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Joe Hampton was anxious and excited as he stood waiting for the horses to cool; he looked around the exquisite stable yard with schoolboy fascination and wonder and felt privileged to know he was going to play a part it its’ running. 

Joe was just 18, tall and broad with strong shoulders and arms from working and labouring all his young life. 

His physical attributes made him well suited to his new appointment as junior groom at Crossway Manor and his soft brown eyes always sparkled and glistened full with life and enthusiasm.

Joe was a country boy, all his life he had lived in Hadleigh Village nearby to the great manor and lands that always seemed to be the very social hub and centre of the local affairs and community. 

Master Brigham was head of the house, master of the local hunt and was feared and respected in equal order by all around him. 

Joe was thrilled to have been offered a position on the estate and he knew his 6-foot stature and gentle nature helped him gain the treasured post of looking after and attending to the thoroughbred horses stabled there. 

Joe, underneath his normal dirt and grime, also possessed a certain boyish charm and good looks and his long fair hair invariably, languidly flopped over his youthful clear unblemished features. 

Everyone liked Joe; it was what the senior groom, who had employed him, admired most about the young man.

Joe was at peace with the world and in an uncomplicated simple way just wanted to take his small insignificant part within it.

Joe lingered for a second inside Prince’s stable. 

The magnificent champion stallion turned and looked at him curiously with his large bulbous expressive earthy eyes and Joe patted his smooth white coat and continued rubbing him down. 

He truly loved horses and admired the splendour of such a strong, proud muscular distinguished animal; this was not work to him, it was a privilege and a pleasure, and something to be cherished.

This horse, as with Beauty, an exquisite black stallion in the next stable along, with a white flash on his nose, were the pick of the crop of equine excellence.

They belonged to the Master’s daughters, Verity and Suzanne and Joe’s primary job was to now keep these wonderful beasts in pristine condition. 

The girls were twins, just a few weeks younger than him-self but they were from a different class and were gentile, refined, ladies in every way.

They were well educated, both very beautiful and cultured, were clearly from a different stock to Joe’s humble origins, and he was immensely proud and honoured to be able to serve them both.

They rode every morning at 8a.m precisely and Joe had to ensure that these horses were immaculately prepared and saddled for their early sortie. 

The young man glanced at the clock, it was 7.55a.m and he led the 2 snorting stallions into the courtyard and waited patiently until he saw the two girls walking purposefully down the gravel path from the grand manor house in the distance.

Joe had seen the girls occasionally over the years, fleetingly in the village or out riding and he had always felt inadequate in their presence and greatly in awe of them. 

Their heads and noses were always in the air and Joe felt the enormous gulf of breeding and money between him and the delectable ladies. 

As they came closer he could not help but admire the way they were dressed, their black boots shined, their black jackets were impeccably clean and their beige jodhpurs were skin tight on their hips and thighs. 

Joe tried not to notice how the trousers accentuated their exceptional figures and seemed to cling to their perfectly rounded bottoms and anxiously, he looked Miss Verity directly in her clear blue eyes as she approached him.

He murmured quietly and respectfully to her, wishing to make the best impression that he could.

“The horses are ready Miss.” 

The girl looked at him then at the admirable animals and she threw her curly long blonde hair back and bunched it into the black hard hat until it was wedged tightly on her pretty head. 

She then perused Joe up and down alone and directly, as if she was examining one of the horses.

“Who are you?” she queried, “and have you brushed Prince correctly?” 

She walked around the white horse and slapped its rump gently but sharply, examining the stallion’s coat and sheen in minute detail.

The young boy replied eagerly and earnestly but with great pride.

“Yes Miss, this is my first day Miss, I’ve been made junior groom…my name is Joe Miss….I’m pleased to meet you.”

Suzanne appeared before him; she was also beautiful with the identical physical attributes, as her sister with the only difference being her hair was straight, shining like flowing mountain water, and jet black.

She spoke to him in a short clipped condescending tone.

“Have you now?  Well done Joe, that’s excellent for you.” 

She smiled at him, pleased that the large, servile ignorant young man could not detect her sarcasm.

She inspected, with equal attention as her sister, Prince and Joe was unsure whether his preparatory work on the immaculate beast was sufficient to meet her exacting standards.

He just stood and listened nervously as she addressed him.

“Well just you be sure you have our horses saddled and ready every morning… wind or rain, do you understand Joe?”

He blinked as if pleased he had been, in some way, accepted.

“Yes Miss.” 

He had replied quietly and deferentially brushing back his dark blonde hair and trying not to look too deeply into the girl’s gleaming hazel eyes, framed by her long black eyelashes. 

Both girls giggled, much to the young groom’s embarrassment, and Verity athletically and expertly pulled herself up onto the steed and sat astride the thoroughbred readying herself with the rough leather reins.

Beauty was a few hands higher than Prince and Suzanne beckoned Joe over to her with a twist of her index finger and commanded him haughtily.

“Help me up…what do I call you again?”

The young man jumped promptly to attention and ran to her.

“Joe, Miss,” 

He stood patiently behind her awaiting further instruction as she played with her black crop. 

Joe could smell her perfume and he watched, as the girl put one foot in the stirrups and began to pull herself up onto the small brown saddle. 

“Push me up then Joe,” she instructed sternly. 

Joe quickly placed his hands gingerly on the rear of her jodhpurs and then used his force against her soft flesh until it had risen and was perched sweetly on the hard seat ready for her morning adventure.

Joe blushed but tried to mask his embarrassment for the second time that morning; he had never felt a girl’s or certainly a lady’s bottom before and was strangely confused and uncomfortable in touching it. 

He was secretly amazed at how soft it seemed through the light beige trousers and found that he felt suddenly disoriented and slightly dizzy.

Suzanne looked at him casually and spoke with the confident assured authority of her elevated position.

“We’ll be a couple of hours.”

She stuffed her long hair into her black solid hat and settled her bottom forcefully on the stiff surface as if trying to get comfortable. 

Joe watched spellbound; he was hormonally fascinated by the pronounced mounds on both girls and how they positioned themselves on the saddle so their special private places seemed to press tightly up against the raised tip of it.  

He felt a strange stirring and hardness in his trousers, turned away from the young ladies in abashment, and leant against the side of the stables for support as the two girls trotted out of the gates. 

Their pretty, tight, pert bottoms were displayed so noticeably for his pleasure, in the skin tight jodhpurs rising and falling in time to the horses’ motions. 

Joe was a little slow in some ways and still a virgin; he had however noticed girls in general in recent years but had never seen such beautiful, wondrous creatures as the two intoxicating sisters. 

He was becoming increasingly aware of his male sexuality and could not help but fantasise fleetingly about the daughters of his employer as he watched them now canter effortlessly and divinely into the distance of the bright morning. 

A call from the head groom brought him to his senses and, after immersing himself in manure and hay for a half an hour, to his relief the sexual energy he had flowing dissipated, and nearly all thoughts of the sisters evaporated.

Eventually he saw the girls arrive back dramatically, dashing into the yard in a cacophony of hooves before jumping down effortlessly onto the cobbled paddock floor. 

The girls were both flushed and sweaty, as were their mounts, and Joe quickly got to work on the horses rubbing them down and soothing them. 

He was now thinking about the young ladies again, it was impossible for him not to, but he tried not to stare at them and did not notice Verity walk around the proud animal he was working on and pat its’ nose. 

“Harder Joe,” she said noticing his casualness, “Harder!” 

Joe accelerated his actions and willed himself not to look at the pretty mistress but she had removed her jacket and he could not help but notice what a wonderful voluptuous figure she had.

Her breasts were round and full, her waist was thin, her trousers were tight, too tight, showing every contour of her thighs, hips and crotch and Joe tried hard, with all his mental power not to stare!

But it was impossible for him not to! 

The girl noticed his discomfort and laughed, stroking her manicured fingers through her long shining, resplendent blonde hair and teased him sweetly. 

“See you tomorrow Joe, don’t be late!” 

He answered in a fluster.

“No Miss, Yes Miss” 

His tone was confused but respectful and he turned to see Suzanne with her black jacket over her shoulder, and her figure, equally as sensational as her sister’s.

She smiled darkly and instructed him. 

“Don’t leave Beauty too long.”

He nodded his head if he was one of the lame horses peeking out from the half opened door of one of the stables  

“No Miss.” 

Joe was repeating himself in his anxiety to please the girls and he attempted to ignore them as they walked elegantly and languidly back to the manor.

The ever-watchful, powerful head groom Mr Joseph was hovering nearby and Joe tried to appear normal and disengaged; he did not wish to get into trouble by his lewd thoughts, especially on his first day. 

But Joe did look at the sisters, it was an instinct beyond his control, an urgent vibrant call of his body, and an overwhelming part of nature and he thought about them all afternoon as he completed his chores.

It was a wonderful spring evening as he walked back to his mother’s house; Joe loved this area, this part of the country, it was home, and he knew that he would be happy at the manor and in his chosen work and profession. 

It was as though he had found his place, early in life, and he felt extremely fortunate and content. 

His mother and Joe had lived alone together for many years in a tiny cottage at the outskirts of the village, since his father had died, and as usual the small white-haired woman had a large meal prepared for her stout and cheerful son. 

The young man ate heartily, excitedly detailing the events of the day and after a brief lounge in front of the television he went to his bed exhausted and wishing to be fresh for his duties in the morning.

Joe was tired but his mind dwelt on the two perfect beautiful sisters; they were like fairy-tale princesses to him, as if from the very pages of the stories his father would read to him before he went to sleep as a child.

He could see their divine faces, their figures; the shape of their bodies as their trousers hugged against them. 

Instinctively by reflex he felt his manhood stirring, he was aroused but relaxed at the same time; the delicious divine girls were a small fantasy for him, a private and personal perk of the job he relished and enjoyed. 

He just knew he was lucky to be serving them, working for them and he closed his eyes and exhaled as if to release the tension inside him like a valve. 

As if relieved he then relaxed his body and drifted into a restful dormant state.

The alarm awoke him at 5 a.m. and after tea and toast in the antiquated farmhouse kitchen he ran to the stables and started to prepare the horses for his special wonderful young elegant ladies. 

He worked diligently and fastidiously straining every sinew he had, wishing the animals to be immaculately prepared. 

After two hours the girls appeared and seemed to be as well turned out as the horses he had so lovingly worked on.

Their clothes were pristine and again the trousers so tight every nuance and crevice of their heavenly shapes seemed perfectly defined. 

Their hair was already tied up in readiness for their hard hats and they walked past their groom to examine their mounts as if the man was not there and invisible to them.

Verity walked around both horses and cast her clear soft blue eyes upon him somehow forcing him to blush and turn away. 

“This is acceptable work Joe.” 

She muttered approvingly and patronisingly and her sister said nothing but just pulled herself up onto her horse as if she was anxious to be off for her morning sojourn. 

Joe felt mildly disappointed that neither girl required assistance in asking to be pushed onto their saddle; he childishly wanted to feel the softness of their bottoms again. 

But in a sudden clatter and melee of hooves the objects of his desire and fantasies had disappeared into the early mist and the endless emerging beauty of the gathering morning and all the boy could do was watch them go in admiration.

This service and ritual became the pattern of Joe’s existence, and even though the girls treated him with complete and utter disdain he looked forward to seeing them each day and dreaming about them each night. 

They were far beyond him, beyond even his aspirations or even his dreams but in the quiet and comfort of his own bed he could sense his manhood rouse and rise and admire them purely for the beautiful, womanly creatures they were.

In his own way he marvelled and appreciated them in the same professional manner as he did the wondrous horses he was devoting his life to; the girls were both superb and divine, perfect feminine creatures.

Joe sometimes took supper in the lodge at the manor and was aware that Nancy, the young mousy blonde, chubby assistant cook seemed to like him. 

She always gave him extra portions and double helpings of meals and sweets without ever having to ask.

The girl was made of sturdy stock, a thick strong body and almost masculine features with a large nose and thick lips, but her long brown hair, freckles and soft smile somehow gave the girl a prettiness that Joe thought endearing. 

Joe found out that Nancy was nearly 20, had come from a nearby village and after a few weeks exchanging glances and an endless supply of fortifying food the girl asked Joe if he had the time to walk with her around the estate to admire the warm spring evening.

Joe agreed and waited outside the back door of the lodge until the girl’s duties were finished and she rushed out to join him excitedly. 

Nancy fancied Joe, she thought he was exciting, handsome and kind and loved his, smile, his strength, his lean features and mass of light brown golden hair that he seemed to be brushing back from his face incessantly. 

They walked down through the fields and then the wood until they came to the long climb up Scarecrow Hill and they collapsed on the dry grass and gazed as the countryside stretched out endlessly before them like some flawless Constable painting. 

It was an idyllic setting, the late day was surrendering to the early evening and Joe lay back and gazed at the stars shining clearly and brightly in the darkening crystal clear sky. 

Nancy lay next to him and Joe felt a woman’s body near to him for the first time as she whispered to him.

“I like you Joe.” 

Joe encircled his broad arm around the girl’s shoulders and pulled her to him and her skin seemed to cause his own to heat and spark in fire.

He looked at her and spoke with honesty and sincerity.

“I like you as well Nancy…a lot!” 

They kissed without further words and Joe felt the girl run her hands over his body then over his trousers only stopping on the growing bulge of hardness between his legs.

She groaned in lust as she sensed its’ strength and power. 

“Oh Joe, it feels… so big!” 

The young man said nothing, he was nervous but not embarrassed, he had been around animals and nature all his life and he knew about mating game. 

He let the girl unzip him and withdraw the erection from the confines of his trousers and he heard her exhale again as she ran her rough fingers up and down its’ exposed magnificent length.      

She drooled and gasped in shock.

“It’s fantastic Joe…it must be 10 inches long!” 

She pulled at his pants and trousers urgently and hurriedly until his lower body was completely naked. 

Nancy bent down and kissed the tip of his penis and sensed the man’s excitement and inexperience. 

She spoke kindly and soothingly to him.

“Slowly Joe… slowly sweetheart.” 

He relaxed as best he could with his blood up and his erection powering out before him and Nancy removed her dress leaving her also nude apart from a small, simple pair of white cotton knickers.

He lay back flat on the ground and she kneeled on top of him and with her stubby hands and fingers, guided his massive cock past her pants to her rich dark brown thickly covered vaginal lips.

She pushing against his masculine hardness gently, but firmly, then groaned and lowered her body to enable it to slowly and powerfully fill her internal vaginal walls completely. 

Joe could not contain himself, this was his first ever time with a woman and he was wild with animal lust and excitement.

Although the girl tried to control him he thrust himself against her hard and vigorously without care or finesse until his mind seemed to reach the very stars above him and explode in a million bright fluorescent colours.

He exhaled in surprise and delight and he felt the helpless rush and release of his semen flood out of him and inside the young girl.

She collapsed on him breathlessly and moaned lowly to him.

“Oh…Joe…Joe…Joe…that was….wonderful but…too… too quick!”   

The man lay back, uncaring about the girl’s frustration; he was just elated at losing his virginity but temporarily exhausted with his unfamiliar flush and release of sexual energy.

He opened his eyes, he saw the stocky plain girl still above him, saw her large breasts and erect thick nipples, her soft belly and covered bushy brown pubic hair and suddenly imagined it was Miss Verity; his golden, perfect Miss Verity!

In a second he was erect again and he rolled Nancy off him until she was lying on her back and uneasily, but resolutely, rolled her panties off her legs until she was completely naked and he could properly admire the soft thin pink opening between her thighs. 

He pushed his fingers inside her, felt her wetness, her newly discovered womanly longing and deviant sexual desire. 

Nancy opened her legs wide and Joe lifted himself between them allowing the tip of his penis to find the soft entrance to the sexual home it had visited a few minutes earlier.

As he entered the girl’s most special place she transformed in front of his eyes from the plain sturdy commoner, like himself, to the refined and perfect, young Miss Verity. 

Her hair became long and blonde and her skin smooth and ivory and suddenly he was making love to her, fucking her with a passion and a power that shocked the girl beneath him and she cried out to him in pure, lewd, surprised passion and pleasure.

“Don’t stop Joe…don’t stop!”  

She clung to his back like a limpet, and to her joy, Joe didn’t stop; he kept fucking her hard until she groaned dirtily and need-fully as the ripples and sensory delights of an orgasm spread throughout her body like a vibrant resonant wave.

Joe realised that he could go on indefinitely and it was only at the thought of Verity groaning beneath him did he finally come again and release himself selfishly, urgently and deeply inside the girl. 

She looked up at him and cooed at him gently in adoration, admiration and disbelief.

“Oh Joe, that was wonderful, just unbelievable!” 

Joe lay back in the softness of the grass; he was pleased with his newly discovered sexual prowess but strangely, suddenly felt uncomfortable as the girl wrapped her sweaty arm around him. 

Joe unravelled himself from Nancy; he wanted to lie alone but then surreptitiously and slyly looked at her. 

The girl’s thighs seemed a little too big, as was her belly and, her mass of brown pubic hair, seemed less attractive than it had been some minutes ago. 

He tried to imagine Verity and Suzanne; they would be pure and perfect, not like this easy common girl. 

He immediately thought of what was beneath those tight jodhpurs and the stocky girl beside him giggled in surprise as she saw him starting to get erect again. 

“Joe you’re like as stallion,” she whispered.

Joe felt Nancy’s mouth around his penis again and ignorant of such bizarre behaviour, just let her serve him as he fantasised selfishly about the two sisters. 

He eventually ejaculated in her soft warm oral cavity as she stroked and licked him and he watched in fascination as his white essence cascaded all over her mouth and down her plain rounded face.

He quickly learned and accepted that girls seemed to like performing this demeaning carnal act and he enjoyed the thrill of power, being physically served in this way gave him.

The walk up around the estate became a common pastime for the two of them and Joe quickly gained his sexual confidence; intercourse and interaction was something that his virile young masculine body excelled at. 

Nancy, much to her later regret, found the size of his manhood something she could not keep a secret and after telling her best friend- in confidence - the news was soon right around the small gossipy village.

Joe found that on his visits to the pub he was the centre of attention with all the local girls, they would ask him for walks or make an excuse to be with him, and one by one he fucked them all! 

Joe revelled in physicality, he liked fucking girls in all their different shapes and sizes but always during the sex, his mind would only be on the two beautiful sisters that he prepared the horses for each day. 

That was the excitement of copulation for him, the dream of intercourse with these young ladies, not these common village girls that seemed so easy!

Summer came, and Verity and Suzanne’s riding attire changed; they still wore the skin-tight jodhpurs but occasionally, small red jackets or sometimes only thin white T-shirts that clearly showed their large breasts and small stiff nipples. 

On a particularly hot day in August after an extremely long ride the girls returned to the stable-yard and seemingly, suddenly disappeared. 

