before in my life. A transformation in my body chemistry made me feel like a proper woman for the first time, more so with every inch of my Dad’s cock burying itself deeper inside a cunt that one day he would plow to impregnate.

Dad’s palms were flat to the forest floor, planted on either side of my head, with both knees grinding on twigs and leaves as he powered his cock in and out of my creamy hole. My father gazed lovingly into my eyes, and I gasped, smiling when his hips thrust hard until his cock was balls deep inside me.

He bottomed out with a look of pure ecstasy, and I smiled back.

"That's my cervix, Dad.”

"It feels soft."

"You're stimulating it nicely. No cock was ever that deep inside me."

"Am I the first to do this, Em?"

"Yeah, and easily the best."

My father withdrew his cock slowly, then slid it back in, stretching my pussy wide while he reached deep inside, being careful not to crush my cervix. As my Dad sped up, fucking me faster and harder, I gasped louder, repeatedly, and uncontrollably, crying out for joy.

My father reamed my pussy hard, just as I wished because after he was done, I wanted to feel as though I had been fucked all day. I also wanted to feel his cum inside me, dripping slowly from my well fucked hole into a creamy gusset, and judging by his fiery eyes, I was confident of getting that. 

Dad’s hips moved like pistons, driving his cock deep inside me as my soft tissue walls molded around his girth, crushing and milking him.

I rose to orgasm quickly and stared in disbelief as my cunt was claimed and owned by the man who raised me. I groaned, screamed, and dug my nails into his solid back muscles.

"I'm cumming dad. It's the first time."

"Show me your love face, baby girl."

While screaming for joy, I let loose a raw expression of sensual and loving emotions in a contorted cum face. Dad gripped the back of my calf muscles, levering me backward while pressing his cock deep inside my sticky slit, squeezing hard when he bottomed. My throbbing pussy sheath clenched and released the solid shaft I wanted forever.

His cum face exploded shortly after mine, and I felt Dad’s hot seed flood deep inside me, elevating my soul and salving every worry I'd clung to for weeks. I released my legs, wrapping both around my father’s waist, spurring his ass cheeks with both heels to keep his twitching cock deep inside my cunt.

When he caught his breath and my Dad’s cock softened, he slid it out of my gaping wide, creamy hole and stood, helping me to my feet. I had clean panties in my handbag and used my father’s shoulder to lean my weight on with one hand, steadying myself so I could wriggle into them.

"We'll go to the toilets before check-in so that I can clean up. If you want to fuck me again in a cubicle, I'd welcome that too."

"I'd love to, Emily, but am I allowed in the ladies' toilets?"

"Yes. Some girls practice giving head or teach their fathers about tampon insertion and extraction there. Hannah says there are spanking cubicles in the ladies where one or the other can go OTK."

"OTK?"

"Over the knee."

"Oh wow. You're long overdue for that. I have a long list of things you did that angers me over the years.”

I smiled, relaxing into the swing of things. We were finally a couple, and my lie was less of a problem. Everything seemed okay, so it was time to absorb one another's love.

I hugged my father closely, relieved that I was dearly loved.

"You'll be able to thrash me after we check in, Dad."

“Are you being serious?"

"Yeah. We're a couple now."

"I think we should find those toilets right away, sweetie."


Chapter Eight

Slowing It Down

◆◆◆

Hannah's POV

I was pleased when Emily showed up at dinner holding hands with her Dad, sporting a beautiful red plume dangling below her uniform skirt. She looked relaxed, and they both seemed to be in love, a paradigm shift from where I'd seen her earlier in the day.

I'd had no time to worry about her plight, and there was nothing much I could do to help anyway, but it seemed they got over the lie and headed for whatever relationship both needed.

Emily and her stepdad joined us at our dinner table. The men shook hands, and I noticed Alan seemed awkward, whereas my father was fully adjusted to our age gap and quasi-parental union.

To break the ice, I pointed at Emily's tail, which captivated so much of her attention while we ate.

"Did Alan fit the butt plug inside your anus?”

"Yes, and he did it perfectly, too. It feels so nice, and I'm really proud. We haven't turned on the vibrating plug yet."

"You know your Dad’s name is an anagram for anal, right?"

She thought about that momentarily with a fork dangling from her fingers, then burst into a fit of giggles. Keith laughed too, and finally, Alan loosened up and smiled, cupping his daughter's ass in one palm and squeezing lovingly. I raised an eyebrow to my friend, pleased she'd caught her father’s eye, and judging by the bulge in his pants, she had his cock's attention too.

"What activities do you recommend we try, Hannah?"

"You should be seen around Fanbury as a couple for the first few days so that others engage with you. Perhaps a romantic walk around the grounds, finishing up at the milking parlor this evening, might help."

"The what now?"

"It's where girls take their dads anytime, day or night, to milk semen by wanking them off in a friendly communal environment. You can learn a lot from others about masturbation techniques and such like there. You can watch close up, but don't touch unless invited."

"Fucking hell, Hannah, that's so kinky it’s off the charts."

I saw from his lewd expression that Emily's Dad agreed with his step-daughter's point of view on the matter and imagined they would visit the communal wanking facility later. She seemed keen to grill me, which surprised me, but on reflection, I guessed as Head Girl, I should expect more pupils and their fathers to do the same.

"What are you guys doing later, Hannah?”

"Taking in a movie and chilling in our apartment."

I didn't want to tell Emily the truth because even thinking about it caused my pussy to leak and my heart to skip a beat. Dad and I hurriedly excused ourselves and left the dining room, almost skipping down the long corridor to Trixy's office.

I felt less sure about what I’d committed to doing as we approached the headmistress’s office. My breathing became labored, and I felt lightheaded and had sweaty palms. Dad noticed my aroused, heady state and hauled me by the wrist into a corridor alcove specially designed for privacy.

He drew the heavy curtain around us, and I instantly felt comforted in a place for couples to kiss, cuddle, wank each other off, and more. Dad stared at me wild-eyed and panicked.

"Are you sure about doing this, Hannah?"

"No."

"Then I'm calling it off right now. No way am I fucking Trixy if you aren't absolutely certain it's what you want."

"Do you want to fuck Trixy, Dad?"

"You've been pushing this agenda, sweetheart. I'm still orientating to us being a couple and this school prefers daughters to be in the driving seat, so I’m being carried along somewhat.

"I know, it's true. Since you deflowered me, I feel like fucking everything that moves without a care in the world."

"Why don't we just make love to each other and leave everyone else out of our sex lives until we have a few layers of experience on our coupling?"

I kissed him gently on the cheek, then lips, finally acquiescing to the desperate probing of my Dad's tongue in a ton of sparks that exploded brightly like a star. I felt so grateful that my father saved me and dealt with my roller coaster emotions as always.

I wanted to be cuckqueened one minute, then not, gang banged the next, and then I made another U-turn, begging Dad for help. He took my phone and used its messenger app. His thumbs skimmed across the screen awkwardly, eliciting my wry smile.

He waited for a response to his message, smiled at me, and returned my phone.

“Our fuck buddy date with Trixy is canceled, and she says it's no problem at all. She'll be there when and if we're ready."

"Thanks, Dad."

"Don't worry. We're going to slow this whole thing down, Hannah."

He leaned back on the tilted metal standing rest, and I snuggled close in. The alcoves were handy for daughters to grab a few minutes with their dads between classes, discuss private matters, relieve sexual tension, or even argue a little.

"This is our first time in one of these alcoves, Dad."

"Yeah, what are the holes in the wall beside me?"

"Footholds."

"Oh... Oh... I see."

“Handholds are dangling from the ceiling, too."

"So... I get my cock out, you climb up using the feet and hand holds, sink your pussy down my shaft and ride me until we're both satisfied."

"Yep. There is a tutorial video online. Would you like to watch it?"

"Since I wouldn't be doing much aside from cradling your ass cheeks and taking some of your weight, I don't see any need for me to watch a video if you already did."

"Shall we give it a go then, Dad?"

"Yes, please."

He wore trendy, lightweight sweatpants with no underwear these days to provide me with access to his cock during practical lessons or when we had breaks, as we did now. I'd found it most valuable in the milking parlor, somewhere I took Dad a couple of times a day for a handshake.