Joe had no pressing chores and after cooling and wiping the horses he decided to search for them and, after hearing a noise from the newly built stable block, crept unnoticed quietly inside and saw the two girls reposed in some newly laid, golden hay.

Joe stayed in the soft dark shadows, out of sight and drew in his breath silently; the girls had rolled their shirt around their breasts to expose their stomachs and had undone their trousers and rolled them down their thighs a little, to reveal two pretty pairs of delicate pink and white panties. 

Joe could swear he could make out thin wisps of pubic hair coming from the top off their underwear and he watched on spellbound.  

Verity, the blonde girl, lay back sensually on her comfortable bed of hay, pulled her tight jodhpurs down a little more and gasped dreamily. 

“It’s so hot,” she murmured, “sometimes I think my fanny will explode!”

Her sister Suzanne laughed and pulled her own trousers down to her knees and grumbled in tandem with her sister.

“I’m so hot and smelly too.”

Verity chastised her.

“You shouldn’t have been rubbing your thing on the saddle, you dirty girl…you should save it till later!”

Her sister laughed and continued the badinage between them.

“You can talk, I saw you orgasm pushing your poppy so hard against the raised tip; can’t you get enough…bitch?         

Verity groaned and lowered her trousers fully to her boots, opening her thighs in the process, and Joe could now clearly see her blonde pubic hair through her thin transparent white underwear. 

She whispered in licentious pleasure and slipped one of her sweet manicured fingers inside her sensual knickers.

“But it can’t beat a good fuck though Suzanne; God I can’t wait until the weekend!”

She teased herself for a few minutes emitting soft groans as she did so then opened her innocent blue eyes as if she was still half asleep. 

“Boys and men,” she sighed lazily, “Only good for one thing!”

Suzanne sniggered

“Horses are much more fun!” 

Her sister giggled at her and nodded in agreement.

Joe shuffled slightly to gain a better vantage point and inadvertently knocked over a rake that was leaning harmlessly against the wall and it clattered horribly and noisily onto the concrete floor of the stable. 

The girls jumped and quickly pulled up their trousers and saw Joe’s shape lurking in the pale shadows of the barn. 

Verity screamed at him in wild fury

“Joe, come out of there, what are you doing spying on us?”

The young man was panic stricken, he had not meant to intrude on the privacy of the girls; it had just happened and he spoke in regret and terror.

“I’m sorry Miss; I was just…just… passing.”

The blonde girl was bristling with anger and indignation.

“Just passing Joe? Just trying to look at our Fannies more like…you’re a dirty, dirty little boy Joe!”

The young man was dumbstruck and mortified at what he had done and stuttered in utter shame and humiliation.

“Nnnno Miss, no, Miss!”

Verity quickly realised it was just Joe and no-one else and suddenly she visibly relaxed, as did her sister, and she lay back on the soft hay, mingling her hair with the golden colour of her soft straw carpet.

She stared at him strangely and spoke quietly and tantalisingly. 

“Don’t you want to see our Fannies Joe?”

Joe shook his large handsome head slowly and watched speechless as the girl looked him straight in the eyes and lowered her jodhpurs again to her boots and then slowly did the same with her thin white panties that had a small red heart on the centre for decoration.

Joe watched bemused and transfixed; there in front of his eyes was Miss Verity’s vagina, pink and thin and perfect, surrounded by pretty wispy blonde pubic hair and his heart began to pound as if he was the lead horse in the Master’s weekly hunt.

She whispered dirtily to him, opening her thighs wide apart and inserting her middle finger inside her thin delicate sexual lips.

“Don’t you want to see this Joe…I mean really want to?”

Suzanne decided to join in the game and her voice was sensual, enticing and entreating all at the same time.

“Or this Joe?” 

She pushed her trousers then her pink knickers down her legs and displayed her own prize between her thighs; her vagina was almost identically thin, pink and perfect, like her sister’s, except her pubic hair was black, jet black.

The girl’s eyes focussed on Joe’s crotch and the hardness that was now visible there and Verity fixed him with her blue diamonds and belittled the boy.

“Come on Joe…we showed you ours now…you show us yours… now!”

Suzanne chorused in a high, soft excited scream.

“Yes Joe…Show us now what all the silly little girls in the village have talking about and been getting.”

Both girls drew their thighs even further apart, exposing their sex to him fully and, feigning reluctance, Joe unbuttoned his trousers pulled down his pants and displayed his manhood willingly for their inspection and delectation. 

He was a stallion and he was not abashed or ashamed of what he had; he was happy to show the eager young girls his special possession that so many of their gender locally, seemed to find so endlessly edifying.

They both audibly gasped in shock when they saw it and Verity murmured breathlessly, as if confirming what had rumoured.

“My goodness, it is very big, Joe! You must be very proud of it?”

He smiled in naïve pleasure.

“Yes Miss.”

The young man was strangely pleased that they seemed to like it and did not realise the dangerous way he was being mocked and played by the more mature and experience young girls.

Suzanne spoke to him in instruction as if he was a child.

“Rub it for us Joe, let’s see it in all its’ glory.”

Joe’s eyes lit up in his innocence; he firmly placed his hand on his erect male flesh and began to stroke it eagerly and slowly.

He did not remove his eyes however from between the girl’s open thighs and soon his penis was powerfully, solidly and vertically before him. 

Verity saw that he was close to an orgasm and she let her finger run along her slippery, pristine crack and then enter the tip of her fine, pink vaginal lips.

Her blue eyes found his desire and adoration of them reflected in his own glistening widening brown spheres.

“You want to put it in here, Joe… Don’t you? Tell us…how much you would like to put your big thick cock up us?”

Suzanne did the same as her sister, opening her thighs as widely as they would go with the restraint of her trousers and panties around her knees, and she roused his mind to the limit of his tolerance.

“Or in here, Joe? Tell me that you want to fuck me with your big thick stallion’s cock!” 

Joe stroked and rubbed his aroused and inflated male flesh harder and more quickly and screamed as if he was in agony.

“Yes Miss…yes… yes!”

Verity rode his mind and his juvenile desires as if she was mastering a fresh new untrained wild horse.

“Faster Joe, work that sweet penis, faster and faster…come on… pretend that lovely long cock’s in here.”

Joe watched as she stretched her pink sex lips, creating a small dark hole in the process, and suddenly he reached his explosive, mentally colourful climax, spurting and ejaculating his semen a full three feet in the air and all over the floor of the cold, hard, foul concrete base of the stable.

The girls lay back on the prickly straw, screamed and laughed out loudly and Suzanne spoke with unbridled elation.

“Joe you are a stallion…a perfect stallion…you should be out at stud!”

Verity looked at the young man with her piercing bright blue globes watching how Joe’s chocolate eyes were melting and still glued to her sex.

She smiled at him sweetly and condescendingly then spoke cuttingly to him with a real superior, arrogance in her tone.

“Take a good look, Joe…this treasure is not for a poor, stupid stable boy however big his prick is!”  

She ran her fingers along her sexual folds for a final time, sensually and gently and laughed at his nakedness and helplessness.

Suzanne joined with her sister in her disdain and abuse of him and she teased her fingers delicately against her own pretty pink sexual crack and giggled at him.

“You’re privileged to see this pussy Joe…You can dream of it while you’re fucking the local cheap whores…or is that what you do anyway?”

Joe went instantly crimson red with embarrassment and wondered how they knew that was his ultimate fantasy?

Was his adoration of the girls so blindingly obvious?

The girls picked up on his reaction and howled with laughter as they realised the truth of his daydreams and desires for them. 

Joe was lost and humiliated, pulled up his pants and trousers and covered himself to try and regain some dignity.

Verity fixed him with a cold clinical stare and her mouth twisted into a cruel dominant wry smile.

“I haven’t told you, you’re dismissed Joe, I like to see it small as well.”

Her sister quipped in a perverse and humorous suggestion

“Maybe we’ll get him gelded!” 

Once again both sisters convulsed uncontrollably, into fits and screams of hysterical and disrespectful laughter.

Joe stood motionless, helpless, while the girls ridiculed him and eventually they rose, dressed and dismissed him as if her were less than nothing.

They moved towards the door and Verity gave him a quiet word of warning as she went past him.

“Don’t say a word Joe; if my father hears even the slightest whisper of this from anyone you’ll be shot!”

The girls giggled again, childishly together, and ran back to the house as quickly as their firm slender legs would carry them.

Joe somehow stumbled, distraught through the rest of the day; he had never ever felt so hopeless, inadequate or less of a person.

The young girls had seemingly taken away his spirit and soul by their spitefulness and malice but in a weird inhumane way he had still enjoyed the unbalancing experience, and had loved seeing their nakedness and private special places.

He was however upset and confused, then morose at home, which concerned his mother, as he drank more beer than normal in the evening as if to try and help him to relax and sleep. 

In the morning the girls took their mounts from him as if nothing had transpired between them just a few hours before.

Joe could hardly look either of them in the eye because of his shame about what had happened the previous day and the terrible fact, that more than anything he wished to repeat the humbling and debasing experience.

Sadly and frustratingly for him, for the girls, nothing had happened it was just entertainment for them, but as they rode away expertly from the stables, for the first time Joe knew exactly what female treasure lay underneath those tight divine jodhpurs. 

The experience was agony for Joe, but it was somehow an exquisite pain and he dealt with his emotions as best as he could.

He eagerly waited for the girls to return but there was no repeat of that previous afternoon, or any subsequent time, although the incident, deliciously, tortured, tormented and played within his mind incessantly. 

Joe found some salvation by gorging himself sexually on the local girls but it did little to relieve his lust for the two sisters or remove the scars of their disrespectful and contemptuous treatment of him. 

He had to accept that he had been mentally confused and unsettled by them, but life was unfair and there was nothing he could do to change the situation or his strong confusing feelings towards the delectable sisters.

However, towards the late end of the summer the young ladies finished their ride one morning then called him to follow them and led him to the same stable that he had been seeing in his dreams for so many weeks.

They opened the door for him, then slammed it behind him and bolted it and the pretty blonde girl spoke softly but curtly to him. 

“Joe, we want to see your dick again, we want to see how it compares to our boyfriends’.”

Joe took offence to such a suggestion; he was not just a dumb animal to be prodded or admired and shook his head fiercely.

Verity just smiled at his refusal, as if it was just the first fence on a cross country ride! 

She removed her white shirt then bra, allowing Joe to see her white plump breasts and sweet pert pink nipples for the first time and whispered to him sweetly. 

“Come on Joe, don’t be mean!” 

She entranced him and proceeded to lower her jodhpurs then her panties leaving herself completely naked before her junior groom. 

Joe wanted to be strong but he was already hard at the sight of the girl, his erection felt like concrete and he wanted to fuck her desperately. 

Verity opened her thighs a little making her appear weak and malleable but it was for appearance sake only; her mind was a steel trap.

She spoke sweetly and engagingly.

“Come on Joe…please, let us see!” 

The man lowered his trousers and his erection was released; it was 10” and solid like impenetrable granite rock. 

Verity smiled at him in base satisfaction and lowered her hand to her delicate vagina where she ran her finger against the fine pink and black line of her sexual folds 

She teased him to the centre of his very soul.

“You want to see this fucked Joe, don’t you?”

Joe nodded; the girl smiled again and spoke in a low sensual voice.

“Wank yourself Joe, and I’ll let you.”

Joe was desperate for her and would have done anything; he closed his eyes and pulled at his pulsing erect flesh as she encouraged him crudely. 

“Harder, faster Joe, harder, pull that monster….do it Joe…good!”

Joe groaned and although he tried to restrain his eagerness, he came, climaxed and ejaculated once again all over the dirty floor like a stupid bestial animal.

He groaned in utter indignity, opened his eyes and saw Suzanne with a small mobile camera glued to her face recording his disgrace, capitulation and humiliation.

Verity smiled slyly at him.

“Good Joe, we can watch you in slow motion now!”

Joe erupted in wild anger; he’d been played for a fool again!

“You bitches, I thought you wanted me to fuck you I…”

Verity corrected him.

“No Joe, I said, ‘you could watch us being fucked,’ and so you shall. I’ve told you before! We won’t let any country oaf like you touch us… However if you hide up in the barn at midnight tomorrow you can watch your betters, superiors and mistresses relaxing… with proper gentlemen.” 

The young groom looked at the girl’s naked body hopelessly and forlornly, he wanted her so badly and she knew it, and had made him suffer terribly just for her own exquisite sadistic pleasure and enjoyment. 

“This,” she cooed, laughingly and patronisingly, touching her slimy sweet sexual lips again, “will sadly, never be for you Joe!”

Joe moved in anger towards the camera but fell over his trousers that were still around his ankles. 

Suzanne waved at him still smiling, with her recording in her elegant fingers and daintily ran over his bent and sprawling form and out of the stable. 

Verity pulled on her clothes in a flash, followed her and suddenly he was alone, feeling exposed, naked and very, very stupid!

Joe wandered desolately and desperately home; he was sad and disconsolate and he drank his beer until his pain was finally dulled by the alcohol and went to bed. 

All night his mind could only see Verity’s naked body, her soft skin, perfect form and he could still clearly see her vagina, its shape and her soft wispy blonde hair and he wanted to explore her so desperately.

Joe was sometimes naive but he knew that the beautiful sisters were just toying with him for their own perverse entertainment, but he couldn’t dislike them, however hard he tried, even in his dreams.

He admired them, adored them and vowed that one day he would have them, have both of these terrible, teasing, tantalising girls.

Joe prepared the horses early the next morning and at 8a.m precisely the sisters appeared, again neither of them looking at him. 

Joe tried to ignore their figures and tight trousers under which lay the soft warmth that he had seen so briefly again the previous night and to the girls delight, his innocent bright brown eyes reflecting his lustful desires always betrayed his longing for them.  

He watched as they rode away, their bottoms rising and falling to the clip of the horse’s stride and he hoped that they might reveal themselves to him again when they had finished. 

His aspirations were however misplaced for after a couple of hours they returned, dismounted and placed their reins in his callused hands. 

Suzanne spoke to him sharply and pointed her hand at one of the few empty stalls whilst Joe tried not to stare into her pretty hazel eyes.   

“Make sure there’s plenty of fresh hay in that stable for later Joe.”

The girl stood close to the young man so nobody could see her and thrust her mound towards him provocatively and smirked evilly. 

“Do you want to see it fucked, or not Joe?” she asked him pointedly. 

Joe tried not to stare at her crotch and raised sexuality, but it drew his focus, he knew what dark wonders were underneath her clothes and replied as a servant in helpless thrall to his mistress.

“Yes Miss, lots of hay…as you instructed Miss.”

They both clapped and giggled in excitement and she spoke again.

“See you at Midnight Joe! Hide up in the rafters and you can see us being taken as we promised you.” 

Suzanne sniggered heartlessly and they both ran off to the manor pleased again with their deviant wickedness.

Joe left the cleaning and preparation of the stable till late evening the head groom thought he was being overzealous but did not comment any further as he was used to the boys selfless work and enthusiasm. 

As he laid the fresh hay Joe knew what it was for and was determined not come that evening to endure further self-inflicted torture for him. 

He went home, ate in silence once again, much to the concern of his mother, and then drifted quietly to his small Spartan room

However as he lay in his bed and tried to sleep, all he could do was watch every movement of the clock ticking, tocking and moving around the small round dial as if it was marking time, just for him.

At 11.15p.m he was wide awake and decided that he could no longer ignore the compulsion that was overwhelming him and walked quickly back to the manor in the darkness, moonlight and shadows.

There was no one at the stables when he arrived and unnoticed, he slipped into the stable he had worked on earlier and climbed the ladder to the loft in the rafters as the girls had instructed him to do.

It was 11.50p.m and Joe could hear the music coming from the manor and drifting on the soft summer air and he wondered how the Summer-ball was going?

His mind was still somehow separated from his body, listening attentively to the band, when he heard the creak of the stable door being opened.

Two young men in black evening suits strode in purposely to the stall followed closely by Verity and Suzanne. 

Joe stopped breathing and marvelled at how perfectly dazzlingly beautiful the two sisters looked. 

Verity wore a white shimmering dark gown with silver trimming and Suzanne wore a shiny gold dress that seemed to glisten and glow in the soft shadowy light. 

Their hair was long and flowing and they looked divine to him.

Joe thought again they looked like princesses from the pages of those fairy stories that he adored and remembered so well.

Verity spoke to the boys teasingly and Joe recognised the mocking tone immediately as she leant against the white painted timber stalls.

“What have you brought us here for boys?”

A tall blonde haired boy seemed not in the least intimidated by her glamour and attitude and he walked over to her, placed his hand inside the cups on her dress and took her breast in his palm.

“As if you don’t know!” 

He laughed and stroked her soft flesh and squeezed her nipple until she groaned to his authoritative touch.

“We’re going to fuck you cheap bitches!” 

He drew Verity to him, kissed her passionately on her soft mouth and Joe watched in astonishment as he took command of her as if she was nothing and slowly lowered the zip on the back of her sparkly dress.  

The other boy was smaller and slighter, with black hair and Joe heard his upper crust accent cut the quiet still night. 

“Let me help you Suzanne as well.”

He was standing beside her and unclipped the studs at the back of her gown and pulled it down; she stepped out, now with nothing on but a black pair of panties, stockings and suspenders.” 

She knelt down before the man and started to lower his trousers then his underpants until his erection was released, and in front of her angelic face. 

Joe noted with some satisfaction that it was significantly smaller than his own; but to his amazement the elegant Suzanne stuffed it into her mouth and sucked it as though it was something special. 

By this time her sister’s dress had also been removed and she was kneeling in front of the dark-haired boy in her own lingerie dispensing a similar oral, expert service.

Both boys stroked the sister’s soft silky clean hair and rocked themselves back and forward to the girls’ eager servile motions.

The blonde boy groaned and smiled at the girl sucking him so eagerly and attentively.

“You two are such dogs!”  

The men let them please their penises for a while then the girls both stopped suddenly and gently pushed the boys back onto the clean pristine hay inside the stall.

They quickly removed their trousers and pants until their erections were visible, exposed, unrestricted and rising up vertically.

Both girls then erotically removed their fine expensive knickers then stood astride the two young men and purposefully lowered themselves onto them until their cocks were embedded in their pretty, sweetly perfumed, pussies.

The scene was unbelievable to Joe and seemed to be at the very centre of a thousand of his dirty fantasies. 

Joe watched as if frozen as the girls rode the young men powerfully; They had strong thighs and bodies and the young men mumbled and grunted as they pushed their hips back and forward on top of them as if hungry for their sordid, perverted pleasure. 

The girls were facing Joe directly and he could clearly see the cocks entering and leaving their pink personal private areas and the terrible look of pleasure etched on their sweet young innocent faces. 

Verity looked up, spotted Joe in the loft and winked at him whilst slowly, deviantly pushing herself up on her cock until it was at the very tips of her fine sexual lips. 