I slid my Dad’s pants down to his ankles and stroked the stiff cock that always seemed ready for me. I stooped down, and peeled his foreskin back, preferring always to coat my tongue and mouth in his pre-cum rather than bury that inside my pussy.

Once I had cleaned Dad’s cock, stripping away its delicious salty veneer, I turned, bent over double, touching my fingers to the floor, and he popped out my anal plug and plume, setting them down on a small shelf beside us. I wore no panties because my sphincter muscles had strengthened in the past few days, and I could easily grip the stainless steel neck that retained my dignity in front of others.

"Cup my ass cheeks as I climb up, Dad."

"With pleasure, Hannah."

I reached high for the hand grips while wedging one foot into a hole in the wall, roughly Dad's waist height. He played with my breasts, firmly kneading them, tweaking both nipples until I shot him a mock scolding look, and he moved both palms around to my ass cheeks.

I launched myself upwards in one heave; he helped me, and my second foot slotted easily into the wall. I was dangling almost as though in a swing, with my swollen, damp pussy lips draped over Dad's cock head. He prised my ass cheeks wide apart, released some of my body weight, and I quickly slid down his cock on copious lubrication leaking from my pussy.

Dad frowned and looked overjoyed.

"Fuck that feels so good, Hannah."

"For me too, Daddy. Oh god, I needed your cock inside me so badly. My hormones are going fucking crazy."

“You must be ovulating, honey.”

"Fuck me, Daddy, please."

My father slowly lifted me off his shaft, and I helped by pushing my legs while pulling with both hands. The curtain opened, and Trixy popped her head in. She had the right to look in on any couple, anywhere, and I shot her an apologetic look while unrelentingly riding my Daddy's cock.

"Don't apologize, Hannah. The time wasn't right, and I perfectly understand that."

"Thank you, Trixy."

Our headmistress watched me riding my father’s cock, which filled me, stretching my pussy wide. I was pretty sure what might have been left of my hymen after a couple of days of intense fucking was shredded entirely now. I could fuck my Dad with ease, experiencing no pain while utterly enjoying when his cock stretched my cunt wide, bottoming out on my cervix pretty much every stroke.

"You guys are so good at all of these fuck and wanking exercises, and it's great to see an alcove being used properly for a change. Can I open the curtain so other girls and their dads can see how it's done, please?"

I glanced nervously at my father, who nodded his consent, so I did the same to Trixy. I rode Dad harder, wanting to move things along, knowing by now my excessive ovulation would make his cock look like a creamy pole.

Bright light made me blink when Trixy drew our curtains wide open, but Dad didn't stop reaming me, thrusting his massive boner balls deep inside my throbbing pussy as I slid delightfully up and down like a fairground ride. He was perfectly stable, leaning all his weight back on the upright angled metal bed, and I was comfortable using the hand and foot holds aided by his fingers prising my ass cheeks open to help ride his cock.

I glanced around and saw twenty or more girls and their Dads crowding close enough to watch us fucking. Some kneeled, wanting to see my father’s cock pounding in and out of my slippery hole.

"This is so fucking sleazy, Dad.”

"We're educating. It's what the Head Girl should do."

"As long as nobody else touches us."

"I agree, only when you are ready."

My pussy stretched wide open, and Dad’s cock reached deep inside while I rode wave after wave of beautiful orgasms, screaming while he moaned, all for the delight of our audience.

Dad’s fingers spread wide across my ass cheeks, getting comfortable and balancing me as I took more weight on my hands and feet that helped me slide up and down, wanking his cock on a tight pussy that clenched and released.

When my father finally shot his seed deep inside me, I stared wide-eyed at the other girls.

"My Dad's cumming inside me.”

It felt important to offer some commentary especially when a critical moment came. My father bit my nipple through a nylon blouse, and it was as though a switch were flicked, sending me into a world of ecstasy. A kaleidoscope of emotions, colors, and sparks consumed me in utter bliss.

A girl pointed at the floor below my pussy.

“Hannah is squirting. I can see it dripping from her Dad’s balls onto the floor."

"His cum is dribbling down too."

The girls were agog until Trixy pulled the curtains shut, ushering them away so we could enjoy a loving afterglow as I descended slowly from an intense orgasm. When it was peaceful inside our love cocoon, I kissed Dad deeply, enjoying the final few twitches of his cock, emptying more drops of semen inside me.

The curtain twitched again, and Trixy returned inside, kneeling behind me with her mouth inches from my pussy which was still impaled on my Dad’s cock.

"Hannah, may I clean up, please?”

I stared at Dad, terrified about what the Headmistress wanted to do because we’d just decided not to share our enjoyment with others. A deep conflict seared my heart, stabbing daggers into my brain as a tumult of emotions struck me.

"Dad, what shall I do?"

"It's up to you, Hannah. Would you like to say yes? It's not like me fucking Trixy. This is just a clean-up while we cuddle."

"I would like to say yes."

"Then do it as you wish with my full support, honey."

I craned my neck and stared into Trixy’s eyes. We were becoming more than Headmistress and Head Girl, more like friends. I frowned, thinking about my mother and how I was about to enjoy her lover.

“Can I lick your pussy, Hannah?”

"Yes, of course, headmistress."

Trixy spun around on the floor, nestling backward in between Dad’s legs while removing his cock from my cum drenched hole and replacing it with her mouth. He told me later she also gave his cock a good clean-up after licking my pussy out.

Our headmistress was an expert and sucked hard to extract Dad's warm, fresh semen quickly, avoiding any spillage. She sucked my swollen, fleshy, aching petals between tightly clenched lips, and I gasped noisily, writhing, enjoying how the expert pussy licker plowed her tongue from my sticky anus, through my slit to the throbbing clitoris that she sucked hard until I orgasmed again. 

Once most of my Dad’s seed was swallowed, Trixy licked my swollen labia, kissing and gently sucking between the folds of skin into which her tongue probed carefully.

I orgasmed again and again while kissing my father lovingly with my headmistress’s tongue buried inside my puckered hole, extracting what semen had pooled there.

When Trixy was done, she sucked my clitoris hard, flicking her from side to side, sending me on one final earth-shattering orgasm. She was a fantastic lover, taking this opportunity to prove she was worth a whole night of fun in our bed.

I was still kissing Dad when she crawled away like a cum thief in the night that had enjoyed her treat and now wanted to relax alone and bathe in its lasting flavor. We lingered and kissed in the alcove, cuddling for at least another half an hour until Dad's cock got hard again.

I smiled when his cock rose high, poking me in the pussy.

"Shall we visit the milking parlor, Daddy? We could go for a walk afterward, then watch a movie."

"Yes, please, Hannah. I love that place."

“Me too. It’s so naughty.”


Chapter Nine

Midnight Stroll

◆◆◆

I milked my father’s cock in the parlor with an audience delighted to watch. The fame of being Head Girl surprised me, and I felt uncomfortable at times, especially when a cheer went up as I dipped low and wanked Dad’s cock into my mouth, not wishing to spill his seed down the drain.

After watching the movie Notting Hill from our bed while enjoying more raunchy lovemaking, I fell asleep with a delightfully aching pussy. I half woke when Dad rolled carefully out of our bed, and he whispered something about catching up on his work emails and that I should sleep on, so I did.

Since we'd become a couple, I realized how intense my father’s work was. I frequently caught him awake in the early morning, answering emails or messages, sometimes taking an international call in the living room.

I dozed in and out of a comfortable slumber, eventually waking because my father hadn’t returned. It was past midnight when I rolled to the edge of our bed and saw Dad still working hard, tapping his laptop keyboard. I strolled over, fully naked, and he edged forward for me to sit behind him on the stool.

I slid my hands gently over his shoulders and rubbed Dad's nipples with flat rotating palms, tweaking them occasionally between thumb and index finger until both raised like golfer tees inside his bathrobe.

"I worry about you, Dad. You're putting in too many hours."

"It has to be done, sweetie. The company needs my constant attention, so we'll have to find that general manager I keep mentioning if we’re to have more time together.”

"Have you considered asking Mom to work at the company?"

I stood while Dad swung around so I could kneel between his legs and wrap my arms around his neck. He looked incredulous, and my heart skipped a beat because I wasn't sure if his shock was caused by anger or surprise.

"That's a brilliant idea, Hannah.”

“For a minute, I thought you were upset.