She blew him a kiss as she let herself fall back onto the hard flesh again and Joe heard the squelch of her juice as she did so and he shuddered in perverse want and frustration.

She whispered loudly to her sister.

“My cock doesn’t feel too big.”

Suzanne stared at her sibling in shared devilishness.

“Try it if you want!”

Without a word to the boys the sisters withdrew themselves from their partners, swapped places and continued to fuck themselves on their new mount as though nothing was unusual with their actions.

Verity giggled.

“Still small!” 

Both sisters laughed in dirty lasciviousness, leant back, as the first then the second boy groaned hopelessly to an orgasm.

It was clear that neither girl had come, and they spread their legs and sat astride the spent boys in disgust; they both pressed their thighs into them forcefully as if they were disobedient mounts and complained bitterly.

“You two are hopeless!” 

The two young men however, did not seem fazed by the girl’s reaction to their debatable sexual prowess and they dressed quickly, as if they were content that had received what they had wanted and come for!

The dark haired boy spoke disrespectfully and disdainfully to them. 

“Are you tarts coming or not?” 

When he received no answer they both shrugged in response and they walked through the door and out into the inky darkness.

The two girls lay back on the hay, half naked and stretched their firm ivory thighs wide apart and Verity exhaled in dire frustration.

“God what a pair… looks like it’s up to us sis!”

Suzanne leant over to her sibling, placed her head between her thighs and licked and teased the most sensitive button of her erogenous sexuality until she groaned to the relief of an orgasm.

Verity then reciprocated and Joe looked on is wonder and disbelief at their two perfect bodies twisting and gyrating to their dark sensual pleasure until finally they were both joyously and exquisitely satisfied. 

They both relaxed on their soft bed and gazed up at the bright brown eyes looking at them like twinkling stars from his high vantage point.

Verity played with his weak mind as normal.

“Enjoy yourself Joe?”

He just blinked at her pathetically and she giggled at his helplessness.

“Their cocks aren’t as big as yours Joe but they are from our set and class, not…working class Joe, I’m sure you understand?”

Joe listened to the girl and looked at her nakedness, her pink sexual folds glistening with the juices of the evening’s sexual escapades.

He tried not to hear her insults; he just longed to place himself inside her, make love to her and her beautiful sister. 

But his heart sank into his stomach, he knew that Verity was correct, they were classy, better than he was; they were a thousand worlds away from him and his lowly position.

He turned his head away from them not bearing to suffer their cruel temptation and exhibition anymore; he slipped quickly down the ladder at the rear of the barn and disappeared down the dark road toward his home.

He could take nothing further that evening. 

His mind was racing as he sped back to his cottage, the girls were outrageous, both highly sexed and although he ached to see them naked again, he made a decision that he would no longer be some toy for their amusement. 

He decided and resolved that he would not play their games any more, it was too upsetting and disturbing for him.

Joe slept intermittently; he was sure that they had not finished with him and he was beginning to understand that they got a perverse and merciless kick out of teasing him.

Sure enough the following day, after the morning’s ride the girls cornered him and spoke to him in the privacy and sanctity of the stable. 

They locked the door again and Suzanne confronted him with a withering stare and spoke aggressively and forcefully to him. 

“You were very rude to run off so quickly last night Joe. We wanted to see your cock again, so to make it up to us, we want to see you rub it and play with your pecker now for us!”

Joe stood still and drew himself to his full height, seeming to tower over the girls and spoke slowly, quietly but determinedly as if to assert himself.

“No Miss, I’m not doing this anymore, please leave me alone…please!”

Verity stood in front of him and slowly lowered the zip on her jodhpurs and then pulled both, her trousers and panties down together.

Joe tried but could not help but stare at her divine feminine wonders as she tortured him as if knowing how the boy could not resist her.

“Do as you’re told Joe, you know you want to.”

He cried out to her in genuine anguish trying to avert her intrusive gaze.

“No Miss Verity, please… I’m begging you…pleading…you both must stop playing with me… please!”

Suzanne had no pity for him either and only seemed to become more aroused and inflamed at his desperation.

She lowered her trousers as well and drew her white panties tight around her dark sex, highlighting her crack against the fine delicious material 

“Don’t be silly Joe, let us see you,” she whispered. 

Joe finally displayed his rousing anger and frustration at his helplessness and the untenable position the young ladies were placing him in and began to raise his voice and shout. 

“No Miss…you can do whatever you want with the other men but I’m asking you both, begging you… please, leave me alone!”

Verity exploded with him in fury; no-one refused her demands, no one! 

“Don’t you dare tell us what to do! You’re our servant Joe and we can do as we wish and desire with you” 

She was not intimidated by his size and strength, walked over to him and placed her small hand on the front of his tan baggy trousers.

Instinctively and without thinking Joe swatted her delicate palm away, creating a sharp crack as he did so that resonated like thunder around the quiet room.

He pushed her away from him instinctively to protect his space and she fell backwards awkwardly onto the hay.

The blonde girl looked up at him in shock and flushed scarlet then bellowed at him in utter wrath and rage.

“You cheeky stupid ignorant fucking boy!” 

Her face was crimson in fury and instantly both sisters drew up their trousers, made themselves presentable and suddenly started screaming and yelling at the top of their highly pitched voices.

“Sam, Sam, Sam!”

In a second the main door was flung open and the huge muscular head groom came rushing in dramatically as if the room was on fire. 

He found Verity lain out dramatically on the yellow prickly floor of the stable and she looked up at the grizzled, elderly man pathetically and complained to him bitterly and with real childlike feminine distress.

“He pushed me Sam, for no reason…didn’t he, Suzanne?” 

Her dark-haired sister nodded fiendishly in confirmation. 

“Yes Sam…and he keeps on following us around and staring at us, as if he’s trying to touch us or something… Joe’s… a bit weird Sam!”

The head groom looked disdainfully at Joe who could only stare helplessly at the pristine golden floor of resplendent hay. 

“Joe,” the head groom whispered quietly and shaking his large wizened head sadly, “What have you done?”

The young boy spoke desperately to him; he loved the old man and was distraught that he would think badly of him.

“Nothing Sam, please believe me I’ve done nothing!”

The experienced groom groaned at the boy and spoke to him in dejection and a sense of reality of the apparent situation.

“These girls are ladies,”

He then inhaled wretchedly as if in confirmation of Suzanne’s observations.

“I have noticed you watching them …you have keep your distance and treat them with utter respect Joe!”

The young man could stand his frustration no longer, it had been rising and twisting and building for so long now, like a whirlwind!

In his panic and the pressure of his situation, he forgot himself and screamed in terrible uncontrolled ire, as if finally these terrible girls had made him lose all of his remaining restraint and sanity. 

“No they’re not…they’re nothing but a couple of teasing bitches and…”

Joe never got to finish his sentence as the fearsome large head groom seemed to pick him up by his hair, as if he weighed less than a leaf, and ejected him from the stables, then the manor grounds in seemingly less than a couple of seconds.       

Joe was suddenly, painfully separated from all the security he had known; he was alone, out of a job and walked, in flowing masculine tears, slowly home trying to make a molecule of sense of what had just transpired, but he could not. 

It was still early Saturday morning and the small quaint village was bustling and alive with local activity. 

He was a popular young man and many people waved at him gaily on his journey not knowing the inner helplessness and turmoil that was burning inside him. 

He sat down on an old wooden bench around the quiet of the small village pond where the ducks swam effortlessly and quacked happily as if ignorant and unconcerned that his small world had just fallen apart. 

Joe breathed the tranquillity in deeply, and tried to decide what he should do?

He looked around at the small buildings and cottages, the familiarity that he had known all his days, and realised that the two horrible devious sisters and their father would ensure that he had no future around here any longer.

He sat motionless for an hour becoming mesmerised by the constant ripples in the calm of the still water and suddenly realised he had company; it was Nancy and she flopped beside him on the bench, red faced and breathless. 

“What’s happened Joe? The whole manor is alive with it?”   

Joe looked at the girl’s square, plain features; the worry etched in her eyes the concern and love displayed for him and wondered why he had not found her more attractive previously. 

It was clear that she cared for him without reservation and although she was only a common land girl, he was little better, and he realised that but for his obsession with Suzanne and Verity she would have made him a loving and honourable wife.

Nancy knew how unfaithful Joe had been with the local girls but she loved him in spite of it and placed her sturdy arm comfortingly around the young man as he told her the story about how the two sisters had ruined his little innocuous life.

She listened intently and then whispered in a low angry curse.

“The Bitches!” 

She was however also annoyed with Joe’s stupidity; he had chosen the fantasy of these pretty, stupid girls over the reality of her love and compassion; it burnt her pride and sensitivity but she masked the hurt and pain she felt and continued to be supportive.

“The two of them should be strung up Joe!”

It was midday and the pub opened its doors like clockwork, Nancy took his strong rough calloused hand and led him through the ancient old oak door and sat him in a large high backed wooden chair whilst she went to buy them some drinks. 

Joe looked at her large plump frame and absentmindedly compared her figure to the despicable sisters. 

He cursed himself; even at the height of his despair he could not help admiring them, fancying them! 

He was pathetic and he knew it to be true.

Nancy returned with liquid medicine for her man and stayed with Joe through the afternoon trying, unsuccessfully, to match her boyfriend’s ability to consume beer. 

Finally realising that this was no solution to his problems and she whispered tiredly and drunkenly to him.

“Let’s go walking Joe.” 

Joe placed his arm around the girl and saw that there were tears in her normally energetic eyes and it made him feel sad and empty.

“No Nancy, it’s finished for me here…I’ve got to go, to leave.”

The girl became overcome with grief and it was only after much reassuring and persuading that Joe made her return to the manor with one of her girlfriends escorting her, in her now intoxicated state. 

He knew he would never see her again and it was important that she, at least retain the security of a good reliable job, he did not wish his misfortune to affect anyone he cared for.

Joe waved Nancy off outside the pub; he was truly alone now and the weight of his problems and plight were still as yet, not extinguished or lightened by the alcohol. 

He needed more but could not face the brightness and colour of the pub any longer; he needed to go home and there in the privacy and darkness he could finally shut himself away from the cruel outside world.   

Joe stumbled down the quiet, dimly lit village-street where the sharp lights of the village store demonstrated that it was still open for business. 

He barged inside causing the small bell on the door to tinkle like a fire alarm in his confused and inebriated mind and he grabbed a six pack of beers and purposely placed them firmly on the counter. 

He gave the pretty girl that served him a ten-pound note- his last one- and she handed him two pounds in change and she smiled at him sweetly and broadly.

She’d heard about Joe!

“Do you want to do a lucky dip Joe?” she teased him, nodding at the lottery terminal, “it’s a big jackpot tonight!”

Joe laughed at her soft round friendly face and replied with quiet low sarcasm which was completely alien to his normal manner and demeanour.

“Sure Jenny why not? It’s been my lucky day after all today, so why not?”

The girl giggled, unaware of his private agony, torment and turmoil, kept the two pounds, and Joe heard the machine whirr for a second and then a piece of paper thrust into his hand. 

Jenny smiled at him warmly and his transaction was complete.

“Good luck then Joe!” 

But the man was not interested in her good wishes; he was already outside the shop, he needed to get home, to drink his beer and…? 

His mind could not go beyond this immediate plan.

Joe’s mother was out for the evening and he sat in his father’s old torn soft comfortable chair and tried to shut out the painful reality that was overwhelming him.

He switched on the television which blinked at him ever more brightly and haphazardly as the evening progressed and the six pack quickly disappeared. 

The lottery draw somehow appeared in a blaze of colour, noise and sound and Joe fumbled for his ticket and held it out before him trying to read the numbers that drifted in and out of his confused focus. 

He saw the lurid coloured balls rolling, like small bright rapidly flowing bowling balls and then a number and he thought he noticed, almost absentmindedly, that it matched one of the one’s on his own lines. 

Another ball rumbled and another number appeared and it was the same as on his line! 

The same process repeated for the remaining 4 numbers and suddenly, Joe was looking at a matching set of numerals on the screen and on the crumpled thin, seemingly worthless paper ticket in his hand.

Joe knew he was drunk and he looked at the numbers again and again then again as if he was dreaming; surely it was a dream or maybe a further nightmare, to trick him and drag him further into hell. 

But to his surprise the numbers stayed and remained solid and static staring at him from the paper and the television as if challenging his to dispute or argue with them. 

Joe staggered into the kitchen and made himself a strong, thick, sweet black coffee; he had to come to his senses!

It took a full 30 minutes for the dark hot liquid to slightly dull the effect of the alcohol and he returned to the softness of the battered chair and pressed the text button on the television. 

He held his ticket out again and squinted at the screen to check his top red line of numbers against the nights’ draw.

The figures on the screen matched his premier line exactly, it was no distortion or fantasy; he had won the lottery, the jackpot, £20 million!

Joe’s mind was too confused and affected by beer to suffer excitement and a strange calmness and coldness seemed to take charge. 

He rang the number on the ticket and after a few minutes waiting, a friendly female voice informed him that the winner was indeed from his locality and if he was holding that ticket then he had in fact won the enormous prize and that his precious piece of paper meant he was the sole winner. 

He could collect the money in the next couple of days if he so desired, as long as he brought the ticket to London and everything checked and was in order. 

Joe somehow, as if his mind was still sedated, calmly told the girl that he would be there the following afternoon, as if he was making an appointment to visit the dentist.

She asked him a couple of standard questions and even though he was mixed up and in shock he knew enough to answer the one query quickly.

“No publicity!” 

He told the girl assuredly and firmly and he did not care that she sounded disappointed.

Joe placed the golden ticket in his jeans and almost devoid of any emotions, tiredly deposited himself in his small comfortable bed.

It was as if his mind was unable to process the events of the unbelievable, crazy day and the alcohol made him surrender to the healing powers of rest almost immediately.

He slept as though he was dead and cold but the following morning, he woke fully alive and with a start.

He washed his face in icy water and as he did so the memories of the previous day flooded his being and consciousness.

He remembered the sisters, the horrible beautiful sisters, the sacking, Nancy, the drink and then something else something weird, impossible and wonderful.

He reached into his pocket and withdrew the lottery ticket and a quick check of the results once again on the television told him that he, Joe Hampton, local stupid dogsbody, was richer by a mere £20 million!

This time there was no alcohol to confuse him and he jumped and down like a child, shook in glee, packed a small bag and readied himself for his journey to London. 

Joe took the money he’s saved for months that was in his cigar box, left a brief note for his mother, without mentioning a jot about anything, and was on the train south without another word to anyone! 

He had spoken to Camelot from the station and they informed him that they had paid for his accommodation at Claridge’s and after a long journey where his mind was in constant confusion and disbelief at all of this, he finally alighted from the taxi and into glamorous and sumptuous hotel.

He marvelled instantly at the world of luxury and extravagance he had been thrust into but attempted to take it in his stride.

It seemed every second was a new and bewildering experience for him and he tried his best not to be overwhelmed.

There was a message in his room from Camelot to say they would be there in the morning and Joe place the magical ticket in his shoe for safety, had a meal of a beef burger, chips and beer in his room and, as he was exhausted, he soon fell fast asleep.

He slept soundly in the comfortable double bed and was awoken at 10 am by a phone call to inform him that representatives from the lottery were there to see him.

Joe dressed quickly in the same clothes as he had worn the previous day and after a brief breakfast in his room he went to meet the person patiently waiting for him in the coffee longue where the chairs were ornately decorated with gold trim.

He weakly shook the hand of the smart, dark suited gentleman, watched as he inspected his prized ticket, was then promptly escorted into a taxi, and was shortly in a luxurious office somewhere in the very industrious, confusing heart and centre of London.

As he walked into the room, it was bustling with unknown suited people and a beautiful blonde girl with a short red dress and a gleaming white smile, greeted him as if he was her long lost brother.

She spoke to him as if she knew him, planting her soft red lips on his embarrassed, rosy flushed cheeks 

“Congratulation Joe, you’ve just won £20 million!” 

She passed him a glass of champagne and suddenly Joe was overwhelmed with a myriad of well-dressed people shaking his hand and slapping him firmly on the back. 

Joe accepted the cheque, posed for some pictures with the delightful pretty girl in the bright garish outfit, as if he had forgotten his instructions for no publicity, and then slunk back against the wall to try to come to terms with his good fortune. 

He secretly and silently looked at the beautiful girl again, her name was Katy, he recognised her as a famous page 3 model, and he thought how wondrous, pretty and delightful she was. 

But she did not seem to notice him, apart from the photographs and the handshakes and Joe mused that why should she? 

He was just a lowly farm boy, not good enough for a famous girl like Katy! 

She was the centre of so many young men’s dreams and fantasies and he was just one of them that saw and lusted after her in the daily rag that was always around the stable or on a colour poster that adorned the small tea room that smelt of lotion and leather. 

Joe withdrew into himself and eventually, after an hour the furore died down, and it became quieter.

After a brief word with some more ‘suited’ men who were going to advise him tomorrow how to invest his fortune, his enriching morning was complete and done.

He, Joe Hampton, country bumpkin was officially £20 million richer!

They gave him some paper money, as he had very little on him, and confirmed that they would financially sort everything else out the following day.

Joe eventually escaped to the lift and an afternoon away from the madness and as the silver doors slid shut Joe suddenly realised he was not alone in the confined metal space, as a soft entreating velvety voice spoke to him. 

“Do you fancy some company Joe?” it enquired.     

Joe looked and saw to his shock and excitement that it was Katy, the famous voluptuous show girl. 

He smiled and looked at her shyly and without confidence.

“OK Katy, but is it me or my £20 million you want to spend time with?”

Joe was still innocent in many ways, but Suzanne and Verity had seen to it that he was becoming harder and more aware and he was learning fast.

The girl laughed out loud and linked the man’s arm as the lift arrived at the ground floor with a loud ring.

“Your money of course, Joe!”

Joe smiled at her honesty and humour; he was very attracted to Katy, she was beautiful, slim small but curvy with large breasts and legs that seemed to go on forever. 

She also had a pretty face and striking long blonde hair that cascaded enticingly down around her shoulders.

They went for lunch at a nearby Chinese restaurant where the girl snuggled up affectionately to him. 

“It’s hard to meet a real genuine man Joe,” she said softly, “I’ve a good feeling about you.”   

Her hand fell ‘accidentally’ onto his trousers under the table and she gasped as she happened on his sexual centre, felt the size of his dangerous voluminous bulge and she mumbled in mock shock! 

“Oh Joe, what is this? A monster?”

Joe just coloured up bright red and the girl laughed again at his apparent innocence and purity and quipped at him cheekily. 

“I think we’ll have a quick lunch Joe!” 

Her eyes flashed and she leant forward towards him and whispered sexily and quietly to him as if the world could overhear them.

“I’d like to see your Hotel!”  

The girl literally dragged Joe back to Claridge’s and once inside the privacy of his elegant room discarded the short red dress she had been wearing, onto the expensive plush, luxurious blue carpet. 

Joe gulped and blushed and admired her body, naked, apart from a tiny G-string pair of red panties.

It was as if she had sprung to life from the third page of the notorious paper.

Katy came close beside him and without asking quickly removed his trousers and moaned and screamed in delight as his sexual being was released. 

“It’s so big Joe; I mean it’s just too long and enormous!”

They meandered to the large double bed where Joe, gathering his confidence, rolled the girls bright underwear down her thighs until they fell onto the floor and his fingers began to explore her. 

Within seconds the girl had pulled his cock towards her and groaned in pleasure as it began effortlessly, its’ journey inside her wet and willing most intimate parts. 

Joe closed his eyes, helplessly all he could see was his precious Verity, and he began to fuck the girl without grace or tenderness, harder and harder until she vibrated under his energy and he heard her scream to a tremulous orgasm.

He turned her onto the back and had her again from behind, over and over again as the visions of his blonde tormentress span in his imagination, until he finally withdrew from her and showered her breasts and face with his viscous, white thick sperm.  

She gasped in disbelief, hardly able to control her breathing. 

“Joe that was…that was just so dirty and delicious… it was fucking unbelievable…I think I’m in love!”

Joe laughed at her joke and admired her body, her nipples were large and brown with thick flat areoles and her pubic hair dark, unlike the blonde mass on her head, was also dark. 

Katy was a fraud, exactly like him!

She lay beside him and toyed with his penis that was now soft but still thick and admirable and mumbled deliciously to him. 

“I’ll leave my number and address on the table, I’ve got to leave in an hour or so but come and see me at my flat tomorrow.”

He smiled at her.

“Can I?”

She giggled sucked his male flesh and magically within a few minutes Joe became erect again and the girl greedily sat on him heavily and fucked herself needfully and energetically to another climax.

Joe ejaculated inside her and, as she lifted off him, he relaxed back onto the soft bed as if exhausted by the whole bizarre and unbelievable experiences of the last few days.  

He watched the girl rise and pull, her panties back around her dark pubic hair and then slide back into the crumpled dress she had lifted off the floor where she had so casually discarded it.

The ludicrousness and absurdity of beautiful page three Katy dressing just a few feet from where he had just fucked her was not lost on him.

He really truly was in some strange perverse lewd heaven and he smiled and mumbled warmly at her.

“See you tomorrow Katy.”

She was putting on her make-up again and she went over to him and kissed his penis gently forming a small red mark from her lipstick.

“See you then lover!” 

He laughed softly, watched her place an address and number on the side table and then wave as she departed to her next obligation in her, no doubt, glamorous exciting life.

Joe was alone and relaxed went to settle and sleep and hoped that when he awoke this new unbelievable good fortune would not prove to be a figment of his imagination.

It was mid-morning when Joe surfaced fully; he initially flinched at his unusual surroundings, but felt his body and his breathing and knew that this mad crazy adventure was real and belonged to him!

He remembered the previous day, the mountain of money and then Katy and he whooped and screamed in the glory and excitement of his outrageous luck.

He ordered room service and after eating, he shaved and then relaxed in the opulent surroundings of the bathroom and the large white bath that was soon full to the brim with bubbles and water into which he poured an assortment of available sweet smelling brightly coloured oils and bath salts. 

He thought about everything; the sisters, his mother, Nancy and his new friend, the famous page three, girl Katy!

He knew that she was a tart, no better than the local girls he could fuck at will but he still liked and admired her for her friendliness, glamorous good looks and fame. 

He thought about the money he now had; he was rich and he could have fun, more fun than he and had ever known or thought possible.

At this precise moment of his life anything appeared possible and he lay back in the sumptuous warmth of the water and revelled in the incredible joy of it all.

Joe signed out of the hotel, everything was paid for by Camelot, and realised that he still had a wad full of money. 

He caught a taxi to keep his appointment with his new financial advisors as arranged, and signed various documents relating to accounts and investments. 

The men were professional, polite and respectful to him and explained that he was now earning over £20,000.00 per week in interest alone.

By 2p.m Joe was finished in the offices and still trying to come to terms with his new found wealth and status; it was an extremely difficult thing for him to do.

He glanced at himself in the mirror of the lift as he left and realised that his clothes were poor and scruffy and his hair long, and unkempt.

He smiled to himself; it was time for a new image, a new Joe was emerging like a phoenix from the ashes of the old one.

He started at a sauna and then a barber who, after a brief conversation, pointed him to an exclusive man’s outfitters across the road where he purchased a new image and matching accessories. 

He was soon suited and booted and admired himself in the mirror, hardly recognising the innocent, shy dishevelled country boy from only a few hours ago. 

He suddenly, with just a few threads and a clever comb and scissors looked smart, wealthy, part of the London scene and he felt privileged, pleased and somehow amused.

He was almost an instant gentleman and it made him laugh and feel great; he knew it was false and not who he really was, but it was new, tantalising and exciting and he revelled in playing his new role as if he was an actor on a fantastical incredible stage.

He spoke to Katy on her mobile and after confirming his invitation from her was real, arrived at her flat at 8.30p.m precisely and the girl jumped excitedly and enthusiastically when she saw his smart new image as she opened the door. 

She squealed at him like a little girl and stroked his lapels on his navy cashmere suit. 

“You look lovely Joe…Just great!”

He walked into the small apartment and Katy took and thanked him for the magnum of champagne he had brought with him and disappeared into the kitchen to find some glasses and ice. 

Two girls were sitting on the sofa watching him slyly but attentively, between glances back at the television that seemed to be on at much too loud a volume.

Katy re-appeared and introduced him breathlessly to her friends.

“These are my flatmates Joe, Sally and Mandy.”

Joe nodded to both of the girls and sat opposite them. 

He observed how feminine clothing seemed to be strewn all over the cramped room and he also noticed that Mandy was thin with short auburn hair and dark bright eyes and Sally was petite, with long blonde hair, large grey eyes and noticeably pronounced and voluptuous breasts. 

Both girls had little clothing on and Joe saw how Sally’s short white skirt had seemed to have raised a little giving him a clear show of her frilly black knickers.

The blonde girl smiled sweetly at him. 

“Hi. Joe, we’ve heard all about you.”

Katy passed around the glasses and everyone laughed as the sparkling liquid was poured and anticipated on their pallets.

Mandy sipped her champagne; she was quite pretty in an understated way and she nodded her head in the direction of his expensive trousers and giggled. 

“All about you Joe!”

Joe blushed crimson, mildly embarrassed that Katy had already told the women about the size of his manhood but in some crazy way it relaxed him, it was the same as the village, just that the girls were a little more intimidating!

He stumbled in reply, as if wanting to learn to play his part in teasing and social interaction; he would not be a mute any longer for anyone.

“Don’t believe all you hear Sally!” 

She laughed with him, the champagne was quaffed copiously and it seemed to lower the ladies reserve as with each glass the girls became, and acted, seemingly more outrageous. 

Sally had now raised her dress almost completely and Mandy was now lying fully reclined on the sofa displaying her lithe elegant long legs under her pale cream dress and the tip of a red pair of knickers with white lace trim.

Joe had a full sumptuous look at them both and imagined, as if he was a king and the women were from his personal harem.

Mandy he discovered was a dancer, an erotic dancer! And Sally, a shop assistant, or retail therapist as she described it, and as the evening passed Joe realised they were just ordinary people like him and felt more and more relaxed and confident in their company.

Sally looked at him, her grey eyes sparkling and bubbling in energy like the expensive fiery liquid. 

She giggled and spoke but slurred her words as she did so.

“We’re not normally like this Joe, it’s the alcohol… I don’t want you to think that we’re all tarts.”             

Katy had been watching her flatmates actions and suddenly realised that her friends were being nicer to Joe than she felt was acceptable and she exploded into a drunken rage and admonished them.

“You are tarts girls….Joe’s mine!”

She grabbed his hand and pulled him quickly away from temptation through a door to the safety of her bedroom, pushing the clothes that were all across her bed onto the floor as she did so. 

She was disoriented from the drink and threw off her dress, discarded her delicate white pants and laid herself nakedly open and available for him. 

She smiled at him and mumbled almost incoherently.

“Fuck me Joe…just like last night!”

Joe smiled in delectation at the feminine treat that was laid out before him and removed his suit, ensuring that it was hung carefully onto a hanger. 

He neatly folded his shirt as well and put his underpants and socks on a chair before positioning himself eagerly and nakedly between Katy’s thighs and watched her close her eyes in lustful anticipation of him!

He slowly pushed his manhood firmly into her slippery open vagina and as it consumed his thick hard flesh she seemed to lose her senses and cried out as if she was being attacked. 

Joe thought about the other girls in the flat as Katy screamed and moaned as he fucked her roughly and hoped they would not be embarrassed or concerned by the noise of their extrovert, promiscuous friend.

Eventually, after a couple of hours, Katy descended into a satisfied slumber and although Joe tried to sleep, he couldn’t in the mess and the unusual surroundings and in the early morning he rose up quietly to go to the bathroom down the communal corridor. 

It was dark, and after relieving himself, Joe was surprised to find his way back to Katy’s bedroom barred by a lithe figure in the dark shadowy doorway. 

Joe moved closer and saw that it was Mandy; she was naked apart from a tiny pair of grey briefs and her legs seemed to reach up to her hips. 

She whispered to him quietly and angrily.

“You’ve been keeping me up Joe!”

Joe realised that he had nothing on and that at the sight of the girl his cock was now erect and vertically poking towards her. 

The girl smiled at it, spoke as if it was a real person and hissed at the hard flesh in mock annoyance. 

“That’s been keeping me up!” 

Joe ignored her and tried to squeeze past but the girl pushed against his body in the doorway in earnest and whispered lowly to him.

“You just think you can fuck any of us don’t you? I heard what you were doing to Katy put this big thing in and out of her small little dirty hole…you bad boy!”

Joe shook his head but it did not stop the girl’s hand gliding around his cock, squeezing it in exploration and then pulling it towards her fine panties.

She seemed to be in another world and she mumbled and moaned at him.

“You just can’t fuck us as you want Joe, you just can’t…take this huge cock and fuck us like we have no choice Joe…I could hear what you did…it’s so disgusting Joe!” 

The man felt her fingers grip his erection even more firmly and he groaned and then allowed her to guide it past her panties then against her folds of wetness and then, without a word, inside her sopping, slippery vagina. 

Joe stood still as he felt the girl’s hips start to push against him energetically.

She was strong and wiry and he could see her biting her lips to contain her desire to scream and raved at him softly so she would not be heard. 

“You bastard Joe, making me listen and play with myself whilst you fucked my flatmate!” 

She murmured, closing her eyes and increased her pace against his still hardness.

“Now you’re fucking me…treating me like some fucking whore…You’re such a dirty, dirty bastard…Joe!”

Joe sensed her body quickly shudder to her words and actions; he looked down and saw her black hairy vagina surrounding his cock buried inside her and suddenly thought only of Suzanne. 

He gripped her ass and pushed his cock into her roughly in reflex and deep desire and began to fuck her forcefully. 

“You are a whore,” he gasped, “you’re all dirty fucking whores…” 

He groaned as if he sensed he was losing his mind; he felt his body jerk in primeval instincts and pumped and poured his semen into her narrow feminine private passage as she vibrated and trembled against him.

They both went limp and then the girl untangled herself from him delicately and slowly and whispered to him in relief.

“Thanks Joe, I needed that… but don’t tell anyone!” 

She smiled and quickly disappeared back into her bedroom.

Joe fell, somewhat bemused, back into bed next to Katy; she was snoring softly and seemed a lot less attractive without the mask of make-up and clothes. 

But he was tired and sexually spent and before he knew it he was asleep and did not wake until mid-morning. 

There was a note next to his pillow, it read that she was busy with her work but he was welcome to stay, as well as, an abundance of kisses.

Joe stretched walked to the kitchen and poured the last remnants of orange juice from the sparsely stocked fridge; he heard the hum of a shower and opened Mandy’s door out of curiosity. 

A sweet voice from the bathroom sounded.

“She’s gone out as well, you’ll have to do with me, pass me a towel will you… I’m in the shower.”

Joe was not conscious of his near naked state- he only had his underpants on-and wandered innocently into the cramped bathroom where he could make out Sally’s shape through the smoked glass of the shower. 

He noticed in the light of the morning that the room, as was the lounge and apparently the entire apartment, was strewn with discarded clothes and underwear; his new flatmates certainly weren’t tidy.

The girl in the shower opened the shower door and Joe placed the towel on the silver rail for her as she requested. 

He saw her through the steam but then clearer as she stepped out a little; her blonde hair was matted and he could see her large breasts speckled with glistening drops of water. 

She looked at him teasingly with her sparkling grey eyes and whispered at him.

“Come in and rub my back Joe, would you?”

Joe looked at her as she turned her body towards him; she was clean-shaven, without pubic hair and he could follow the dark thin outline of her crack as it disappeared between her fleshy thighs.

She smiled at his hesitancy. 

“Not shy are you Joe?”

Joe felt his penis becoming erect and he discarded his underpants and almost in a single step joined the girl in the small wet cubicle. 

He stood behind Sally and in the confined space tried to stop his long cock poking her in her back and she laughed and reached behind her to touch it. 

“God it is so huge Joe,” she giggled, “and it’s fucked both my friends, hasn’t it?”

Joe said nothing but started to soap the girl’s skin before him with gel until it was thick with white, foamy, sweet smelling froth. 

Sally did not remove her small hand from his penis but squeezed it appreciatively exploring the width, girth and wondrous length of it.

She moaned as the man massaged her and she threw her head back. 

“My friends are such tarts,” she muttered and murmured, “but I’m not like them Joe, not at all, I’m not that type of girl.”

Joe just kept kneading her back allowing his fingers to slide to the edges of her sopping breasts as he did so.

Sally was breathing more heavily now and her words were drawn out and spoken as if she had just finished running a race. 

“They’re such sluts Joe…I’ll suck you off if you want Joe, but that’s it, that’s all Joe…if you want me to?”

Without the man saying a word the blonde girl turned around, kneeled down and inserted the tip of his cock into her mouth. 

Joe stroked her sopping hair as she suckled him and spoke in denial of her carnal base deeds and actions and in criticism and denigration of her flatmates.

“I’m not like them Joe,” she moaned, “I’ve got morals…I’m a good girl Joe… God Joe you’re so hard and big Joe!”

Her breath started to quicken to a point where she was struggling for air as she sensed him about to ejaculate, 

“So big…”

Joe groaned and came and Sally held her mouth fast around his strong male flesh until the last remnants of his sperm were inside her soft cavity. 

Joe groaned in relief and the girl suckled him until he was empty then took the bottle of gel from him and washed his legs, penis and testicles meticulously and with equal care and attention. 

Joe looked at her body and was fascinated by her shaven vagina, it seemed so tight and perfect; he went to touch it but the girl brushed his hand away and gasped at him.

“I told you Joe…I’m not that type of girl! Not easy!”

Joe had just come, had lost any tension he may have had, was not desperate for her and did not press her sexually for more than she wished to provide. 

Sally quickly left the shower and Joe cleaned and lathered himself again thoroughly, grateful to wash the nights’ exertions out of him. 

He emerged, dried off and went naked into Sally’s open room; the girl had slipped on a white pair of cotton panties and was wrapping a towel around her sopping hair. 

Joe could now clearly see and admire her large white breasts and her large brown areoles and button pink nipples.

He spoke to her as a child.

“Let me see your shaved pussy Sally… it is so clean pretty and lovely and I didn’t get a proper look.”

The girl replied, complimented at his interested, but feigning abashment and embarrassment that this boy would want to inspect her most precious possession.

“No Joe…It wouldn’t be right.”

But the young man was curious to see and persisted gently and innocently.

“Come on Sally…please, you are different… I’m not going to try to try to fuck you… I just want to see it.”

She smiled at him and stood erect before him opening her legs a little as she did so and she removed the white towel covering and drying her wet hair.

“I am different Joe, I’m pleased you can tell…I’m not like those two tarts… you won’t have me so easily.”

She threw the duvet off her unmade single bed and lay back upon it, opening her thighs wide to tease the man all the more.

Joe sat beside her and placed his broad, rough hand very lightly and timidly on her delicate white slim pretty knickers and entreated her. 

“Let me see, Sally… please.”

She was aroused and pleased at his interest but tried to hide it.

“No Joe, you shouldn’t really.” 

She spoke without resolve and did not stop the man slowly and gently rolling the tip of the undergarment down to reveal the delicious pink shaven treasure below them. 

Joe ran his fingers over her dainty sexual lips and felt the girl shudder slightly and groan in anticipation. 

“It feels different Sally, so smooth.”

The girl went to brush his hand away but Joe kept the pressure gingerly on her delightful thin perfect folds until he felt the moisture of the girl’s excitement.

She grimaced at him in apparent helplessness.

“Don’t Joe…oh don’t touch me so softly.”

Her thighs opened wider as if they had a mind of their own and Joe’s finger slipped innocuously inside her hidden wonders and he murmured to her.

“You get just as wet though Sally.”`  

The girl began to writhe about weakly, pushing against his fingers and quickly losing all control of her mind and needful body. 

She cried out to him in contradiction to her actions.

“No…no… don’t just fuck me Joe…don’t fuck me Joe… I’m not that type of girl…I’m not like that!”

It was too late for any further false modesty however and as Joe moved closer beside her she took his penile flesh in her fingers again.

“I hate this Joe! Just hate it… hate it!” 

It was hard in seconds and she played and pulled at it until it was pushing against the front of her white thin knickers.

She rubbed it against herself in sudden helpless lust, pulled her panties to one side and suddenly, after all her denial, Joe’s cock was waiting at her bald pink sex at the entrance to her womanly centre.

She moved it along her thin feminine line of flesh and she sensed her sexuality soften and reveal her desire with wetness.

She lay back in submission held her panties away from her crack to demonstrate what she wanted from him but Joe needed to be sure.

“Ask me Sally…just ask!”

She moaned in deviant longing.

“Do it you bastard…you can see I’m desperate for you!”

He needed no further entreaty and took her in a single deep thrust, inside her, and her vaginal muscles gripped his length eagerly and fiercely as he began to fuck her.

Slowly at first, then harder and more roughly as her small round, voluptuous body slapped against him loudly.

Joe looked down at her as he enjoyed her. 

She was no different to the others even though she claimed she was; she just another easy lay, a tart! 

He thought about Verity and smiled as he fucked her with ferocious power and the girl soon yelled and screamed to a powerful orgasm. 

He was empowered, was going to fuck who he wanted; Joe was in charge now and he was beginning to enjoy his newly acquired authority.

He kneeled above her mouth then made her suck and stroke his cock, until he ejaculated all over her young innocent face, smearing her with his viscous sticky white come.