“No… you’re on to something. Cindy could manage the day-to-day, and I can deal with sales calls by video. It solves a huge problem because we can focus on visiting clients between your commitments here and at College."

"Are you saying we'd travel together on business, Dad?”

"Yes, for sure. This is a brilliant idea. Could you discuss it with your Mom?”

“Me?”

“It’s your idea, Hannah.”

“Okay.”

“This places things on a more formal footing, though.”

“Meaning what?”

“Under some circumstances, you should probably start calling me Keith. Dad makes you sound like a kid, and I love it when we’re alone, but for Mom, the office staff, and other family-.”

“Keith it is then, Dad.”

“Can you get Cindy engaged with your idea?”

"Of course. I'll do anything to advance our cause."

As I had so many times when growing up, I climbed into my father’s lap. It was the only desk we had in our apartment and hardly big enough for him. He worked in near darkness to avoid waking me up, using the computer screen to see the keystrokes he made using two-finger typing.

"What are you working on now, Dad?"

"A contract proposal."

"I can touch type that for you. Why don't you dictate? We'll have this done in no time."

I stood up, and Dad slid off the chair onto the floor below me. I took over his workstation, turned on the side lamp, and smiled smugly before staring at him.

"What is it, Hannah?"

"I'm ready and waiting."

"You're looking at me rather than the keyboard."

"I don't need to see the screen or keys. Just speak, and I'll type."

"Okay."

He burst out laughing a few times in the first couple of minutes, finding it difficult to eyeball me while dictating his proposal. We finished twenty minutes later, and Dad was amazed, reading his document back, perfectly spelled and formatted with correct syntax added as I went along.

"That was two thousand words, Hannah."

"I type at around one hundred words per minute, Dad."

"Jesus Christ."

"Shall we go back to bed now?"

"Would you prefer a walk, baby girl? I want to relax my brain first, and the moon looks beautiful tonight."

"Let's go."

"Can you wear your ponytail, please?"

"Of course, as long as you'll fit it for me."

"It's always my pleasure."

While Dad patted my ass, ushering me over the sofa back, he licked a finger to slide some natural lube inside my back passage. When he leaned me forward and prised my ass cheeks wide open, I stared at my engagement ring, enjoying its glint.

Dad kneeled and rimmed me for a minute before fingering my anus, driving his digit deep inside once I was well-lubed. When he fully bent me over the sofa back, I felt deliciously lewd and submissive.

"Do you love dressing my tail, Dad?"

"Yes, sweetheart, it makes me feel bonded.”

"You'll have another bond between us tomorrow after we shop and I buy your engagement ring."

"I want that ring so that I belong to you, Hannah."

"Me too, Dad. It binds us in a way that everyone can see.”

I stretched my legs wide and leaned further over while Dad laid my butt plug and plume over my back. He'd caught a whiff of my arousal and kneeled, licking as much cream from a fully flowing pussy as he could.

"My pussy is still full of your seed, Dad."

"Good."

It's time, Hannah... ask him now.

"Why don't you fuck my back passage before inserting the butt plug and tail."

"Are you sure, baby girl?"

"Yeah, use some pussy juice to lubricate your cock and then pump my asshole full of semen. We'll see what happens when the plug is inserted inside me afterward."

My Dad slid his cock inside my sloppy cunt for the third or fourth time through the night. He pumped my slit a few times, collecting pussy juice and the remnants of semen deposits on his shaft while gripping my ass cheeks.

When his thumbs slid down onto my anal sphincter, and he used them to prise it wide open, I felt delightfully sluttish, even more so when he aimed and spat onto my pink spangled hole.

"Go for it, Dad, fill my naughty back passage with your cum."

"Fuck, Hannah, you know what to say at the perfect moment."

My father pressed an enormous glans hard against my unyieldingly tight anal whorl. I'd trained somewhat for a first cock to defile my rectum by regularly using the butt plug, perhaps a little too often, but this felt different, like something raw and memorable was about to happen.

It felt like his cock bounced gently off my sphincter as he pressed on and off until finally, Dad reached for my hands and pulled me backward while pushing his hips forward. I screamed in pain, knowing the tight pink hole would tear to accommodate Dad's massive cock, but I didn't care, begging for him to fuck my ass while wriggling away to escape it.

"Fucking hell, Dad - that hurts, but feels so fucking good.”

"I agree, baby. You have powerful muscles inside there. My cock is being squashed."

"I can't help it."

"Don't stop. I’m being milked inside your back passage, and it feels wonderful."

"Fuck me hard, Dad, please. I need that hole properly broken in before you cum inside it."

My Dad pressed one flat palm onto the small of my back and wrapped my hair in an untidy ponytail using the other. He pulled me firmly onto his cock, and I ignored the sharp pain because suddenly, inside my rectum, everything exploded with pleasure like a flower opening up, freeing ripples of joy like fireworks.

Dad crammed every millimeter of his thick, solid shaft inside my rectum while I shoved back and gripped the seat covers on our sofa, holding on for grim life. I trembled all over, desperately reaching a hand down my midriff to find and squash my clitoris with an index finger, trying to compliment each stroke of my father’s cock that filled my back passage.

Dad pounded my anus as though he were fucking a pussy, but it felt different, so taboo and naughty that I orgasmed intensely when his cock slid across sensitive nerves inside a hole I would want to have fucked regularly.

"Dad... holy fuck! I love it!”

"Are you okay, Hannah?"

"Damn right. I needed this fucking so badly."

I'd always known there was a naughty little slut deep inside me but never believed my father would be the one to drag out and fuck her stupid.

My father rammed his cock deep inside my back passage, groaning loudly and with such salaciousness its passion resonated through me. Soft tissue walls inside me stretched wide and almost sucked up like a sponge, absorbing his seed when he dumped it deep inside me. I squeezed back repeatedly, milking my father’s gorgeous cock with my rectum walls and muscles until every drop of his semen was somewhere inside me.

As my back passage was repeatedly filled by my father’s twitching, glorious cock in his last throes of orgasm, my eyes bulged; I snorted wildly, panting in passion while lifted to a place where I became my perfect version. I felt defiled, submissive, and as though I was giving my beloved fiance everything I could.

When my father slid his cock out, he quickly inserted my butt plug, but the cream inside me conspired to loosen it before we made it to a standing position. I tightened my well fucked, aching hole, but Dad’s seed still leaked down my thighs, creating a sticky mess.

I grinned awkwardly, squirming and crossing my legs, but no amount of my effort could close my anus around the butt plug to create a perfect seal.

"Shall we go for a walk without my butt plug, Dad?"

"Will you be okay, Hannah?"

"Yeah... I'll clench my asshole tightly but bring some wipes in case our mess dribbles past my knees.”

"Don't worry about that. I'll have my tongue ready."

"There's sure to be a little blood, Dad. Your cock spread me wide open, and I felt tearing. It’s painful, but I loved it.”

"Shall I take a look?"

"Yes, please, if you don't mind."

Dad flipped me back over the sofa where I'd spent a great deal of time being fucked, licked, or spanked. This time, his fingers clawed gently between my ass cheeks before he opened me wide to inspect a well-fucked hole.

"There's some blood on the outside, and my cum is a little pink, but otherwise, you look fine and still quite tight. When we get home from our walk, I'll apply some cream, and we'll leave the ponytail in its box for a couple of days until you completely heal."

"Okay, Dad, thanks very much."

What happened next took my breath away. Dad used his thumbs to splay wide open my well fucked asshole. I felt some leakage oozing but dared not move, praying he'd have the courage to do what I couldn't ask.

When Dad's tongue slid over my pulverized anal whorl, I couldn't believe my luck. I wriggled, helping him get access, reaching back with both hands, using my fingers to claw my ass cheeks wider apart while he lovingly rimmed my very sore asshole and back passage.

Dad paused, and I turned to see him swallowing, screwing my face into a contorted, tawdry mess as another tiny orgasm exploded inside my womb, sending flutters of pleasure rippling throughout my body.

Dad rimmed my back passage inside and out, paying attention to licking the inside walls of a very sore cunt. When he was done licking my aching hole, a wet wipe cleaned the site of my shame while my lover went quickly to our bathroom, where he swilled with mouthwash before we went for a walk.