Sally looked at him; she was bright red with mortification and embarrassment and spluttered at him as if refusing to believe how she had behaved.

“Joe you must think I’m terrible?” 

He smiled at her and stroked her resplendent hair in tactile pleasure as if she was one of his former equine charges.

She ran into the bathroom to shower again and emerged with a towel draped around her and did not remove it until she had slipped on a pair of jeans and a tight blue sweater.

She sat next to him on the bed, held his large rough hand and absentmindedly played with his largest finger.

“This was a mistake Joe.”

She whispered quietly as if there was someone outside listening. 

“It must never happen again…ever!” 

Joe smiled and rolled over on the bed pretending to sleep he had played this game of denial before. 

“Ok Sally…I understand.”      

She seemed somewhat unnerved by his response and pushed his broad back is if to wake him from his dozy state. 

“Joe…Joe!”

He turned back to her and smiled at the girl beside him; without an invitation he slipped his hand inside her jumper and watched as her large nipples hardened as his fingers tweaked at her firm small hard, raised, buttons of flesh. 

Sally bit her lip, the man had control of her and she knew it but she had to go to work and she removed his hand a swatted it way playfully.

She smiled ruefully at him.  

“I’ll see you later Joe.” 

He waved at her childishly and she forced herself from his clutches and deviant influence and out of the confines of the flat.

After the girl had gone Joe showered again, dressed in his Armani suit and was heading for another meeting with his special, friendly financial advisors. 

He picked up the key of the flat left for him by Katy and before departing decided to call a local firm to tidy the place; he had never seen anything so messy and dirty and it was unnatural for him to live in such chaotic confusion.

In his world and his mother’s world, everything was organised and tidy and some habits he could change and adapt to, but old habits of cleanliness, died hard.

When the company that was offering the cleaning service heard what he was paying for the job they were round in minutes and after clear instructions to the two middle aged women that arrived, Joe strode out into the bustling city of London feeling like a boy scout that had just done his good deed for the day.

The meeting that was organised for him was over quickly, he signed a couple more papers received another bundle of £50.00 notes and was informed that there was no further action needed for another month. 

He had a bank account, a credit card and access to whatever riches he wanted.

Joe lunched by himself, enjoying the temporary peace; he could sense people watching him, women especially, he seemed to have something they liked and the world was suddenly all new, inviting and entertaining for him. 

He was happy, elated, exultant, and he decided he was going to have a good time; a very good time indeed!

He pressed his shiny gleaming new silver mobile into life and Katy’s voice answered and he asked a rhetorical question without having the education to understand what the word actually meant. 

“Do you want to go shopping?”

She gushed and exploded into enthusiasm.

“Do I? Of course but I’m meeting the girls.”

The solution seemed simple to him and he laughed in reply.

“Bring them as well and… we’ll all have an adventure.”

She screamed like a juvenile schoolgirl and asked where he was. 

They all arrived, like a female express, at the restaurant within 30 minutes and were soon seated around the table drinking the champagne that he had purchased in anticipation of their company and needs. 

Joe looked at them, proverbially drinking from his sparkling trough and thought what an attractive group they were. 

He realised strangely, with his money and sexual dominance over them all, he was somehow in charge of them.

It was a strange and difficult realisation for him to take in and understand, as he sat and drank the world was twisting and turning in his favour and somehow it was putting him right on top of the tallest tower.

Katy was blonde busty and vivacious: Sally, small plump and pretty and Mandy distant quiet lithe and cool. 

Joe sensed himself becoming aroused and erect again at the masterful thought that he had fucked them all      

The girls were soon merry and animated, putty in his increasingly experienced wealthy hands and he allowed them to teeter on the edge of inebriation and then spoke out as if he was the announcer at the local fair he had enjoyed so much.

“Let’s go shopping ladies!” 

He waved a wad of money at them and they all cheered and clapped their hands in girlish greedy enthusiasm. 

Joe smiled at them and chuckled quietly to them as a strange bizarre thought ran through his mind.

“You lot are like the horses I looked after at home…let’s smarten you all up and get you the very best.”

They giggled like demented children and seemed not offended by his description of them in any way.

They needed no persuading to venture out shopping and after a short taxi ride they arrived at the heart of London’s retail paradise. 

After a brief trip around Harrods they chanced across a beautiful lingerie store and Joe thought about the bland panties the girls wore and wanted his fillies to dress up for him and look spectacular.

He opened the door to the shop and smiled widely.

“Shall we?”

Joe spent the next few hours watching each girl trying on various sets, stockings, suspenders, slips and finery and although men were normally not allowed to watch the girls try on the outfits, the experienced female manageress, realising the inordinate amount of money to be spent made an exception for him.

Each girl paraded before Joe, as if trying to seek his approval and the man became constantly erect with the wondrous feeling that it was as if the girls belonged to him and they were somehow his, to treat and manage. 

They did not arrive back to the small flat until 7p.m, the girls laden with voluminous bags and Joe £10,000.00 poorer, but he did not feel that way, in some weird manner he was growing as a man and sensed he was enriched and empowered by the experiences of the day. 

They each retreated into their room with their presents, emerging back into the main lounge shortly afterwards. 

Katy was dressed up to go out; she had to perform an obligation at a dinner as the famous page 3 girl and she glanced angrily at Sally who was lying across the settee with just a shirt and a pair of tiny brief blue panties on.

She ignored her rising agitation with her disreputable friends and spoke kindly to Joe making a barbed point as she did so.

“Thanks for tidying up Joe…these girls are so messy.”

Mandy responded lazily in agitation at her critical friend.

“And you’re not!”

Katy ignored her as if she was worthless and gave Joe a firm kiss on his lips. 

“I’ll see you later darling,” she whispered teasingly “and I’ll show you that new negligee!”

Joe returned her kiss and escorted her to the door as if he was a gentleman. 

“See you later Katy.” 

After ensuring her departure he sat on the couch next to Sally who placed her short naked legs on his thighs sensing his hardness. 

Mandy watched them coolly and silently and went to make a cup of coffee then disappeared behind her private door. 

All was silent for a while then she called out to him urgently from her hidden, solitary, personal space.

“Joe…Joe…I need you!”

The man released himself from being Sally’s human pouffe and entered the girl’s room; she was lying on her bed naked with just a pair of lace black panties that she had purchased that day and looked at him and fluttered her large sparkling dark eyes. 

“Joe…I was just asking myself how can I thank you Joe?” 

He smiled in a rush and flush, of adrenaline, undid his trousers and released the flesh that had been seemingly erect and up all day. 

He sat next to the girl and ran his fingers over her long agile lithe body, settling in the very centre of her pretty new underwear. 

He pulled them down to reveal the hairy cover to her wonders, sensed how wet the girl was and smiled at her with increasing confidence. 

“We’ll just have to see Mandy!”

He lay over her and let her pull his cock past the fine material and inside her salivating folds, closing her eyes and groaning in pleasure as she did so.

Joe waited until he was fully inserted in her vaginal passage and relished the sensations of her snug flesh pressing his hardness.

She was desperate for movement and action and pressed and pushed his powerful body as if he was a toy that had not begun to work properly yet.

Joe could feel her lust and need and started to fuck her, revelling in the sensation of her strength, eagerness and youthful tightness. 

He was mentally lost in his base actions and was just on the edge of his sexual control when Mandy’s mobile phone rang, distracting him, and he answered it instinctively as if it was his and someone was annoying him!

“Yes?”

A shocked male voice questioned him.

“Who are you?”

Joe snapped back; he was still unbalanced by the sharp feeling and pull of Mandy’s vaginal firm muscles on his aching penis.

“And who are you?”

The girl tried to snatch the phone and hissed at him in fear. 

“It’s my boyfriend! Give it me!” 

The man smiled and felt his erection reach new firmness and length inside the girl and he revelled in strange devilish erotic power.

He put the phone on the girl’s small flat breast and started to fuck her relentlessly causing her to groan and scream in reflex without care or thought. 

As she reached out, she cried to the heavens and helplessly went into her orgasm and Joe switched the phone off and laughed out loudly in selfish, churlish humour 

“I don’t think he’s your boyfriend anymore Mandy!”

The girl groaned in humiliation at her perversity; pushed the man off her and beat the pillow in frustration. 

“You bastard Joe, I’ve been going out with him for a year!”

Joe stroked her bare back pushed his erection against her flesh and in spite of her apparent anger she responded sexually to his touch as he teased her further.

“Has he got £20million and a big cock?”

The girl stopped beating the bedding, placed her hands behind her and squeezed the hard cock pressing against her; she sensed the release in her body and mind and whispered in capitulation and submission to him.

“No Joe…he hasn’t…and he’s small and aggravating!”          

She pulled on her panties however, grabbed her phone and escaped quickly through the door, garbling as she did so. 

“I’ll be back in a minute!”

Joe closed his eyes savouring his power and physical hold over the girl and did not move as he heard the door open and a body slide under the covers. 

He sensed the girl’s mouth around his cock and closed his eyes and thought about Verity as she sucked him. 

The girl of his dreams was on the floor of the barn with her trousers around her boots, her thighs wide and she was teasing him terribly again, until the fantasy sent his mind into torment then ecstasy as he felt himself release in her soft warm cavity. 

The girl in his bed sucked him until his semen was drained and then slid up beside and against his hard body until she was beside him. 

To his surprise a blonde head of hair appeared and Sally’s rounded face, with white sticky come around her mouth that was wide open in pleasure and amusement and beaming at him in naughtiness.

“Nice?”  

Mandy suddenly appeared at the door, flushed from the argument with her boyfriend and went wild as she saw her flatmate in bed with Joe.

She screamed at her in fury.

“You fucking little slut! You fucking cheap slut!”

Sally replied trying to retain her dignity and self-respect but it seemed that was already long gone.

“And you’re not?”

Mandy wailed at her desperately.

“Joe doesn’t want you! He wants me, don’t you Joe?”

The young man said nothing but just pulled himself up on the bed and watched the two, near-naked girls fight over his favours.

It was intoxicating for him. 

Beautiful women fighting over who should have or fuck him; it was all unbelievable.

Sally wiped the last trace of semen from her lips and looked at the man and smiled wryly as if she suddenly comprehended, and understood from her great experience of just how all men thought. 

“You want all of us Joe? Don’t you? You’ve fucked all of us?”

Mandy looked at Joe in realisation and groaned in mock horror.

“You haven’t fucked her Joe?”

Joe continued saying nothing but let his fingers tease the blonde girl beside him and tweaked her small delicate nipples.

The slim girl stormed in frustration and indignation and her dark globes filled with tears.

“Well you’re never fucking me again Joe…never!”

Mandy went to leave but suddenly realised that she was in her own room and cried out in frustration anger and on-going rage! 

“Get out, out, out, both of you!”

Her mind was in meltdown and panic at the prospect that the wealthy man with the huge male appendage was leaving, perhaps for good and she corrected herself. 

“No Joe don’t go, I don’t know what I’m saying.”

Joe knew that they were both in a dilemma and decided to play a bluff on them; he spoke dryly with just a trace of dry sarcasm that only he understood, and he had learned from the demonic sisters.

“I should just go and then you and Sally will be friends again; I’d better just leave you in peace and quiet.” 

Both girls suddenly gushed in tandem and echoed together.

“No Joe…don’t, leave us.”

Mandy pleaded with him as if it was her actions that had caused this unbearable situation.

“We don’t want you to Joe, please!”

He stared at them and murmured as innocently as he could, but his naivety was disappearing faster than water in a desert. 

“But I’ve had both of you, and Katy…I’ve fucked you all… and if I stay I’ll keep fucking you over and over again…it’s, best if I leave!”

Sally spoke firmly and with the same clarity of enlightenment and understanding as that of her friend.

“No…Mandy and I are fine, she’s just had a shock.”

The other girl nodded in agreement and Joe stared at them and stroked his chin thoughtfully, as if he had suddenly discovered intelligence as well as wealth.

“If I stay Sally and Mandy…you know what I’m like…you don’t want to be my sexual slaves? Do you?”

The girls blushed scarlet in reply.

“It’s OK,” Mandy muttered desperately, “We both want you Joe… I’ve had my turn; let Sally have a go…do as you want with us… Joe. We’re fine!” 

Mandy walked to the bed and ceremoniously lowered Sally’s white G-string panties revealing her shaved pink vaginal lips; she sat behind the blonde girl and pushed her thick meaty thighs apart. 

“Come and fuck her Joe, I’ll stroke the bitch while you do it.”

Sally lay back in her friend’s arms and Joe kneeled between her open thighs, slowly probing and pushing until his erection was tight and snugly inside her. 

Mandy felt Sally tense and groan and she could almost sense the man’s cock stretching her blonde friend, as it had done earlier to her.

It was a sensation that was hard to forget or to give up!

She had never seen anyone actually having sex before and it was deviant, perverted, exciting and arousing for her. 

She watched Joe move his hips back and forward causing her friend to shudder with each thrust and she encouraged and entreated him dirtily. 

“Fuck her harder Joe, Fuck the dirty slut!”

Joe responded with vigour, Sally began to raise her hips in response to his motions and Mandy placed one of her hands on his full heavy balls and sensed the semen ready to pour into her cheap promiscuous flatmate. 

She muttered and mumbled at her

“You’re such a whore, Sally!” 

She heard her flatmate utter a low guttural groan as Joe banged his body hard against her and came tremulously inside her belly.

They all collapsed together and both girls relaxed and snuggled either side of him, relishing his warmth and strength.

Sally relaxed and let her fingers play with his seeping flesh and whispered to him in apparent genuine concern. 

“What are we going to tell Katy?” 

Joe placed his broad arms around them both and sighed as if, in worry and concern that he did not feel.

He spoke to placate and soothe them as he did with the horse after he cooled them after a long energetic ride. 

“I’ll just have to think of something; won’t I ladies?”

Joe lay still for a while and enjoyed their combined adoration then he left them, rose to have a shower and walked into Katy’s empty room to rest and wait for her. 

There was the new red negligee on the bed he’d bought for her earlier in the day. 

He mused and thought about what would he tell her but nothing clever or suitable came immediately to mind. 

He had already decided that this arrangement was perfect for him and he felt sure that with his money and growing apparent irresistibility he could persuade Katy to accept the situation and his rights to all of them. 

It seemed unlikely but then no more than the last few incredible days. 

Joe slipped under the covers and tried to work out what he would say to persuade her but he could not see a plan and didn’t realise how tired he was.

He slipped into sleep quickly and when he opened his eyes, it was early morning and to his surprise the large bed was vacant except for him? 

He suddenly heard the front door creak open, soft guilty steps on the hallway and as he strode and opened the door Katy was trying to enter the bathroom for a shower. 

Joe saw her dishevelled appearance; guessed instantly she had been with another man all night and pinned her against the wall with a single hand as she looked at him with wide sunken blue eyes, in terrible, remorse and fear.

Without a word he placed his other hand under her short black dress and ran his fingers along her knickers.

He could feel the hardened semen staining them and he smiled inwardly to himself, as he was not in the least bit jealous at her infidelity as to his knowledge and understanding, it’s what fillies were designed for! 

But this was just perfect to suit his own ends and he pretended that he was outraged at her fecklessness and disloyalty, but in truth he was just amused.

He scorned her in a jaded, wounded voice.

“You dirty whore…and I’ve been waiting here all night for you…and you? You’ve been fucking…someone else, some other guy!”

Katy was tongue tied, stumbled and squeezed herself from his grip, threw herself into the bathroom and the safety of the shower where she could wash the dirty shameful night out of her. 

She emerged a few minutes later and Joe was in her room and spoke in false anger and disappointment at her disloyalty. 

He scolded her but she seemed ambivalent to his concerns as she dried her body with a large white rough towel.

“You slut, Katy!”

The girl’s young face coloured up with what she thought was acceptable embarrassment and apparent regret, but could only whisper dismissively to him.

“I’m sorry Joe…but I’m too tired to talk about it now darling, I need to sleep.”

Joe muttered darkly to her, his scheme forming in his head, as if he was Hannibal Smith from the A team television programme he loved to watch as a boy, and his plan was coming together!.

“OK, two can play at that game!”

Katy looked at him dismissively and with utter fatigue; she knew full well that being a page 3 girl she could behave, as she wanted and she really had no competition; she was a star after all!

“What do you mean Joe?”

He smiled in reply; no-one took him for a fool anymore, especially pretty, stupid, juvenile young girls.

“You’ll see Katy.”

She shrugged aimlessly at him ignoring the puerile debate, only desperate for her bed and much needed rest and re-energising.

She mumbled in weariness, removing the white towel that was wrapped around her and purposely displaying her perfect, delectable, naked form to him. 

“Do as you want Joe but if you do anything that annoys or upsets me you won’t have this again… ever!” 

She stroked her soft dark slit between her thighs and Joe wondered which minor celebrity had been riding her and sticking his cock inside her special, intimate places? 

She really was a common tramp he concluded, but he really didn’t care! 

Joe opened the door and Katy thought she could hear the handle on Mandy’s door turn but she was too drowsy to care and drifted into a deep sleep.

Mandy however, suddenly and happily felt Joe behind her in the bed and pushed her bottom to him instantly, coming into contact with his hard erection. 

Joe lowered her panties to her knees, and without a word pushed himself against her until his cock was embedded inside her soft giving fleshy walls.

He began to fuck her, stroking and pulling her hair as he did so. 

His eyes were closed and all he could see in the darkness was Verity’s agonised, contorted face as it had been on the night she was being fucked and he hid perversely, out of sight in the hayloft. 

Verity was so young and innocent and as he fantasised about her, he fucked Mandy with all his might, power and frustration and he felt her slim lithe body convulse into a strong resonant vibrating climax and orgasm against him.

He pushed her off him and she slid down the bed and sucked him until he saw the bright vibrant gleaming stars above the old manor house again and released inside the girl’s sweet mouth and talented lips. 

She crawled up next to him and Joe could see that her face was still covered with his slimy essence and she smiled at him happily.

“You were excited Joe!”

The man relaxed and lay back on the sheets and they both did not notice the door open and Sally throw herself rudely between them and giggled and teased them both happily as she did so. 

She placed her small hands on his penis and sighed disappointedly at its flaccid state. 

“I heard you both…you bad people so just had to come and join in…Mandy you are such a dirty dog!”

The warm girl laughed and the three of them touched sucked and played like innocent children for a while. 

Joe had complete autonomy over them and although he did not want more sex yet, he pulled Sally’s skimpy panties off her so he could see her shaved wonders again.      

He liked it, the bald uniqueness made it seem friendly!

Joe lay back and opened his legs and his rush of power and confidence was growing, as was his control over these common girls; he constantly tested their appetite to serve him and it seemed to expand with each new task he asked them to perform. 

“Lick a ball each girls and I’ll take you shopping again.”

They eagerly obliged quickly using their tongues slavishly as Joe watched them and stroked their naked asses as they sordidly pleased him to perfection.

He marvelled at how the cracks in their asses seemed to disappear into the mysteries of their frontal sexual organs and, before he became erect again slapped them both hard on their cute behinds and heard the vibration of flesh, as he used to do, when he did the same to one of the horses. 

Finally he was satisfied and murmured to them in instruction.

“OK enough…come on girls, let’s go!”

They were out the flat within a few minutes, and after an expensive whirlwind shopping spree they were sitting over lunch, drinking champagne and discussing Katy.

Sally laughed in jealousy, contempt and annoyance; girls could be very cruel and bitchy as Joe well knew

“She thinks she’s a star, but really, she’s no better or worse than us!”

She laughed at her own bile.

“She’s just got bigger tits!”

Her amusement changed to a giggle.

“But not by much!”

Mandy joined in the criticism and tirade.

“Yeah, she’s just a famous tart and a prostitute! Page 3 Katy… tart and whore!” 

Mandy realised what she’d said in stupidity, then looked at the bags of clothes she had just been bought, considered the irony and tried not to feel badly about it. 

She finished her point though about her friend Katy and also giggled in abashment at how immoral they all seemed to be.

“She’ll never agree to you fucking the three of us Joe!”      

The man blinked unconcernedly, smiled then chuckled, sweetly.

“Then I better buy clothes just for the whores I can fuck!” 

He looked at the girls as if awaiting their anger at his description of who they were but he need not have been concerned. 

They were unaffected at his depiction of them, they just laughed and drank more champagne until Joe eventually led them around yet more shops where they merrily linked his arms and hung on every word he said. 

Joe felt strangely proud, the girls were almost his possessions; he saw how other men watched them covetously, their short skirts and sexuality made them spectacularly noticeable and it pleased him and it gave him a real sense of power that these women seemed to belong now just to him!

Katy awoke at 2p.m in the afternoon; she was alone and immediately recalled with horror her actions of the previous night and subsequent morning and was mortified that she had been so stupid? 

She wanted Joe; she liked him, all of him; his boyish charm, his divine body, his lovely cock and most especially, all that money. 

She put the pillow over her aching head and groaned in her overwhelming stupidity, why had she got so drunk and let some ignorant vain footballer fuck her? 

She’d allowed herself to be taken so easily once again, as if she had no will to resist any Alpha male that desired her for his selfish sexual pleasure. 

She relaxed in the small bath and started to recover her composure. 

She was a top model and she touched her famous breasts that she knew were constantly fantasised about by so many men and she knew Joe would not be able to resist her. 

She was frustrated that the flat was empty and realised that her devious immoral flatmates may try to take advantage of the situation, but they were no competition for her!

Pictures of them in nothing but their knickers and panties were never in the papers and their breasts were not famous at all! 

She stood in front of her mirror made herself up and pulled a tiny white G string pair of panties around her dark sex; she would make Joe work hard to remove them! 

She admired herself; she would make Joe beg to see her naked again, which she would allow after a suitable struggle, and then allow him to fuck her!

It was all so familiar and easy for her.

She felt her vagina pulse at just the thought of it and cursed herself again for her lasciviousness and stupidity. 

A short blue dress completed her outfit, highlighting her famous bosom and shapely legs and she sat down to wait patiently for her man’s return. 

She was beginning to worry as the hours passed but when she heard the lock in the front door turn she turned on the television and lay on the couch as if she had been unconcerned at Joe’s, or her flatmate’s absence.

She was however immediately annoyed when her two friends collapsed on the couch opposite, obviously tipsy and even worse, laden with large overflowing bags from the most expensive shops in town.

Joe sat masterfully between them and the two girls hands seemed to be all over him and Mandy spoke, and kissed Joe on the cheek primarily to annoy her pretty made up friend staring daggers at her. 

She whispered at the broad handsome man and whispered gratefully to him.

“Thanks Joe, it’s been a great day.”

Sally’s hand wandered between Joe’s legs and Katy, to her gathering distress, saw the girl rub his hardening penis and laugh in drunken titillating conversation. 

“And we’ll reward you for sure and make it an unforgettable night Joe; we’ll fulfil all of your dreams!”  

Katy exploded in terrible frustration, rage and ire. 

“He’s my boyfriend, you bitches…I found him!”

Mandy placed her hand next to Sally’s and ran her fingers along the length of Joe’s growing and pronounced bulge and she replied, crudely and honestly. 

“Then you should have thought about that before you went fucking last night Katy… you dirty bitch…did they have you from behind?”

She giggled and Katy blushed scarlet in jealousy and anger but could only watch helplessly as Joe motioned to Sally to undo his zip and instantly his enormous irresistible erection was released from its’ confines and was rising vertically and entreatingly. 

Both girls bent down to it and began to lick it eagerly and subserviently and instantly Katy realised that her worst fears had been realised. 

Joe had fucked both of her friends. Her former friends!

She began to cry and leapt up from her seat in annoyance and humiliation and screamed at her subversive sexually flawed flatmates.

“You can… fucking, keep him!”

She burst into tears as she did so, ran into her room wailing in dire pain and distress and shut the door with a loud dramatic bang that sounded like a small explosion in the limited compressed space of the apartment.

“I’ll be out of the flat by the weekend…you bitches!”

Joe’s two female attendants looked at each other curiously but did not stop their oral attentions to his most precious possession.

Mandy just garbled to her friend in-between sucks and licks. 

“I wonder if she will leave?”

Sally’s eyes just gleamed and glowed. 

“Probably…stuck up cow…thinks she’s too good for anyone!”

Joe stroked the heads of both girls as they sucked him; he liked the feel and sensation of their soft hair; it reminded him of the smooth coat on one of his special thoroughbreds but he cajoled and hurried them as he was famished. 

“Finish off quickly girls… then we’ll go for dinner!” 

Joe watched as their heads and mouths worked tirelessly on his erection until he came and felt eager lips competing to swallow his erupting pungent seed. 

They removed themselves and then changed into short pretty dresses and they all marched off into the night to savour the further delights of the best restaurants and clubs in London.

As Katy heard the door close she seethed and cried in rousing frustration and jealousy and asked herself over and over again how she could have ruined the opportunity that had presented it-self?

But she had, and her pride told her that she must leave the flat as promised; she would not stay to be just a whore for Joe and after all, there were so many rich men in London!

The decision was made and Katy locked herself in her room and tried to ignore her growing frustrations in the following few days where she could hear her friends groaning and moaning in delight as seemingly they were wonderfully fucked, at all hours of the day and night. 

She wanted to bring a man back herself, as if to punish Joe, but something inside her stopped her and she did not like to bring men back to her home anyway.

Apart from Joe that was, and then look what happened! 

She hated her untrustworthy, bitchy flatmates with all her heart and soul! 

She spent each night alone feeling frustrated and horny thinking only of Joe’s cock fucking her friends, he was so big and she mused and reminisced about his thick long fleshy wand, constantly until it seemed to drive her mad with jealousy and regret!

She also dwelt on how rich he was and it was not until the actual day of her departure that she realised that she wanted to stay, more than anything, and to try and somehow regain the opportunity she had let slip tantalisingly through her fingers.

She was so stupid, but all was not lost yet!

On this particular morning her flatmates seemingly had left for work and she was alone with Joe in the flat, they had not spoken for days and he was surprised when she came out of her room smiling and looking radiant. 

She extended her hand to him and as he took it in his palm she shook it sensuously and spoke to him genuinely and softly.

“As I’m leaving Joe I wanted to part friends with you.”

Joe beamed at her happily; he did not enjoy upset or conflict.

“That’s good Katy, I’m pleased.”

The girl relaxed and began to warm to her task; she had definitely decided that Joe was too good a thing to give up so easily. 

She made him a cup of tea and asked if he would come into her room to help her with something and to close her overflowing case. 

Joe had feasted on Sally and Mandy for three days and, somewhat bored, he started to feel the attraction of Katy’s obvious charms again, she had such a good body.     

The case was open with clothes bursting out of it and Katy made as if she was continuing to pack it and asked him a question innocently. 

“Will you do me a favour Joe?”

Joe nodded at her contentedly and she continued and gave him her most coquettish smile that she had been learning in the drama classes she had been attending. 

“I’ve got a shoot early tomorrow and I’m not sure what to wear will you tell me what suits me best Joe?”

He bent his head up and down again in agreement and in an instant Katy had taken off her jeans and sweater and was removing articles of clothing from the case to wear. 

She pulled on a black swimsuit and, after pulling the straps around her shoulders, lowered them and the large cups to show him her famous voluptuous breasts. 

She pulled her knees together, pushed her substantial bosom out at him and spoke as teasingly and enticingly as she could.

“Is this nice Joe?”

Joe just blinked; she was page 3 Katy, just for him and he suddenly, instantaneously felt that his cock was rigid and erect in his trousers.

Katy expertly removed the suit and slipped on a tiny pink pair of panties that fitted high onto her hips showing off her shape to perfection then she whispered to him in apparent confusion and doubt,

“Or is this better…What do you think Joe?”

To her satisfaction and delight the man literally stared and drooled at her.

“They’re both nice…very nice Katy.”

She smiled as if she was posing for one of her photographers; back arched and her well known boobs always facing forward! 

“I’m pleased we’re still friends Joe.” 

She adjusted her panties until they fitted snugly around her mound giving him a perfect view of her special intimate place. 

“And I’m sorry for fucking someone else Joe.” 

She whispered quietly and with sincere contrition and Joe sat on a small chair by the bed and miraculously suddenly somehow appeared as if he was ignoring the sexual show the girl was displaying for him so deliciously.

He was no longer the naïve fool that he had been, and he spoke to her coolly.

“You were very naughty Katy…dirty…but…if you wish I will allow you to show me where he fucked you!”

The girl blanched at his description of her but brazenly stood in front of him with her legs astride and pulled the fine pink material back to reveal her thin vaginal folds surrounded by her thick dark pubic hair only reconfirming that her collar and cuffs did not match. 

She knew that she now held his full attention then let her fingers linger on her crack and teased her longest digit along the full length of her prim fine delicate possession. 

She spoke provocatively but with contrived false shame.

“He stuck his cock up here Joe.”

The man stared at her and questioned her.

“Who was it?”

She looked away at the covered window.

“Wayne Taylor…the famous, black footballer for Arsenal!”

Joe looked at her disapprovingly.

“Slut! Did you enjoy it?”

She blushed as pink as her knickers.

“Yes Joe…I admit it, I am a slut and a whore…I love sex…men wanting and desiring me…but I really want you.”

She cried out to him and begged and pleaded with him.

“I’m sorry Joe, I do want you…I’m sorry and I want you back.” 

She teased her dripping soft slit further and more urgently, becoming aroused as she did so. 

“I want your cock up here Joe.”

She kneeled in front of him and Joe did not stop her as she undid his trousers and released his now monstrous, erection. 

She placed her newly painted lips around the tip of his lengthening flesh and began to suck him and whispered desperately to him

“Tell me you forgive me Joe!”

He soothed her blonde mane, stroked and soothed her hair and watched her head bob up and down as she pleased him. 

“What about Mandy and Sally?”

She had no concern for them and mumbled greedily and dismissively about them, as she had his cock in her small mouth.

“They’re just tarts Joe, you don’t need or want them….when you can have all of my undivided attention Joe?”

Joe savoured Katy’s devotion to his penis and held her head fast against it in his large strong hands.

“But I do, Katy,” he chuckled darkly, “I want all of you!”

Joe pushed her to the bed and removed the remainder of his clothes. 

His erection stood out like a flagpole and the girl weakly but vainly tried to protest as if she was still an innocent and mumbled to him. 

“I can’t be like them, Joe.” 

However her panties were off and her thick dark bush and favours were open and fully available to him. 

Joe looked at her and thought about Suzanne; the sisters plagued his mind constantly, incessantly, especially during sex and, as he kneeled between Katy’s thighs, it was Suzanne’s face and body that he saw. 

He placed his cock at the tip of her sexual entrance and the girl held it with her hands and tried to place it inside herself in needful force.

He spoke with cruel authority.

“You’re my whore now Katy…I’ll have you when I want… with or without the other girls…if you are not happy or wish to leave… tell me now.” 

He removed her fingers from their grip on his manhood and lightly pushed its’ hardness until it entered the outer lips of her vagina then stopped and waited for her to reply.

She heard the door open and saw Mandy and Sally watching attentively, as their famous flatmate was lying prostrate and naked with a huge thick dominating dangerous cock about to fuck her. 

Mandy mocked her angrily.

“You’re the tart Katy… it was you fucking another man not us!” 

Katy realised that her ex-friends and partners in sexual crime must have been listening all the time. 

They moved towards the bed and Sally laid her hands on her friend’s breasts and stroked them until her small pink nipples were standing rigidly proud. 

“Can’t believe these are in the papers all the time.”

Katy was lost; the tension and lust from her sex was unbearable as it craved the rest of Joe’s flesh and she groaned in needful submission.

“Joe, Joe just do as you want…I’ll do as you want…just fuck me please, I can’t stand it any longer!”

Sally grabbed Joe’s cock and firmly guided into Katy’s sodden sex and spoke to her calmly and condescendingly. 

“That’s better Katy, isn’t it?”  

Joe could also stand no more discussion; Suzanne’s face was etched again inside his mind, he was empowered by adding Katy to his developing sexual stable and he began to fuck her roughly and relentlessly.

Mandy and Sally watched enviously as Katy screamed and groaned to one orgasm after another and were relieved that they did not have to listen to her raptures any further as finally, she knelt before her master and sucked his wet flesh in her delicate devious mouth. 

The girls stroked her hair as she performed, teasing her as she did so, and Mandy encouraged and complimented her sarcastically.

“This is definitely worthy of a champagne lunch Katy, a good little whore always gets free food.”

Sally laughed at her friends disgrace and joined in the banter.

“Definitely…I think when the modelling dries up Katy you’ve got a new true profession to go into.”

Joe murmured, tensed and came as the girls laughed played and prattled on, smearing Katy’s pretty features with hot white essence and she groaned in sordid relief and remorse at her deviant sexual needs and actions.

She gasped at him wiping her face with her hand.

“Joe you’re a bastard!”

She smiled wryly though, and her blue spheres twinkled in mischief.

“But that was the best sex I’ve ever had! I admit it…I’m a whore… so let’s do lunch…with lots of champagne… I’m hungry and thirsty.”

Joe smiled weakly as he was drained again, and being consistently sexually used abused and spent, became the pattern of his life for the subsequent weeks. 

He had complete control of the girls and took them for his prolific physical needs pretty much as he wanted to. 

It sounded every man’s fantasy but strangely after a while familiarity bred contempt and boredom, and soon the girls began to lose their lustre, appeal and excitement for him.  

He started to allow them to date other men and was surprised that he liked the thought of his stock, as he liked to think of them, being soiled by others. 

His money and gifts ensured that he still had authority over them and it entertained him to see how far he could use it to control his small perverted world. 

On one occasion Katy was due to see a B movie star from America and she had made every effort to impress her date with a low cut black dress and matching stockings and suspenders as she thought it could be a passport to a film career.

When Joe saw her he was aroused, and while her limousine was waiting downstairs, he dragged her into her room pinned her against the wall and quickly fucked her, filling her to the brim with his thick pungent seed. 

Katy was past any protest she just lay back against the hard surface with her panties around her knees and a glorious feeling in her sexual centre. 

Joe would not allow her to change her underwear, just teased and tormented her and laughed at his endless thrilling power and control. 

“If he wants to have you he’ll have to go past me!” 

She stuck her tongue out at him and much to his amusement Katy informed him the following morning that was exactly what transpired. 

The girls accepted their role with Joe without question and never seemed to wonder about the morality of their situation. 

The simple facts were that life with Joe was fun; endless sex, endless money and seemingly, every avaricious, young girl’s dream.

After a few months Joe realised that he had to move out, he needed a new challenge, the girls were his pets, his small herd of fillies but he really couldn’t live with them any longer. 

He had become friendly with a variety of people and through contacts and recommendations he bought a building along the river that had been converted into 20 luxury flats. 

He installed himself into the penthouse and reluctantly, after an evening of champagne, tears shared sex and reminiscences took his leave of the threesome and the small homely flat containing them.

Joe immersed himself in the social whirl of London; his looks, money and growing sexual reputation soon made him popular and sought after and he always had glamorous women around him or hanging on his arm or wallet.

Joe had all but forgotten the three girls in the flat, as his tastes had become more refined; he was now discovering that even the most educated and sophisticated girls wanted a good fucking as well! 

Once they had discovered the size of his manhood the news spread around the circle like wildfire and Joe suddenly was a minor celebrity in the elevated social environment he inhabited.

One evening Joe opened the door to his flat and was surprised to see Mandy, Sally and Katy there; they all looked quiet and sheepish and Joe, always the country gentleman, invited them happily and curiously inside. 

They all marvelled at the wooden floors and open pristine space and he provided champagne and the girls sat together on a large black leather settee opposite him as he smiled endearingly at them.

“What can I do for you ladies?”

Mandy spoke first, her legs were still long and lithe but her face was reflecting her lifestyle; she looked a little tired and weary. 

“We’ve got no money Joe,” she gasped in confession, “we can’t pay the rent!”

Joe spoke with incredulity.

“But I left you loads, what happened?”

Sally spoke with bile and bitterness.

“Men, fucking men! We’re forever being screwed, one way or another!”

Katy whispered to him, the page 3 confidence had disappeared from the girl he once knew, and Joe recalled that he had not seen her in the papers for some time.

“We were happy with you Joe.”

Joe sat in a chair opposite them, looked at the young attractive girls and he secretly relished the situation; his fillies were returning to the fold,  they needed stabling, his professional care and attention.

But he shook his head and spoke as he thought out loud.

“It can’t go back to how it was girls…I’ve moved on from then.”

The girls looked around the apartment, at him and his lifestyle and realised that they had little to offer the man and more. 

Katy murmured in the utter helplessness of her situation.

“We understand Joe, but we’re desperate, we want you to look after us.”

Joe scratched his chin as if in the horns of a dilemma and looked at the miniature quaint model of his building on the marble table beside him.

His brown eyes flashed and glowed with sudden inspiration. 

“I do have one flat available…do you want it?”

The women all screamed excitedly and chorused together.

“Do we? Yeah…”

Joe stroked his head and his hair that was short now, immaculately trimmed and cut to perfection as if he was a refined and educated banker in the golden mile.

He spoke as he mused.

“There is a small catch….these are expensive apartments.”

Sally replied as if for them all

“Anything! What?”

He focussed his cool spheres on them and his gaze or intensity did not alter for a second and he smiled, as if he were a fox and they, innocent plump hens.

“I will expect you to perform favours for my friends as I want!”

Mandy shot up from her chair as if she had been hit by electricity and, in indignation, stormed at him. 

“Be prostitutes? Never! Never!” 