It was a full moonlit night, with a massive blanket of stars in a place with hardly any light pollution. I kicked off my shoes and strolled through the hockey pitch grass, hand in hand with the man I would love forever.

"Will you ever get bored with me, Dad?"

"Never. It's more likely that you might, though."

"I doubt that."

"Why do you think that Hannah?"

I stopped and turned to face my father, holding both of his hands in mine while gazing at him.

"I'm eighteen, and you can satisfy me in every sense now. It'll be easier when I calm down a bit."

"I'll love you forever, Hannah, even after every one of these stars has blinked out of existence."


Chapter Ten

Sexy Playtime

◆◆◆

The next day wasn't busy for us, so Trixy assigned me to teach newbie girls how to suck their step-fathers cocks. It was my first official duty as Fanbury's Head Girl, an apt title given the subject I would teach.

I felt nervous about coaching others, especially on sexual techniques I’d only recently learned myself, so I practiced on my Dad’s cock first thing, putting his morning wood to good use.

The initial pre-cum clean-up stage is my favorite part of a blowjob, especially that shivering, submissive blast I get when Dad first cups his hand around the back of my head, guiding my lips up and down his veiny shaft.

He moaned as I sucked hard just before cramming his cock head down my throat. When I resurfaced six strokes later gasping, my father looked in awe.

"I love the way you flick my tiny eye with your tongue while sucking hard on the whole glans at the same time. You should stress the importance of that at today's lecture."

"I love the taste of your pre-cum, and that's the best way to get more. I hope these girls feel the same about their Dad, too."

"Are they all first-timers at sucking Dad’s cock?"

"They claim to be, but you can never be certain."

I held a finger up to Dad’s lips because continuous chatting while sucking his cock, although nice, consumes a great deal of time, and I'd promised a friend we'd meet at the milking parlor to offer her moral support for the first time she wanked off her father.

My inbox was inundated by fellow female students asking for hints, tips, in-person observation-based advice, or to chat about their relationship progress. I could quickly deal with most by text, sending couples to the milking parlor, woods, queening, or spanking rooms.

Trixy insisted I refer all girls wanting to fuck their step-fathers for the first time to her. She told me to look for the My Little Pony motif on the school’s messaging app beside their name. Only faculty could see icons, and the pony meant a girl hadn't yet fucked her Dad.

I gripped my father’s cock in a tight fist and wanked him gently while sucking him off. He moaned and rifled his fingers through my hair, gripping hard when I deep-throated him. I'd perfected my technique of rubbing his perineum with a single index finger to activate the prostate gland.

It felt dishonest to milk my father’s seed so effectively and clinically, but the orgasm he enjoyed while filling my mouth with salty cream was pure ecstasy for both of us.

As we lay in each others' loving embrace, kissing and sharing the baby-making seed I'd extracted, Keith seemed a little guarded.

"Are you okay, Keith?”

“That’s a first.”

“You mentioned I should start using your first name - are you okay?” 

"I'm fine.”

"I can feel your tension. What's up?"

"You're getting close to fucking Trixy full on, and with these classes being piled onto you, I feel it's only a matter of time before, umm...-"

"Before what, Dad?"

"Before you'll fuck other people."

"You can't be serious?"

"I am baby. You're off to the milking parlor now, and if that girl can't wank her Dad off or needs more of a demonstration, how will you do it? If you teach girls how to lick pussy while the stepdad fucks his daughter, how will we demonstrate that?"

I stood up and paced to the window overlooking beautiful woodland and sports fields. When I turned around to face Dad, I was resolved to the only solution I could conceive and shrugged my shoulders in resignation.

"We'll quit this whole thing then. Fanbury Hall is nice and all, but it's not worth risking our love, and honestly, I don't want to rush into anything. Do you?"

"Not really. Well, I don’t know, Hannah - it’s complicated.”

"What do you mean not really? Where are you going with this, Dad?"

I saw an indecipherable dilemma flicker in his expression and worried we weren't on the same page. My heart rate quickened, and I felt like the veins in my head might explode. Ten thousand problems landed on my shoulders as I catastrophized worst-case scenarios.

We were evolving sexually and at a breakneck pace. Dad was right to be concerned because I thought of him and I fucking others. Trixy might be a catalyst, but I wasn’t sure how to deal with that.

“Dad?”

“I had a few ideas to discuss, but I am still mulling them.”

“Please share.”

“I’ve not fully thought them through.”

“I need to know what’s on your mind, Dad, please.”

"Well, I kinda wanted us to share Trixy, but only because she's got such an exciting personality. Then, I got to thinking, what if we meet other people we like?”

I breathed a huge sigh of relief because what my father wanted was far from the worst I had imagined. Amid utter confusion, I held back a flood of powerful emotions and thoughts before responding.

When I spoke confidently, Dad looked surprised.

"Okay. I want that too, but our relationship definitely can’t become cuckolding, Dad."

"I'd rather it didn't either, Hannah. Sharing a fuck-buddy when we're doing it together feels okay, but cuckolding isn't my kink."

I grinned and pointed to the shower, determined to capture our enthusiasm and move forward.

"Let's visit Trixy after we shower and get our first event out of the way."

"Okay, but only if you're sure."

Dad's refractory period was excellent, so I knew that within half an hour after I sucked his cock, he’d be able to fuck Trixy with no problems. Before joining him in the shower, I had a brainwave and messaged the headmistress.

Can we three fuck as previously agreed, please?

Yes, of course. I'd love to. Where and when?

As soon as possible and wherever you'd like.

How about your apartment?

Perfect. Is one hour okay?

See you soon, Hannah.

I stepped into the shower, having sent my friend Tiffany a message explaining something came up and she'd have to wank her Dad off alone. I sent her a link to the college website tutorials on the subject and reminded her there were signs displayed prominently in the wanking parlor giving essential tips.

Wank the base firmly in one hand and gently massage your Dad’s balls with the other.

My father was far more important than someone else’s. I sidled close and kissed him lovingly.

“Trixy will be here in an hour."

"Oh, you invited her already? I take it she's enthusiastic about the playdate."

"Yes, very. We can't let her down again, though."

"We won't."

I felt peculiar about sharing our bed with another woman or, in the future, guys yet to be determined. I knew Dad had the same conflict in his mind because I found him more accessible to read since we had become soulmates. I didn't believe him when he claimed not to want more fun with others, but now wasn't the time to broach such a delicate matter.

My hormones were engaged in the noble quest of fucking my way through college.

When Trixy knocked on our apartment door, Dad got up from our bed and went to answer, completely naked, leaving me in the same state. Our school headmistress wore a sheer, silken negligee, discarding it at the bedroom door, stepping out of a puddle of ruffled pink fabric on the floor as though emerging from a portal.

I noticed Trixy’s beautifully waxed camel’s toe-shaped, swollen, glistening pussy and her stunning figure chiseled out in the school gym. My heart sped like a racing car engine, powering a libido that was desperate to quench my lesbian desires.

Trixy smiled and swung on a bedpost, making sure we got an excellent eyeful. 

"What shall it be, you folks?"

She glanced from me to Keith, and I realized that I had no clue how to fuck two people the age of my parents. I pursed my lips, smiled, and giggled at our slight awkwardness.

"Dad?"

“Would you mind if I watched you both make love for a while before joining in, Hannah?"

Oh fuck, please don't be a cuckold, Dad.

I was surprised, but Trixy wasn’t, and by the time Keith sat down in a leather wing-back chair, it was too late anyway because my full-blown lesbian inauguration was crawling up the bed like a starving tigress stalking a live goat.

She nestled her naked body gently into my arms, bearing most of her light frame on two flattened palms placed on either side of my head with a knee planted between my legs. Trixy's knee massaged my pussy gently while I reached down, circling a finger around her nipple, tweaking it gently, and enjoying how hard it became.

Her loving, highly sexualized stare got me as I saw a softness in her expression that was very different from my father’s

When she kissed me, Trixy’s hot lips sizzled inside my head before they brushed against mine. She'd used strawberry gloss recently, and that explosion of flavor inside my mouth complimented the shower of sparks sending waves of pleasure through my brain.

I glanced at my Dad and saw his cock was solid and that he wanked it slowly. Trixy noticed me watching him.

"Are you worried about your father?”

"A little."

"Let him enjoy our show. He wants this as much as you do."

"You mean he likes to watch me?"

"Of course. You'll realize what that means soon enough. There's no need to rush."

"Do you think I'm a hotwife?"

“Technically, you are being a hotwife right now. Keith is spectating by choice rather than because either of us requested that."

"Is he a cuckold then, Trixy?"

"Don't over-think kinks because it'll do you no good, Hannah. Perhaps your fiancee just likes to watch two girls fucking from time to time. Many men enjoy watching a live girl-on-girl session.

Trixy kissed me again, unleashing an all-consuming hurricane of emotions as she lashed my tongue while edging my body into a state of utter ecstasy. Shivering and whimpering, I wrapped my legs around her waist and felt the sticky moistness of my hairless pussy rub Trixy's washing board stomach. I gripped her ass cheeks and prised them wide open, praying Dad would come and fuck her while I provided access for his cock.

I don't want you to be my cuckold, Dad.

"Oh, Hannah... oh my. You lucky girl."

Trixy’s eyes lit up, and I breathed a sigh of relief when Dad’s weight bore down. He knelt behind my lover, mounting her and going balls deep with a solid cock in a single long stroke. His hands gripped my ankles, which were crossed over around her back, and he used me as a lever to fill our headmistress with his enormous cock.

I stared into our lover’s face, enjoying watching her changing expressions as my father filled her pussy with cock. I felt no jealousy, only joy in that naked union of passion and tawdry zeal, one for all and all for one.

"Your pupils just dilated, Trixy."

"You and your Dad are my perfect lovers."

"Do you like Keith’s cock inside you?”

"Fuck yeah. It’s so long and thick. Cindy said I should try Keith, but I never imagined you'd allow it."

"Is my Dad’s cock stretching your pussy walls?"

“He feels incredible inside me, honey."

I peered around my lover, eyeballed Dad, and winked. It amazed me how naturally this came, how unfazed I was by sharing, and another boundary vanished. I felt enthused and wanted to encourage my lovers to fuck.

“Ride Trixy hard for me, Dad, please."

I saw him take a pill after we showered, knowing full well he wanted to make this session last. When Dad gripped her waist and hauled Trixy's pussy onto his shaft, I cleared long hair strands from her face, rolling one of my elastic bands off a wrist before tying a ponytail.

I nodded approvingly, passing the hair grip to Keith.

"That's better. My Dad can use your hair as a grip to help him fuck you, and I don't have anything in the way for kisses."

"You've excelled at Fanbury Hall, Hannah. I feel so proud."

Dad bottomed his cock balls deep inside her on every stroke while I enjoyed the expression of shock and joy his pounding painted on my lover's face. When I kissed her, Trixy whimpered like a newborn kitten, almost submissively, feeling soft and gentle as I caressed her. My lips seared in a loving, endless bond with hers, releasing waves of pleasure throughout my body until our tongues exploded in a final supernova of love.

What is love?

Can it be more than one thing? Can it be many people with varying intensity?

I reached down, tickling my fingers across her stomach until I encircled Dad's cock while he fucked her. My fingers prevented Trixy from getting all of Keith's cock, and her eyes begged me to stop interfering.

My fingers found her clitoris quickly, and I picked up plenty of cream from Dad's cock to gently drag it from side to side, causing my lover to gasp and frown. Trixy's eyes blanked into a thousand-mile stare, and her nostrils flared like a fire-breathing dragon as I wanked and Dad fucked her. Her mouth twisted into a lewd smile, and her facial expression shimmered somewhere between joy, love, and pleasure.

“This is so fucking good, Hannah.”

"You are going to cum, lady. I can see it through the sparkles exploding in your eyes."

"Possibly... oh god, yes, fucking yes, I am - I will.”

I squeezed Trixy’s swollen, sticky nub between an index finger and thumb, enjoying the almost rhythmic contortion of her face while Dad hammered her pussy, groaning and grunting as though he were using her. When I glanced at him, it was a delightful surprise to see his eyes never averted from mine.

I smiled and felt Trixy’s clitoris vibrate as her climax tipped past the point of no return.

"She's cumming, Dad. Fuck her harder. I want to see Trixy's face explode joyfully and hear her scream until the ceiling cracks.”

I loved watching my Dad fuck another woman far more than I'd expected to. I stared into her eyes, nodding enthusiastically, understanding what she meant about not branding our kinks or getting hung up by them.

"He's doing great, right?"

"Yes... and you are too, Hannah.”

I was wanking off the headmistress like a teenage girl discovering masturbation, alternating my finger between a side-to-side motion and my new around-the-world with a flick at the end move. Trixy loved it, ascending and arching her back so powerfully I was forced to release my legs wrapped tightly around her.

"Cum inside her Dad."

"Are you sure, Hannah?"

Trixy stared desperately at me with a bratty smile to make any Fanbury Girl proud. She nodded, pulling gently on her bottom lip.

“Do you allow men to seed you, Trixy?”

"Please tell him to cum inside.”

"Aww... does miss want my daddy's baby making cream inside her?"

"Please! Please! Please, Hannah!”

"Oh yes, Dad, please fill her up. She's fucking desperate, and her expression looks so submissive right now.”

Gripping her ass cheeks more tightly and driving his hips like pistons, my Dad intensified his railing of Trixy's pussy hole as I watched her orgasm erupt like a volcano. Her writhing, wriggling, and shuddering coursed through my body where we had skin contact. I felt so proud when her cheeks puffed and flushed bright red while her breathing became labored and every muscle in her body tensed.

Trixy screamed at the ceiling, her eyes lost in a thousand pleasures while her body ascended.

In the moment Trixy orgasmed, I kissed her gently, offering a tantalizing breeze through an open window on a hot, sultry night - she took it and more. We merged, two women into one, as she shuddered uncontrollably in my arms.

Trixy gazed at me in wonder, appearing as though she were in love, but don't we all at that moment someone makes us cum? Our lover looked magnificent when my Dad decanted his seed inside her, banging and squelching his way to a massive orgasm. He still stared at me while emptying his baby-making seed inside Trixy, and I knew then that this wasn't our last threesome.

Dad leaned heavily onto Trixy while I kissed her. The orgasm that was so explosive for both of them faded slowly, and I felt twitching muscles diminished to a relaxed state when she was done and my father had filled her hole with fresh cream. I held her face in between my palms.

"We have one problem, Trixy."

"Oh... what's that, Hannah?"

"The seed marinating inside your pussy belongs to me."

"Oh, my Hannah… would you really take it back, you naughty lovely girl?"

"Fucking try stopping me."

I crawled around like a spider, first getting out from underneath Trixy before wriggling into a 69 position while she was still impaled on Dad's cock. Looking at his bloated urethra still twitching along a cock buried deep inside my lover was incredibly sensual.

"I want to clean both of you. Let Trixy dribble your cum onto my tongue first, Dad, then dip your cock inside my mouth."

"Are you sure, honey?"

"Fucking positive."

When my Dad slid his semi-hard cock out of Trixy's hole, the gaping pink tunnel he drilled looked awesome, pulsing, glistening with their cream. I opened my mouth wide, encircling her pussy entrance, tonguing deep inside while Dad's cum sluiced out like she was a creamy broken faucet.

While eating the hole my father had fucked, I delighted in his cock, glistening white and translucent from their cream combo.

After devouring their creampie, I tilted back my head enough for Dad to slide his cock inside my mouth while I gripped his ass cheeks, pulling him in until choking with his cock crammed down my throat.

After a mouth vacuum popping sound when releasing his shaft, I took a quick peek and was satisfied I'd cleaned my father.

Trixy licked my pussy with such an accomplished tongue I wondered how many girls she gave private tutelage to. I was already riding a cloud of trembling hedonism, licking, sucking, and swallowing a sweet and salty blessing when she fingered my swollen pussy lips apart and plowed her tongue up and down my creamy slit.

When I orgasmed noisily, Dad kneeled beside the bed, kissing my forehead. I pointed at Trixy's anal whorl and was thrilled when he earnestly rimmed her while I cleaned his cum from her cunt. We were dining together in the holes of a sexual goddess.

I came hard in Trixy's mouth when Dad prised open her tiny pink anal sphincter poking his tongue deep while she flinched and moaned lasciviously. I could swear his tongue rubbed against mine as we licked both of the headmistress's fuck holes. I couldn't control my orgasm and felt my ass get soaked while she tried in vain to swallow my explosive ejaculation.