She went to leave but Katy grabbed her hand firmly and anxiously. 

“Think Mandy…We’re giving it away for nothing as it is! What’s it got us? Nothing, but trouble and debt! Joe knows what he’s doing; we’ll be safe and looked after with him.”

Joe addressed them and took charge as if he knew what they wanted and required; they needed stabling and looking after and he could tell.

“That’s true girls…There will be money as well, escorts are a big business, you don’t necessarily need to have sex unless you want to…or I ask you to!”

His devilish eyes flashed and gleamed in passion.

“You can keep any extra cash that you charge.”

The girls sat shocked until Mandy raised her eyes and smiled as her body relaxed into submission.

She was strangely relieved and pleased although she was not completely sure why.  

“OK Joe, I’m in…”

The other girls nodded and Joe was delighted and poured them each a tall glass of the finest pink champagne.

He raised his crystal glass and smiled wickedly.

“To our success.” 

They all clinked glasses with him and laughed; it was safe and comfortable with the man, just like old times and they felt weirdly secure and happy.

Joe had the girls installed within a week and he quickly began to use them for friends and favours. 

They performed an escort service, sex on demand and contracts that had been held up, and business deals that his friends thought in jeopardy, suddenly came right. 

The girls were delightful, natural, popular, and as the demand for their services increased their wages soared and everyone involved was content and satisfied with the arrangement.

The word spread and Joe soon became inundated with offers from other girls wishing to join his successful and growing company. 

One by one the flats that he’d let on a short-term basis were filled with his new girls and Joe, after installing a secret surveillance system spent many evenings luridly watching his girls perform their various duties and his money growing and escalate to levels that were beyond his understanding or appreciation.

It was all mad, crazy and mad! 

Joes’ golden rule for Joe was that he had any new girl that he employed, and often screwed applicants for fun. 

The more innocent they appeared at first the more whorish they eventually became, and that was almost without exception.

Glamour, sex and easy money were seemingly something that the young girls that flooded into London each day could not resist. 

No one ever refused him; he was king of his domain, a social and business success but sadly as the months passed, he strangely and ironically, became more and more unsettled and discontented.

Life however went on, it twisted and turned and soon it had been nearly 3 years since he’d left the manor and although he enjoyed his achievements, hardly a day did not pass when he did not think about the place or the people that he had left behind.  

He’d kept in touch with his mother discretely but never told her about his new found wealth and fortune; he provided her with some small luxuries that she’d always wanted but knew that she would have wished for no more. 

She was happy as she was, and Joe had enough sense not to change things too much for her; she would not have thanked him for it.

He often envied her; he knew that at heart he was still a country boy and he constantly yearned for the simple life he once used to know.

Joe also thought about the sisters, Suzanne and Verity, they still haunted and tormented him even now, in his memories and restless sleep. 

However many girls he had, or fucked could never take away the desire and lust he had for them. 

These devilish girls were entwined in his past and his present, their influence on him had fatefully changed his life, however unwittingly, forever!

A buzzer sounded and after a brief conversation Joe pressed a button, sat behind his large walnut desk and waited for his guest to enter. 

A tall beautiful oriental girl with striking long black hair knocked lightly and then walked elegantly over to him, and after shaking his hand in an extremely polite and gentile fashion, sat on the leather chair opposite him.

She addressed him quietly in broken English and a high pitched childish voice.

“I’ve tout about your opposition to joi Jow, bu I no too appy wi te contact.”

Joe just stared at her, enjoying her unique take on the English language and let her continue but his eyes were taken inadvertently by an advert in the new Country Life magazine he’d just opened. 

‘The Manor’ it read, ‘Reduced for quick sale’.

Joe blinked and looked again, instantly dialling the local agent’s number; it was his manor being offered. His manor!  

His guest did not realise that he was distracted and continued her wailing and unusual diatribe with him

“I no le you fuckkee me when you want,” squealed the girl, “I’m a student, jus need some monee… I no a bad girl!”

Joe ignored her, listening intently into the phone and did not notice as she got up from the chair and walked towards the door.

She looked back at him suddenly and dramatically.. 

“I go now, this contact no good!”

The girl realised that the man was unconcerned with her theatrics and hovered by the door in confusion as if contemplating the situation then she suddenly smiled, and waved her arm animatedly

“Yu velly good negotiator, I le you fuckee me when you want...OK?”

Joe pushed the three page simple agreement towards her, pointed to where he wanted her to sign and she walked over to it and scribbled her name on the appointed line. 

Joe motioned her to remove her clothes and she quickly took off her green suit and black underwear as he listened in frustration to the phone still ringing at the agent’s office he had just dialled. 

Joe motioned her to remove his trousers and she did so expertly, gasping when she saw the size of his male appendage. 

“It’s werry beeg meestre Jow!” 

She stood astride him athletically and Joe watched as she lowered herself onto his hard flesh and let her fine, black trimmed, delicate fine folds of flesh consume his manhood.

He knew his customers liked and appreciated petite, innocent oriental flesh and the girl would do well for him. 

His attention however was captured by the phone being answered in the Agent’s office he had dialled and he spoke with urgency ignoring the girl jumping up and down on him eagerly and energetically.

“Hello…The Manor…Yes…How much? £5 million…OK…It’s mine… Mr…Hammell, no negotiation I’ll pay the asking price. My solicitors will be on in the morning….my name is Joe Hampton. The condition of the sale is …that no one is to know who the new owner is!”

He heard confirmation on the other end of the line and after a couple of further questions Joe placed the receiver down and placed his hands on the bottom of the girl, aiding her thrusting up and down on him. 

“What’s your name?” he queried.

The girl replied breathlessly as if lost in her lewd, lustful, youthful, sexual obligations.

“Gito…Meester Jow.”

Joe looked at her dark thick pubic hair and chuckled quietly to himself. 

“Well you look like Suzanne to me!!”

He chuckled at his jest then laughed raucously until the girl climaxed and collapsed on top of him splaying her long black hair on his chest.

He was buzzing with energy and life and addressed her with excitement, humour and wild vigour.

“Welcome to life as a whore Gito!” 

She nodded her head in meek acceptance of her new work and he sat excitedly as she sucked his erection until her pretty face was covered with his semen.

He relaxed back in his soft leather chair and mumbled to her and he stroked her silken skin and naked body. 

She had a glistening coat and would make a wonderful addition to his fillies.

“Good… Gito, thank you, today has been a good day, a very good day indeed!”  

The girl lay on the floor beside him, as if gathering her energy to recover and spoke respectfully in admiration of him.”

“Yu werry stwong meester Jow, I go now, will move een nex week, I am at yur serwice meester Jow.”

Joe nodded at her as she bowed deferentially, grabbed her clothes, dressed hurriedly and left in an oriental flash of green!

He closed his eyes tiredly and muttered to himself about life.

“Women were all the same, however they sounded, they were all the same!” 

He felt sleep begin to capture him and he settled in his chair and dreamed happily but disbelievingly about the country, the horses, the sisters and the manor he was just about to acquire. 

It took just three days for Joe to legally organise all the paperwork for the purchase; his money and his influence made doors open extremely quickly. 

He discovered that the former employer and master of the hunt had escaped to Brazil as the Inland Revenue, were chasing him for fraud and tax evasion. 

Joe had no information on Verity and Suzanne and assumed that they had followed their family abroad and out of harms way.

His mind always dwelt on their treatment of him; they were burned into his psyche and even though it appeared he could have any girl he wanted, the sisters were always still a clinging on-going obsession. 

He marvelled at the change of fortune for him and his former employers and it swelled his chest with pride to think that he would soon be lord of the great estate.

Joe wondered if anyone would recognise him as he nervously drove his Bentley along the rutted road up to the main manor house. 

The agents had arranged interviews for him with all the former workers and Joe re-employed most of them without the need for a formal conversation. 

The few people he did see did not recognise him; he was well dressed, mature, confident and suave with an air of confidence and arrogance that only the extraordinary experiences of the last few years could have built.

By the end of the day the Manor House had a full complement of staff and Joe was about to pour himself a brandy and relax when the phone rang shrilly beside him. 

Jonathan the new butler addressed him politely.

“Miss Verity and Miss Suzanne, the charming daughters of the former owner would like to see you sir? If that is possible sir?” 

Joe caught his breath he had no idea the girls were still here; he pushed his chair back into a shadow in the room and barked his order into the mouthpiece. 

“I will see Miss Suzanne first.”

The girl knocked and strode in with poise and assertiveness; she was dressed in a mid-length patterned dress and had hardly aged at all; she looked at him with her clear hazel eyes and showed no sign of recognition as she stood in front of his darkened desk and addressed him.

“Good evening sir.”

Joe disguised his voice as best he could and replied quietly.

“What can I do for you miss?”

The girl stroked her long dark hair using all of her obvious charms. 

“My horse is still here sir, I wish to stay and tend him if at all possible sir…and the stables as well…if you’ll let me?”  

Joe looked down professionally at his manifest before him. 

“Would that be Beauty? I think the horse belongs to me now young lady.”

Suzanne blushed in frustration and vexation; begging did not come naturally to her.

“Yes I know sir, I meant to say he was mine but I want to stay at the manor so I can tend him and ride him…sir.”

Joe shuffled some papers in front of him as if he was checking some documents.  

“Mmm, Suzanne is it?”

The young girl nodded politely.

“Yes sir.”

He looked at her but she could not see him clearly in the unusual shades of darkness in the room.

“I’ve done some research on all the owners and staff and it appears that you were somewhat promiscuous when you were the young lady of the manor.”

The girl looked at him as though she had been slapped, and spoke in explosive anger and fury to him. 

“That’s got nothing to do with you!”

Joe enjoyed and revelled in her discomfort. 

“But I am the new master; I don’t know if I want girls of ill repute working for me… you may start screwing all the stable-boys?”

He looked at the papers again. 

“Yes…you’re certainly a whore!” 

He smiled inwardly although he did not show it and he expected her to leave the room as any lady would. 

But the girl remained calm and still, with her head bowed, and Joe began to gain confidence with her and began to control and master the girl with his words.

“I need to have power and full authority over you if you want to stay; you are certainly an attractive filly”.

Joe scribbled a note on some headed paper. 

“If you wish to stay and tend my horses then you have to sign this.”

She spoke breathlessly.

“What is it?”

He savoured his rising power and the rush of primeval energy surging through him and explained his devious demands.

“It says as long as you are at the Manor and in my employ then your body belongs to me to do with as I please.”

She gasped at such outrageous audacity.

“What will that make me?”

Joe shrugged in the hidden darkness.

“If you are going to have the pleasure to ride my horses, young lady then… I am afraid, that I am going to have the pleasure of riding you!”

Suzanne picked up the paper and threw it onto the floor in disgust. 

“I’ll never sign this it would be giving you the rights to have me…fuck me… whenever you wanted?”

She turned her back on him and pushed her long shapely legs until they were standing beside the door and suddenly began to wail and cry in lamentation as if that alone would solve her problems. 

“But I’ve been here all my life; I just… want to ride my horses!”

Joe had no sympathy for her; he had left it at the manor and in the stables so many years before and spoke to her with not a trace of compassion.

“Then you know what you have to do, sign it or leave.” 

The girl returned to the centre of the room and picked up the scribbled contract and questioned him with her now, bloodshot eyes that were stained from her upset and tribulations. 

“How long does this tie me for?”

Joe spoke cruelly; he leaned long before that strong horses, needed a firm hand for their spirit to be broken, trained and corrected!

“However long you wish or want to remain here, you have that much free will, but I do take extremely good care of my stock.”

Suzanne was insulted; she wanted to leave, in all of her short life everyone had always shown her the greatest respect and her pride was weighing down heavily on her.

But her desire to stay with her horses outweighed the indignity of surrendering her body to this man; sex to her was commonplace, but her precious animals were not.

Joe threw a silver pen at her and watched amazed, as she signed her name on the empty available dotted line.  

He rose from his chair and stood beside her; she did not recognise him at all and he was just a stranger to her. 

Joe felt his masculinity longer and harder than ever before as he ran his fingers along her cotton covered back and expertly lowered her zip and let the dress fall to the floor.

He then rested his hand just above her naked bottom that was barely respectable with a thin white thong at its centre. 

He stood behind her and the girl trembled nervously as she sensed his erection almost against her.

Joe whispered to her in urgency.

“This belongs to me now, Suzanne, take your underwear off.” 

The girl breathed hard but unclipped her bra then slowly lowered her thong to her ankles before kicking them away. 

Joe ran his fingers over her naked bottom then came around to face her, to admire her open beauty, her body, as it was now so close to him. 

He’d previously only seen it from afar and the fragrant smell and sensation of her overpowered his senses.

He was now only inches from her and he could see her pink vagina framed by perfect wispy dark pubic hair, it was a focus Joe could not resist. 

He touched her belly and noticed how the girl shook and then he lowered his hand to her curly black down and finally to her fine thin sexual lips. 

In spite of trying to feel disgusted Suzanne groaned in base lust as Joe felt her wetness and smeared her juices the length of her crack and whispered cruelly to her. 

“You are a little whore Suzanne!”

The girl just pushed against his finger and Joe slowly unzipped his trousers releasing his monstrous penile flesh.

The girl gasped when she saw the size of it and said nothing as the man pushed his fingers inside her. 

He only wanted to tease her and amuse himself and was not yet ready to fuck her, just yet! 

In an instant one of Joe’s wildest fantasies was pushing her hips against him trying to extract as much sexual pleasure out of him as she could. 

She took his erection in her refined fingers and squeezed it and stroked it and Joe groaned in delectation as she did so.

Joe allowed her to thrust her body against his sticky firm digits, harder and faster, without thought or shame, until she shuddered and shook desperately and helplessly to an orgasm.

Joe came as she did spraying her hands and outside of her lightly decorated crotch in his viscous white deposits.

As she struggled in the afterglow Joe uncoupled his hand from the girl and gently guiding her bottom, pushed her into another darkened corner of the room and smiled at her as if he was impressed with her actions and favours, 

“You’re still a promiscuous little tart!” 

Suzanne was too shocked to reply sensing the man’s sperm dripping from her; she just stood weakly to attention almost oblivious to her aroused, weakened and naked state.

Joe sat back into his large desk chair, re-zipped his trousers and pressed the button on his phone and barked into it. 

“I’ll see Miss Verity now.”

The blonde girl sauntered in confidently just as her sister had; she was dressed in tight faded jeans and a blue halter neck top that left her flat tummy exposed; she looked sensational and Joe’s heart skipped as he saw her.

When she saw Suzanne standing naked in the corner she checked herself sharply and spoke to him in shock and anxiety. 

“What is going on here?”

Joe was in charge and spoke coldly.

“That is not your concern, now what do you want?”

The pretty blonde girl was perplexed.

“You tell me what is going…?” 

Joe picked up the phone in a sudden motion, then stormed and raged at her, ensuring that she was completely off balance.

“If you open your mouth again… I’ll have you evicted…now what is it that you want young lady?”

She opened and closed her mouth in trauma and replied lamely, without a trace of her normal arrogance.

“I just wanted to ride my…your horses sir!” 

She looked forlornly at her sister. 

“But now… now I’m not so sure!”

Joe passed her another scribbled piece paper and the girl read and then threw back her mane of golden hair, laughing out loud and cried out to him in challenge.

“You’re mad…I’m not signing this.”

She looked at her naked sister; she knew that her stupid sibling had put her signature on the document and it was obvious, as was her naked breasts and dark bush visible, even in the shadows. 

“And you’re mad as well Suzanne!” 

She threw the piece of dark paper onto the desk. 

“Never…never, never…in a million years!”

Joe laughed and spoke sharply

“Sign it or leave!”

Verity spat at him with all the bile and hate that he remembered so vividly.

“Why don’t you go fuck yourself?”

Without a further word she threw her haughty head back, swished her blonde mane and walked briskly and proudly out of the room. 

Joe smiled to himself; the girl was even more vibrant than he remembered, she had class after all for not succumbing so easily and he admired her, the more for it. 

He’d not really expected to get any of the sisters, but to his surprise and joy he had one and he walked over to her and watched her shudder and shake almost imperceptibly in trepidation and obedience.

“Do you want to change your mind Suzanne?”

The girl shook her head.

“No sir.”

Joe placed his hand on her soft belly; he saw her eyes sparkle with life and her mouth moisten as his finger lowered past her soft pubic hair and to her sexual folds of flesh and quickly smeared them again with her juices and teased her deliciously. 

“You’re still horny Suzanne…seems those reports about you were correct?”

The girl said nothing but released his male hardness into her hand for a second time and tried to stop her hips pushing against his fingers, wanting the slim firmness inside her again to remove the ache and longing that was building.

They were both quickly distracted in their perversity and jumped together in shock, as the door suddenly flew open in loud crashing abandon.

Verity was standing angrily and animatedly and seemed to shout at them both as if she could not contain herself.

“OK where do I sign? You…Bastard!” 

Joe looked at her casually and concentrated on his work with Suzanne, who by now was moaning weakly. 

The man revelled in the wondrous events that were evolving before his eyes and how he was being able to make both his former mistresses suffer so exquisitely.

He looked at the glamorous girl with the shining golden hair and emitted words he did not truly feel.

“I don’t even know if I want you now Verity…you’ve got such a big mouth!”

The girl ignored him, walked to the table, quickly signed the piece of paper and smiled at him knowingly; she had surrendered her body but her mind had all of its senses and she knew that there was not a man alive that did not wish to be with her. 

“Sure you don’t want to fuck me?” 

She laughed again at the absurd idea of any heterosexual, red blooded man resisting her and slowly removed her top, allowing her large breasts to fall forward.

The girl then removed her trousers leaving only her pink panties left on to cover her precious feminine treasure.

She watched as her sister was beginning to fuck herself again on Joe’s fingers and spoke coarsely to him as her sibling shook to her climax.

“Don’t you want this as well?”

She lowered her panties to the floor and Joe was looking at her blonde vagina, her precious pretty perfect female folds of sex that were so much the evocative middle of his pressing endless fantasies and dreams. 

The girl placed her finger inside her crack, writhed provocatively and spoke alluringly and softly. 

“Don’t you want this sir?”

Joe looked at her and it was all he could do to contain his erection that longed to spontaneously combust and explode. 

He was overwhelmed but had the presence of mind not to allow the girls to detect how energised and excited he felt.

He wanted his revenge to be sweet, perfect, and all to be in his own personal way and timescale. 

He gestured to Verity to come to him, and as she approached them she gasped when she saw the size of his manhood that was perched delicately it her pretty sister’s fingers.

“Put it in your sister’s mouth, Suzanne and imagine… that it’s going to be inside you both soon!” 

The girl was just coming down from her orgasmic high and guided it to her sibling’s sweet pretty plump lips; she was now kneeling down and the dark haired girl pushed it into her blonde sister’s oral cavity until it pressed against the back of her petite throat. 