When Dad finished rimming Trixy, I saw his cock was hard again, so I rolled my lover away.

"Please fuck me while Trixy mounts my face."

Trixy sat on my mouth like a queen straddling her throne, grinding her clitoris onto my chin while gripping both ankles, holding me wide open for my Dad to fuck my desperate hole. As his cock slid deep inside my cunt, Trixy splayed both her knees outwards, feeding me plenty of swollen, tasty pussy lips to chew on.

Keith fucked me with utter desperation, and I guessed I was lucky he was so virile, although I'd have to wait a few hours for a full semen load.

When Dad had fully serviced his two vixens, Trixy and I rolled back into a 69, where dinner for two was served. Making love to Fanbury Hall’s headmistress felt intense, with no compromise to my love for Keith. I knew our sexual beings would evolve further over time, and I was convinced that would be for the better.

When Trixy and I were exhausted, we rolled apart, panting and giggling. Dad slid in between us, which felt so wholesome, loving, and an excellent way to end. Trixy popped her head up and stared at me.

"Was that educational for you both?"

"Yes, Trixy, I learned a lot."

"Why not tell your Dad what you're thinking?"

"Okay."

I held my breath a little, relaxed, and eased myself on top, straddling my father so he could read my eyes and expression.

"I think threesomes are good for us but not cuckolding, Dad."

"You mean so long as we play together, it's okay?"

"Yes. I'll never cheat or take a lover unless you're fucking them too."

"Does that rule apply to girls and guys?"

"I'll let you decide about whether I fuck other guy's Dad. I want to enjoy more than one cock at a time, but it’s a red line for me if you don’t join in.”

"I never thought I'd see the day when I'd look forward to spit-roasting my daughter."


Chapter Eleven

Gloryhole Antics

◆◆◆

After Trixy left our bed, Dad and I cuddled for a while. I didn’t mention the fact he agreed that I could be fucked by other men - it seemed like a conversation that should be had after our emotions settled. The heat of a highly sexual moment was a problem for me because I often felt like I would do things then that later I perhaps would not.

Teaching girls how to suck their father’s cocks a couple of hours later was a fun moment. I took Dad and demonstrated with him sitting on the teacher’s desk while I kneeled and emptied his semen down my throat.

The girls took on my challenge, which committed to early release from the lesson if they got their father off and swallowed every drop. Everyone got an A, and I left the classroom hand in hand with my Dad, feeling proud.

In the corridor, my father looked at me. I knew exactly what he was thinking.

“We should see Mom.”

“Yes, honey, we should.”

I reached for my phone, but as luck would have it, my mother rounded a corner, laughing and talking to other pupils. Her Fanbury Hall uniform was immaculate, and a neatly combed plume draped below her short skirt.

When Mom saw me, she came over.

“Hi Hannah… Keith. I hear everything is going well.”

“We need to talk, Mom - find some closure for everyone."

"I agree, Hannah, but with so many boundaries already crossed now, how do we achieve that? We'll still be mother and daughter no matter what happens. I'll always love you, but you have my husband and a career here - there seems to be only one option for me - leaving.”

“We are still family, Mom.”

“I wish that were true, honey, but I am out in the cold.”

"I feel the same way, Mom. Our transition in Dad leaving you and coupling with me has worked out great, but he and you need a final event to move on from being an estranged couple to creating a lasting friendship."

Mom was more thoughtful than I'd ever known her to be and was choosing her words carefully. She'd made it clear her romantic feelings for estranged husband Keith had dissolved entirely, but there was no mistaking the awkwardness between them every time we met.

"It's not a problem if you call me Cindy, by the way, Hannah. We're in a unique situation. I agree that things between Keith and I are delicate. The last event in our marriage was my infidelity with Steve."

"Where does that leave you, Mom?"

"I'd like to straighten out any ill feeling if possible."

"What if that means fucking him one final time?"

"Would you be there?"

"I'd be involved."

"I'd like that, but only if it brings us all back together, minus two wedding rings. A mother/daughter fucking one guy can be tricky, though.”

“We must try to bond. It's important to remember our kids will be your grandchildren and the offspring of your ex-husband."

"That's what I mean, Hannah. It's a unique situation. Most people would paint us as crazy."

“Can we walk together, Mom?”

“Of course.”

I kissed my Dad goodbye. He would be glad to have free time to catch up on work-related matters. This conversation was for me and my mother.

We contemplated our messed up situation while strolling through the school estate woodland on an early summer afternoon. The grounds settled my nerves most often when I needed tranquility, especially when my fiancee accompanied me. Dad was my rock, and the gap in our age had become the glue I needed to explore my life with the man I loved. With him gone, I felt less secure.

Mom seemed to be a changed woman, a better version of herself, having had a few days at Fanbury Hall. I was keen to ensure she wasn't upset about my father and me progressing towards marriage. There was also a sensitivity around Dad and I having fucked her casual lover, Trixy, hours earlier. As we walked, an unease developed, and I glanced at Mom, unsure how to break the impasse.

"You should just come right out and ask me, Hannah."

"What about?"

“You, Keith, and Trixy. I know - she told me.”

“Okay… that’s good.”

"You and Keith fucking Trixy is fine so far as I'm concerned. She has more lovers than you'd imagine, and I have a couple of new ones, too."

"Oh, really?”

"I've been spending time with Annabelle, your form tutor. To be more accurate, she's been spending plenty of time with her head between my legs, doing fantastic work with her tongue. I'm also using the school charity glory hole frequently, helping make some money for the local kid's hospital by sucking a few stranger's cocks each day."

"Fucking hell, mom. You're quite the slutty mother these days. I'm impressed with how well you're coping."

"It's all in a good cause, honey. You should try making a few bucks for Fanbury Hall charities if Keith allows you."

"Maybe."

"I'm sure he will, sweetie."

She was pressing the matter because Cindy knew my Dad inside out. I fell silent, not wishing to reveal recent tawdry developments between him and me, but Mom saw through my disquiet.

"He'll allow you plenty of freedom to explore sexuality, Hannah. My mistake was not asking for permission and being honest with him before fucking Steve. Your Dad was never stuffy or overly possessive and always very loving until he wasn't."

"When did he fall out of love with you, Mom?"

"A long time ago. It was when you caught his eye, but he never took advantage of your crush on him."

"Are you saying this affair you had wasn't the beginning?"

"It was probably the final straw. I lost Keith a long time ago."

"You also had an affair, though. You fucking Steve wasn't a hook-up by way of being a hotwife."

"That's also true. What I mea-."

"Let's not discuss it today, Mom. I figure we should make a date soon for both of us to fuck my father together. So long as there's no sexual contact between us, we can share him one last time if it helps both of you move on."

"I'd like that too, baby. Our divorce will be final soon, and I'm happy it's been amicable."

"Keith is pleased about that, too. It will be good for everyone to move on properly."

Mom went quiet and stared at the ground. I knew something troubled her and waited until she vented her anguish. I felt disjointed, having discovered Dad fell in love with me sometime earlier than I'd reckoned. I had believed my crush on him was unrequited.

"Hannah... will I be invited to the wedding?"

I turned sharply towards her, noticing tears welling in her eyes. I felt surprised at Mom's question and considered why she'd asked.

"Have I given the impression you wouldn't be welcome, Mom? If so, I'm sorry."

"Not at all. I feel awkward about how we move forward."

"Of course, you'll be invited to our wedding, although, for obvious reasons, we might keep it reasonably small. Once we leave Fanbury Hall, Dad and I expect things to get nasty.

I hugged my mom tightly, feeling her tremble slightly. We hadn't been the closest mother and daughter, but I loved her dearly. I wasn't sure how else to comfort Cindy, feeling it was best to discuss the matter with my fiance before delving deeper into complex emotions.

She leaned back and disengaged from our hug, wiping tears about to fall while pointing along a different path to the one I'd take back to my apartment.

"I'm leaving you here, Hannah. One of the newbie girls asked for help at the milking parlor wanking her Dad off. He's got quite a big cock. Not so impressive as Keith’s, but I haven't handled one in some time, so I'm looking forward to it."

"We'll fix that problem soon, Mom. Dad will fuck your pussy while his tongue is buried deep inside mine."

Fuck! I can't believe I just said that.

Honesty is the best policy.

I left Cindy at the track junction and headed back towards the school, looking forward to attending to my Dad in the afternoon pause before dinner.

Keith lay naked in bed, precisely as I'd asked before leaving. While smiling suggestively, I slipped out my anal butt plug ponytail, easing down a cream-laden pair of damp panties before crawling up the bed into his arms.

"I need your cock inside me, Daddy."

"Always ready, willing, and able to provide that sweetheart. I missed you. How was your walk? How's Cindy?"

"Mom says she's open to fucking us on any day you'd prefer. She also has no issues with us having fucked Trixy."

"Where is she now?"

"Helping a pupil wank her stepdad off at the parlor."

"It sounds like my ex-wife is moving on."

"I think she needs forgiveness about the affair with Steve.”

"It's ancient history, baby, but if you and I fucking her makes Cindy feel better, I'm all for it."

I straddled Dad's midriff, planting my already heavily creamed, pouting slit on the back of his flattened shaft, soaking it with lube by gently sliding along the length. He smiled, and I saw a familiar desire burning in his eyes as his cock prepared to be milked by my cunt.

“I have  something to ask, Dad.”

“Go ahead.”

“It relates to our earlier conversation about me enjoying other guys.”

“Oh my… this sounds like fun - what do you have in mind?”

"Can we try the glory hole later?"

It was on my mind, so I nervously blurted out my tacky wish.

"Oh... umm."

"Sorry... we don't have to do it. It's quite alright for you to say no."

"No. No... I'd love to join you there and watch how well you suck cock. We partly discussed this, and I think the school glory hole is a great way to continue our sexual adventure together."

"I thought you were a bit hesitant. Are you certain?"

"I wasn't expecting you to ask just before taking my cock, is all. Yes, I'm sure I want to watch you suck another guy's cock. Can I ask something for myself, though, please, Hannah?"

"Anything, Dad."

“Since I don’t want to be cuckolded, can I fuck you while you suck cock? I believe the glory hole is constructed to allow for that."

"Fucking damn right you can, Dad. I'm so pleased you asked."

I beamed from ear to ear and felt elated, hitching my ass forwards and rising, gazing at Dad while I gripped his stiff cock at its base before sliding it deep inside my drenched pussy.

Imagining me sucking another guy's gnarly shaft while Keith fucked my pussy went far beyond any reasonable expectations I'd had about my day ahead after fucking Trixy, teaching blowjob 101, and walking with Mom.

I loved Keith with all my heart and felt he entirely reciprocated that in his deep devotion, but it was also clear to me that most young girls, especially sexually charged ones like me, needed some sizzle and fizz in their sex lives so long as that didn't interfere with love.

I rode Dad's cock slowly, enjoying its entire length as I slid my pussy up and down a veiny shaft, grinding my engorged, sticky clitoris into his freshly shaven pubic bone. We both preferred the other to be hair-free, and now blow-jobs were more enjoyable for me as I played kiss the alabaster smooth skin on the downward stroke rather than rasping my lips on wiry pubes when deep-throating.

Dad rolled me over, planted both palms on the mattress, and pounded my sticky pussy with a solid, excellent cock like he was an offshore drilling rig exploring for oil. The slick sound of his cock filling me lifted my soul. Dad's expression grew more intense, contorting and exploding with love as he pounded my hole until we both orgasmed together.

My entire body shuddered, and I squeezed my Dad’s cock hard, crushing it with my well-toned pelvic floor.

"Oh god... yes! Fuck me, Daddy!"

"With pleasure, you naughty fucking schoolgirl."

"I'll be naughty later, Daddy, sucking some guy's cock real good while you fill me up at the other end."

"He'll have to cum in your mouth, Hannah."

"Will you kiss me afterward, Dad?"

"Fucking right, I will. You should wear your butt plug too."

"I will."

I love my ponytail.

A lascivious expression on Dad's face matched the sleazy emotions surging through me. Our mutual sexual adventure was picking up pace, but so long as love prevailed foremost, I felt no boundaries should constrain us.

I captured the image of my Dad's cum face for posterity, loving the extreme contortion of rapture in his strained expression when his cock jerked, twitched, and his seed emptied inside me. I squeezed powerful muscles, clenching warm, tight pussy walls around my beloved's cock, milking him until I was full and he was empty.

Once Dad filled me with semen, I dismounted his softening cock and skipped to the shower with him, following a couple of minutes later. As I stood under a powerful, steamy monsoon, watching his baby-making seed dribble down my legs before sluicing into a drain, glowing happiness enveloped me from knowing that one day, Dad's seed would impregnate me.

I had a spanking lesson to teach before dinner, but it was theory, so Dad stayed in our apartment checking emails and taking care of his company business while I got every stepdad to point out their daughter's sweet spot with a finger passing across from one thigh and cheek crease to the other.

I smiled at my pupils, immensely enjoying my second teaching experience.

"You can spank the girl, or she may thrash her stepdad, wherever you like, but the best target area is a gorgeous crack between the thighs and ass cheek. You can thrash that space pretty hard with a paddle or flogger, ascending in stroke weighting as the tissues warm up."

"What about a riding crop, Hannah?"

"Fucking harsh if you ask me and not something for the faint-hearted. Use lots of vitamin E oil and aloe vera creams if you want to try, and go easy if the skin breaks. Remember, aftercare is more important than the spanking."

“Do you spank your father?”

“I’m not discussing that. Let me leave you with this - if the person giving the spanking is enjoying the moment more than the receiver - you are doing it wrong.”

I finished the class by giving them a half-hour free practice session, using my riding crop to pinpoint where couples missed the target or might improve their accuracy. When finished, every girl had a bright red, well-scalped ass, and my panties were soaked through, even though I'd worn a liner in the gusset.

The thought of having my first threesome in a glory hole with Dad riding my cunt caused excess shivering through my body, culminating in an intense throbbing sensation deep inside my pussy.

I ran back to the apartment, changed my panties, and sat on Dad's lap, needing attention without caring about obscuring his view of the computer.

"I need your cock a whole lot right now, Dad."

"Let's get to the glory hole, then, sweet daughter."

"Are you certain about doing this?"

"Fucking damn right. I figure to ride your pussy slowly, hoping maybe two cocks can enjoy fucking your mouth while I watch."

"Jesus, Keith, you're getting into this."

"Let's go, baby. We're wasting time."

We trotted excitedly to the far end of Fanbury Hall. It was a barely used wing nearest a main road with a massive forest beyond. An old classroom had been adapted to allow couples to enter from inside the school side, while strangers parking outside the grounds could use a service entrance accessible to them to have their cocks sucked.

A heavy wood partition wall split the classroom, separating two protagonists for what was reputed to be the finest glory hole in our area.

The idea came about as a means for the school to give back to our local community. Many will find that an odd gesture of goodwill, but let's face it, a cash donation to charity in exchange for an expert blowjob must be a lot easier than hanging around in the rain at a supermarket, shaking a plastic coin collection box while mostly being ignored.

When we entered, the glory-hole room was empty and sounded hollow. I noticed it had been recently cleaned, and our contractors had signed a register only half an hour prior. The room was curtained to separate a changing area from where the action occurred, ensuring privacy if anyone mistakenly walked in.

At the business end, a comfortable-looking, cushioned, height-adjustable bed sat close to a hole in the wall. My heart pounded like a frightened deer as I got closer to the moment my second-ever cock would part my lips.

Dad pointed to the bed.

"You can sit down or get on all fours, Hannah. If I'm to fuck your pussy while you suck cock, I expect you'll be most comfortable in doggy style."

"I have a better idea, Dad."

I lay on my back, wriggling on the bed until my head reached below the glory hole.

"Pull this bed back from the wall far enough for my head to tilt between its edge and the hole, please, Dad."

"Okay, but where are you going with this?"

"Just do it, please, and I'll show you."

Keith moved the bed away from its wall, and I slipped my head off its back edge. He got the idea immediately and used a height adjust wheel to raise me until my lips were level with the fuck hole.

When I cricked my neck back, a donator could easily slide his cock through the hole and fuck my mouth.

"You can straddle the bed and fuck my pussy while our stranger enjoys the mouth end, and you'll have a perfect view of the whole thing."