Joe leant back and savoured the moment, both girls were breathless and Suzanne was already moving her head slowly and submissively against him.

He stayed perfectly still however wanting this terrible, horrible cruel girl to demean and debase herself before him and suffer in complete humiliation and frustration as he had done.  

He pushed against her mouth harder and faster, using her as he would a mere insignificant servant or chattel.

Joe then withdrew from her and turned his erection towards Suzanne and her blonde sibling pulled her to the floor and pushed her head until it consumed the monstrous flesh as she had done. 

Joe revelled in her tongue on his penis and spoke sharply in challenge to them.

“Do, either of you two bitches want to change your mind?”

The girls shook their heads and Verity whispered in wonder. 

“No you…fucking, asshole!” 

Joe instructed Suzanne commandingly.

“Bring me off!”

The girl kneeled down firmly and began banging her head and dark hair in abandon crazily, against the wonderful hardness inside her mouth.

Joe moaned in pleasure and exultation. 

“You’re both my fillies now!” 

He held his body rigid and pulsed and flushed and came in her oral cavity soaking her with his voluminous seed. 

Joe let his fingers reach down to her Verity’s blonde wet slipperiness and had her coming with just a few flicks of his expert fingers.

Both girls were trembling, soaked with sweat, and Joe took hold of their heads and pushed them both down to his cock again. 

“Suck it girls and by the way have a good look whilst your down there and ask yourselves…is it familiar?”

Joe stood vertically proud and erect as both Suzanne and then Verity started to perform oral sex deliciously slowly on him.

The dark haired girl whispered in admiration. 

“It’s so big.” 

Verity murmured in faint recognition …between mouthfuls. 

“It is familiar….”

Suzanne had the tip of it in her mouth and mumbled and garbled as she groaned and murmured in foul perverted pleasure. 

“I’ve only ever seen one cock remotely like this before and we’ve seen a lot sis!” 

Verity giggled at her sister’s admission and was licking his balls deliciously; Joe sensed he was near to the edge and spoke to them quietly as if he wanted them to work the fantastical irony of the situation out themselves.

“Yes… that was just a scummy stable-boy wasn’t it?” 

She suddenly stopped but Joe held her head until her mouth was next to her sister’s on the tip of his erection. 

“Oh my God,” she gasped in horror and disbelief, “It’s Joe… Joe…”

He grimaced and exploded his sperm all over the faces of the shocked kneeling girls covering them with his sticky, slimy, white essence and smiled at them in triumph, victory and indisputable, undeniable, unbelievable pleasure.

“Yes the stable boy is back, and he now owns the Manor, the farm, the stables, the horses and…now…both of you!”

The girls fell back onto the floor shocked and silent; Joe towered over them did up his trousers and looked at their helplessness and nakedness and spoke to them in superiority and condescension. 

“Not such ladies now girls!”

He commanded them as they shivered and trembled in the trauma of it all.

“Stand up!” 

Instantly they were on their feet with their bodies on display and their arms flat and obediently by their sides.

Verity looked at him in bemusement.

“How? How?”

Joe was cool and cold, his experience of recent years coming to the fore.

“That is not your concern, if you want to leave, leave now because these belong to me as long as you stay.” 

He placed a finger inside the vaginas of both girls and smiled broadly in satisfaction when he felt just how wet and turned on they were both still were.

Suzanne started to breathe heavily again and Joe stopped, wishing her to remain unfulfilled as he had done so many times. 

“I take it that you’re staying and wish to take your morning ride as normal… I will prepare the horses for you…it will be my pleasure.

The girls blinked at him in confusion as he continued.

“Then I want you to spend the ride knowing that when you return I will be taking you into the barn and fucking the very asses off each of you.”

They groaned in capitulation then collapsed and dropped down onto the floor in a heap in overwhelming and on-going disbelief.

He returned to his chair and pressed a button, a maid came into the room, trying not to look surprised at the naked sisters, and he spoke to her as the owner, the master and the man in charge.

“Nancy, put the sisters up in the blue suite…”

He turned to the naked siblings.

“You may leave now but as long as you are here you are at my beck and call… do you understand?”

Verity blinked and nodded prettily and meekly as if her spite and aggression had somehow flown from her.

“Yes.” 

He replied cuttingly.

“Call me sir…I am lord and master now.”

They chorused together in tandem and unison.

“Yes Sir.” 

They rose and instinctively curtsied together and Joe smiled to himself at their perplexity; they were ladies and whores all mixed up as one.

“Have a good rest girls it’s going to be fun!” 

They grabbed their clothes and half dressed, then left, leaving Joe to his thoughts and the endless pheromones rushing around his system.

He was happier and more elated than he had ever been in his life before and wanted to jump up and down and scream like a child he sometimes still felt that he still was.

Joe wandered to the window and perused his new estate; he felt at home, relaxed and marvelled at the land stretching out delightfully endlessly before him. 

He could not truly believe that it all belonged to him! 

He called for dinner at eight in the dining room and felt his loneliness as the grand wood panelled eating area echoed to his solitary presence. 

He picked up a phone and asked for Nancy, his housekeeper and maid to join him for coffee and soon the girl was nervously sitting opposite him. 

Joe studied her, she was still plain but her figure was firm and her body and mind still strong. He recalled the nights on the hills, the comfort and love he received from her when he was so outrageously dismissed from his job and post. 

He smiled at her and poured her some coffee.

“Have a drink Nancy.” 

The girl pushed the cup away and spoke to him coldly, unsure of his intentions.

She was not intimidated by him as the prettier girls earlier were. 

“It doesn’t seem correct sir, I am your employee.”    

Joe poured her some champagne instead and placed the enticing dancing sparkling glass in front of her. 

“Drink Nancy and look at me… really look at me…please.”

The girl turned her face to her master and studied it and sipped the bubbly liquid as if it was a chore, but not wishing to curry the man’s displeasure.

“I have seen you before sir,” she whispered, “But where…?”

To her horror the unknown man stood before her and in an instant had undone his trousers and lowered his underpants and she was about to scream and run in terror when realisation overtook her and she suddenly cried out in unrequited joy.

“Joe…Joe!”

She rushed up to him, threw her arms around the man and he quickly pulled up his trousers and held her fast. 

“Hi Nancy, it’s good to be home!”

They sat and talked and Joe told the girl his adventures and good fortune; for some reason Joe told the girl everything as if he could trust her implicitly.

He always had!

The money, the whores from London; the sisters he’d just brought into his service, in fact, everything! 

The second glass of champagne had relaxed Nancy completely and she squealed and laughed out loud and was not judgemental at all with him. 

“You have been a busy boy Joe!”

The man was so pleased to see her again, just to sit and talk, it seemed to have been so long since he had relaxed and spoken to someone he could truly be himself with.

To be able to have and enjoy some, normality.

“And what about you Nancy… any husband yet?”

The girl shook her head softly and sadly. 

“After you left Joe I just seemed to go off men…sex.”

Joe opened another bottle of champagne. 

“That’s a shame, you’ve still got a lovely body, let’s have another look girl!”

The girl laughed at him and shook her ungainly head. 

“Joe, you come from no-where; tell me about all your wealth and women and now you expect me to fall into your bed, dream on Joe…”

He teased her,

“I’ll fire you!”

The girl laughed again.

“Sure you will Joe… sure you will,”

The man looked at her, finally he’d been rejected and he felt strangely better, like the old Joe again!

He spoke to her seriously. 

“I understand you not wanting to be with me Nancy, but there is a love I feel for you that I don’t find anywhere else.”

The girl went to him and wrapped her arm around the broad strong, powerful man. 

“I know Joe but you still want to fuck all the women as well!”

Joe giggled as if affected by the situation, Nancy and the champagne and mumbled defensively.

“I’m a stallion Nancy… that’s what stallions do!”

Nancy tiredly roused herself and laughed.

“Well this fillie’s going to bed Joe, I’ll see you tomorrow…it’s so wonderful and great to have you back again.”   

They embraced again and Joe walked up to his spacious bedroom and pondered about disturbing the sisters but then thought better of it; he wanted them to fret and worry tonight about the coming day tomorrow.

He just showered, threw himself tiredly into his bed, it was hard to confine such a wondrous day to history and leave it behind, but it was gone now and he had to.

He hardly heard the door open but looked up anyway to see a figure creeping towards him and he could tell it was Nancy who whispered to him lowly in abashment.

“Just a single quick look Joe!” 

She let her white robe slip to the floor to reveal her rich sturdy body beneath.

She was naked and Joe raised the sheet on the bed to invite her inside and, as she joined him, she laughed at herself.

“I’ll hate myself in the morning!” 

But as she felt the warmth and closeness of his body and the hardness of his erection she knew that she would not. 

Joe had been with countless girls but being again with his perfect Nancy was surprisingly unique for him 

As he lay with her and felt her full body lovingly against him it was different to any of the other girls he had been with. 

Joe knew that this was one person who wanted him for himself and, after making love with her, he slept soundly in the safety and strength of her arms and her passion and adoration for him.  

The sound of the alarm clock disturbed them and as Joe slipped from between the sheets Nancy clung to him and she hissed as she did so.

“You’re going to those girls?”  

Joe stroked her tousled brown hair and she softened. 

“I am Nancy.” 

He confessed almost regretfully. 

“I’m sorry Nancy…I do love you…but it’s something I have to do…I’m a… ”

The girl completed his speech.

“Stallion!” 

She laughed tiredly and the man lowered his head as if he were a naughty child and stared at the floor in embarrassment. 

“What we have is different, but I need…”

She knew him well…too well and again finished his reply for him.

“To fuck those bitches!” 

She inhaled sadly and spoke with pragmatism. 

“Ok… I understand… but if you want me…I mean all of me… then keep it outside my…our house…or else!” 

Joe smiled, kissed her on her forehead then rose, slipped on his old work trousers and shirt and the girl turned to sleep and rest; it had been a full energetic, dramatic night for her and she was still fatigued.

She whispered and murmured to him as he left. 

“Fuck them good, Joe…treat them like the trash they are…see you later.” 

She descended back into her dream world, happy only in the knowledge, that love and fucking weren’t necessarily related.

Joe walked down to the stables and relished the familiarity and the bright spring morning casting new light and rich colours wherever it touched.

He wondered how the sisters had slept given the knowledge that they now knew who owned them, and that he could have them as and when he wanted. 

He prepared the two stallions and it was a cathartic pleasure for him to do so; there was something about grooming horses that was so peaceful, calming, therapeutic and fulfilling for him.

He admired the mounts as they were ready and thought about what the sisters would be thinking whilst riding around his grounds knowing they were going to get the fucking of their lives when they returned.

He was unsure; the girls were unusual and not easy to second guess.

They sauntered languidly into the yard like soft silk as normal at 8a.m; they were dressed immaculately, as normal, in tight beige jodhpurs, black boots, short red jackets and tight white shirts below, and for an instant Joe was transported back to his former life. 

He spoke to them deferentially but it was just a game and somehow tantalisingly they all knew it as he spoke to Verity.

“The horses are ready Miss.”

She shook her blonde mane, bunched it on her head and pushed it into her pristine hard black hat.

“Thank you Joe.” 

Verity had replied snootily as if her world was as it had been before and had to catch her tongue as Joe’s hand patted her demonstrably, crudely and obviously on her pretty rump posterior.

Joe laughed out loud at the irony and absurdity of it all.

“It’s my pleasure Miss Verity…I mean it really is going to be my pleasure.” 

The pretty lady blushed scarlet and his large coarse hand remained on her bottom as she swung herself into the saddle.

He spoke to them in instruction as if to confirm their new status. 

“Go into the stable when you return ladies!”

He focussed his rich soft brown eyes on Verity.

“I am going to be fucking you first Miss… think about it that…think about it a lot whilst your riding!”

He slapped the thick rear hind quarters of the horse hard and it reared and galloped out of the yard with the young girl’s legs gripping it fiercely. 

Joe watched as their pert small bottoms rose and fell on the saddles and felt a rush of blood as he knew they would soon be rising and falling on him!

The girls tried not to think about the fate in store for then and stayed riding later than usual but eventually they returned to the yard flustered, sweaty and terribly, perversely, engaged and expectant. 

They dismounted and one of the junior grooms took their horses from them, and as commanded, they both trooped obediently into the stable and jumped in shock as the door banged shut behind them.

Joe stood by it, his large hand turning the key. 

“Remove your clothes ladies…all of them!” 

They slowly took off their, bright red jackets then blouses until they only had their delicate pretty lace bras on above the waist.

Joe waved them to continue and, not allowing them to remove their boots, made them unclip their jodhpurs and roll them down to their ankles. 

Joe could make out their sex beneath the small thin knickers they wore, and after pushing them back on the fresh golden hay, made them remove their bras and slowly roll their panties until they were around their trousers as well.

They were naked before him, the reality of a thousand fantasies, and Joe felt his erection bursting from the confines of his clothes.

He watched their eyes as he unbuttoned his zip, lowered his underpants and stepped out of them to reveal his massive erect, solid, firm flesh. 

Both sisters blinked and Joe watched as Verity gulped in fear and apprehension; he went over to her and towered above her reclined form.

She looked up at him and spoke in spite, frustration and scorn to him. 

“You can have us… but we’ll never enjoy it!”

Joe kneeled down by her and touched her exposed leg, then her thigh- her skin was so soft- and his fingers glided to her vagina where they lingered at her sexual folds. 

He pushed against them and instantly sensed her wetness and arousal; he let his finger enter her and noticed how her thighs started to part. 

The girl was soaked with her juices and lay back helplessly as he played and teased her with all of the sexual experience he had gleaned. 

Joe brought his cock to her vaginal entrance and watched as it slowly pulled her pink sex lips apart and forced its way inside her until it had disappeared completely.

Within seconds Verity started to buck against him, thrusting her body against this monstrous, wondrous thing inside her. 

Joe watched fascinated as if he was a spectator in his own fantasy, this beautiful young elegant girl, this object of worship was behaving in the basest, crudest way she could to receive her sexual gratification. 

After a few minutes she raised herself up from the floor grabbed his back and dug her fingers into him before groaning to a climax.

Joe uncoupled himself from her and let her collapse onto the golden floor and he turned to Suzanne who was sweating and already short of breath. 

Her thighs were already splayed far apart and she lay back in anticipation and gasped breathlessly at him.

“I am going to enjoy it Joe!” 

Joe looked at her coal black pubic hair and threw himself on her like an animal; he closed his eyes and fucked her with the urgency and frustration that had built up inside his soul for so many years. 

He sensed her climax twice and after an hour’s fucking with them both, when he opened his eyelids Suzanne was laid out like an exhausted rag doll below him, whilst his cock was still hard inside her.  

He released her and she lay beside her sibling, both trying to regain their senses, and to stop their thighs opening and closing in the anticipation and recollection of what had been so deliciously between them. 

Joe had left an imprint of himself in their minds and his thick slimy residue deep inside their bellies.

Joe suddenly saw the girls for what they truly were, called them to him and forced them to kneel before him. 

He stroked their hair as they sucked and licked his dripping cock and balls and their black and blonde heads bobbed up and down as they demeaned themselves completely, without the slightest trace of their normal attitude, arrogance or pride as they served him.

He mumbled in sudden realisation and understanding, as years of anger hatred humiliation and frustration dissipated, as if by magic. 

“You’re just a pair of cheap whores, just dirty stupid whores!” 

He climaxed and seemed to explode his semen all over their breasts, hair and faces and they collapsed back onto the straw in relief, disappointment and knowledge that their sexual ordeal and obligations were completed for the day.

Joe drew his breath, wiped his sopping brow and came back to earth with a sudden sense of reality. 

“I suppose you want to leave now?”

Suzanne stared at him in wonder, stretching out like a lucky lazy cat, and spoke for them both, giggling in wonder and delectation. 

“No Joe, riding in the morning and fucking during the day and night…it’s just too perfect for me.”  

She opened her thighs and let Joe see her soaking vagina, her black hair glistening and gleaming.

She smiled at him and whispered dirtily. 

“This is here for you to fuck Joe!” 

Verity raised her head from the straw and her blazing clear blue eyes burned into Joe’s. 

“You’re a bastard Joe,” she snarled at him, “a… bastard!”

He lifted his thick eyebrows at her. 

“So you wish to leave then?” 

Verity shook her shining gleaming blonde tresses and let them lay again, in the matching colour of the bedding as she felt the flaming adrenaline rushing around her youthful divine form. 

“No you bastard, I don’t.”

Joe stood back and savoured the moment; he had them both! 

The man looked around him, there was something about this stable; it was pivotal in his relationship with the sisters and, as if in inspiration, that had seemed to come to him so frequently in recent years, he suddenly received a brainwave of an idea. 

“You like it here ladies?”

They both nodded innocently and enthusiastically and he laughed out loud in delight and mischievousness.

“Well I just might be able to accommodate you ladies, give you every thing you want!”

He left the stable and the girls directly and returned to his home and office, spoke to his architect and began excitedly to plan a new extension to his recently, blessed life.

Some months later he was sitting around his dining table talking to a large Jamaican man who worked for him, called Danny, after a sumptuous meal. 

They were drinking brandy and smoking cigars and Joe asked him how the London business was doing.

The man smiled, displaying his perfect teeth and his dark eyes glowed and gleamed in intelligence and good humour.

“Were crazy busy boss, the girls are in mad demand, we’re making a fortune!”

Joe’s eyes twinkled, he was a success and as he drew on his Corona he revelled in his impossible good fortune.

He puffed out the smoke and spoke coolly and with confidence.

“I’m thinking of expanding Danny, offering country, as well as town, entertainment.” 

The man sat and listened to him all agog and as he did so, his superior and benefactor confounded and intrigued him further.

“Do you want a ride Danny?”

The man stared at him as if he were insane. 

“It’s 11 O’clock at night, Boss?”

Joe’s eyes shone in pleasure and amusement and he picked up the phone and spoke quietly and sharply into it. 

“Saddle the horses!” 

Still holding his brandy and cigar he then escorted Danny down the now brightly-lit gravel path to the stable block.

He stopped outside the two end stables where building work had obviously just been completed; over each entrance door were the names Verity and Suzanne. 

He threw open the top of each half door and as it swung back Danny saw a beautiful girl in each small space, laid out on a large four poster bed with just stockings, suspenders on and a big broad, friendly, effusive smile.

The cramped area had been expertly refurbished and developed as if it was the interior of the finest hotel in London and beyond.

Joe’s brown globes were fiery with mirth as if he could not believe that life could be so wonderfully, satisfyingly perfect.

“So…do you want a ride Danny?” 

Joe spoke with a satisfied chuckle and, with his aforementioned eyes twinkling as brightly as the glimmering, distant stars far above them continued his delicious invitation to his friend and colleague.

“Take your choice Danny…I only have the finest fillies in my stable!”

The End
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