"I can play with your nipples, too."

“Eye contact is essential, Dad. I'd also like us to hold hands while I'm being spit-roasted."

"Of course, baby girl."

We were both shocked by our situation, which seemed a natural, exciting evolution. We giggled, suddenly silenced when the glory hole opened from the other side. Dad clamped one hand over our mouths, stifling any chance we might trivialize our performance.

"Is fifty bucks okay, miss?"

"Perfect, thank you, Sir."

"Is cum in mouth allowed, please?"

"Just try to stop me."

The guy, who had a gentle tone and sounded like he was in his forties, passed through a crisp note Dad took as payment. It was a sleazy moment, and we enjoyed it, especially when my father slotted the payment for my services into a secure charity box.

Dad was still undressing when a nice-sized solid cock slid through the glory hole, ready for my delectation.

I sniffed his wrinkly foreskin tip and smelled a hint of lemon, glad he'd used the anti-bacterial cleaning wipes on the other side. Even after a good clean, my fuck buddy’s foreskin was still loaded with delicious-smelling, musky pre-cum, forming a teardrop-shaped drip that seemed about to fall until I caught it on my tongue.

A familiar and exciting, salty burn spread rapidly through my mouth, flicking the pussy on-switch.

I felt delightfully slutty while grinning salaciously at my Dad, who returned the same look as I felt inside, all sleazy and decadent. My heart rate elevated, and I felt an ascendancy to another level of our sexual beings was underway.

"Excuse me, miss."

"Yes, can I help you?"

"Will Dad be fucking your pussy while you suck my cock?"

“Yes, he will fuck me and cum inside too."

“I can't wait for this playtime. It's a birthday present from my wife that she told me about months ago."

"Is she with you now?"

"Yeah. She's watching my fun on this side, so please make it a good one."

"I promise you'll leave here satisfied and drained of every drop of semen.”

The fact that his wife was watching her husband being sucked off by a barely legal blowjob slut gripped my ovaries and womb, tickling them with a feather-like pre-orgasmic flutter deep inside me. As Dad smiled, mounting the bed before lifting my legs high by gripping both ankles, my stranger slid his cock inside my mouth.

I felt like a fantasy and as though I was floating off to a new, gentle, serene place when Dad fucked my hole balls deep with his enormous cock while the stranger's delicious salty pre-cum slathered around my mouth. I saw a hand on the other side of the hole, instantly knowing the man's wife had peeled her husband's foreskin for me and was slowly wanking him off into my mouth.

She must have needed to explain.

"I don't swallow cum. It makes me choke."

"Don't worry. I can handle all of your husband’s load. Just keep wanking him into my mouth, and we'll do this together."

Fuck me, I need therapy!

While he fucked my mouth, I closed both eyes, searching deep in my soul for any sign that I should stop. Finding no human or spiritual objections, I relaxed and sucked hard on a delicious, delightful cock as the man moaned like a pleasured beast while slapping his palms against the other side of our partition wall.

Dad reamed my cunt hole with extra vim and vigor, and I felt his cock was much harder than usual. If this was a sign of having more than one guy fuck my holes at the same time, I needed a session on the altar soon. 

When a hand gently caressed my face while it was being fucked, my eyes opened, and I almost shit a brick.

“Trixy? How the fuck?”

"Don't fret, Hannah. Your mom and I are doing a cursory inspection around campus, and we saw your tag on the door. I hope you don't mind my using a skeleton key to come in and watch our Head Girl perform. Cindy is finger-banging and milking your dad's prostate for you. Isn't that nice of her?"

I glanced down and saw a highly pleasured expression on Dad’s face while Cindy, barely visible from behind him, glanced over a shoulder, grinning at me.

Yeah... I guess.

Fucking hell.

Oh well, there’s no point stopping now.

I couldn't respond in words but contorted my face in tawdry delight. Both cocks fucked me hard when Trixy began kneading my breasts, leaning in to lick and suck my solid nipples until she lifted me to the point where pleasure and pain brought colossal satisfaction.

I orgasmed softly at first, then more urgently as the image of my father being finger-banged by Mom while he fucked my hole formed vividly in my head. Also, my blowjob lover was thrusting harder, banging the wall while fucking my mouth with a solid cock seeping sticky precum that burned my lips, tongue, and tonsils.

I mentally shrugged away that lewd picture of Mom fingering Dad to avoid cumming too hard and fast, replacing it with an image of a stranger on the other side of the wall who was being wanked off into my mouth by a cuckquean wife.

Fuck, I never imagined this might happen.

Have we gone too far?

No, nothing is compelling me to stop. Not even the love of my life.

Dad screamed in rapturous joy, pounding my cunt hard with his creamy, stiff cock. He was entirely out of control, with the back of my thighs resting against his chest and calves across his shoulders while his hands gripped my ass cheeks, hauling my cunt on and off his creamy shaft.

I comfortably took all of my other lover’s cock deep inside a tight throat while Trixy squeezed my nipples so hard I thought she might tear them off.

I orgasmed uncontrollably and felt squirting soak my ass. Dad's semen flooded deep inside me like a fire hose pumping at maximum power. The flow of my father’s baby-making seed splashing against my cervix was controlled by my mom's finger massaging his prostate, which blew my brain.

My mouth filled with salty ropes of cum as a wife wanking her husband off battered her knuckles against the wall, decanting her husband's seed down my throat.

A hundred Cossacks could have fucked me endlessly at that moment; such was my gone-with-the-wind attitude to sex.

After half a minute of jerking and twitching, the cock in my mouth slid slowly away, and I heard a contented sigh. The man thanked his wife, then me, and it went so quiet on the other side that I thought they must be kissing.

I looked up in surprise and saw my face being straddled by a soaking, creamy slit. Trixy's pussy fell beautifully into my mouth as she mounted me like a bike, facing Dad.

The last thing I saw before being engulfed by sweet, swollen labia was Keith grinning at me while his estranged wife's finger was buried deep inside his rectum.

Another minute of my expert licking and sucking on Trixy's already aroused pussy, yielded three gentle squirts of her unicorn pee that tasted wonderful combined with the man seed already coating my mouth.

Dad was exhausted, and I heard him groan and beg Cindy to stop finger fucking him.

When my tongue became too intense for her, Trixy leaped off my face, having satisfied her needs, patting my cheek, a sign I'd performed well. I saw Mom and Dad kiss nicely, then a fond farewell passed between them as their hands slipped apart, and both looked like freedom was achieved.

Trixy and Mom disappeared just before a woman's hand thrust through the glory hole bearing a final gift.

"Take another fifty bucks tip, please, young lady. It's all going to a good cause and well done. My husband has never looked so happy."

Dad hauled me off the bed and into his arms. We kissed deeply, standing half naked and in the privacy of an empty classroom. I shunted my ass back onto the edge of the bed, not caring about how much cum leaked out of my pussy.

"Are we okay, Dad?"

"Are you asking me if I love you?"

"Yeah. I guess I am."

"Of course, Hannah. I love you with all of my heart."

"Have we damaged our relationship in any way by me sucking that guy’s cock?”

"I don't feel we have. What about you?"

"I didn't care about that man at all. He was just a cock to spice our sex life up and for me to contribute to a good cause.”

"No harm done then, baby girl?"

"None... no, and it was awesome fun. I love you too, Dad. Are things over now between Mom and you?"

He held me close, cuddling with renewed passion. I figured my father wanted to reassure me on many counts, not least his commitment to me.

“Our marriage was over a very long time ago."

"She said that too. Was it because of me?"

"No. It was because she and I fell out of love while I fell for another - you. I never wanted to mention this, honey, but I have loved you for a long time.”

"Are we still fucking Mom, or is that done now?"

“It’s up to you, Hannah."

"I'd still like to."

"Arrange a date, and we'll do it."

I felt fine, if a little strange, that the man who fucked my mouth meant nothing to me. I was emotionally invested in the relationship with my fiance and entirely convinced that he felt the same way.

I carried my ponytail, dripping Dad's semen down my legs as we strolled the corridors of Fanbury Hall hand in hand. I'd wiped off any cum that had dribbled onto the butt plug, grateful for its help in achieving my climax.

When I lay my head on Dad's arm, walking in step, enjoying admiring glances from fellow pupils, I couldn't imagine a more perfect life.
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