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Chapter One

I Loved It

◆◆◆

I felt terrified and shivered in an all-body convulsion that gripped my soul and blew fear through the sleazy corridors of my mind. Selling my anal virginity had seemed like a great idea when I did it through an online auction, but when the bids flew past six figures, I feared what I had gotten into.

Mr. Prendergast won, and now, after he sent a private jet to New York to fetch me, I was in his Qatari Penthouse, staring out of the panorama windows at hundred-million-dollar yachts moored in Doha’s Corniche pier—the country’s most exclusive marina.

My heart pounded when two girls dressed like spa technicians helped undress and mount me onto the wooden and leather fuck bench on which my tiny, virgin anal sphincter would be wrecked. I was arranged on all fours, splayed out comfortably in a perfect doggy position with my back arched and ass pointing high, feeling incredibly well exposed.

Dressed in a smart suit, I saw Mr. Prendergast arrive through his front door as a reflection in the tinted window my face was less than a meter away from. He was at least twice my eighteen years of age, absolutely gorgeous with a thick mop of blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and a physique I could lick all day.

As he enthusiastically hopped down the three wide stairs from his kitchen area to the open lounge, his smile calmed me because Mr. Prendergast didn’t seem unkind. He handed a linen jacket to his maid and addressed the nurse who had checked me over.

“Is Annabella ready?”

“We didn’t lube her anus yet, Sir.”

“Okay, let me chat with her first, and then you ladies can grease the hole I am about to enjoy filling up.”

He undressed, handing his clothes to a maid, revealing a body I could enjoy fucking forever, but this was a one-time gig that would only hurt me for a couple of weeks at least. No matter the afterpain, this session would be far better than thirty years of being fucked by a student loan company.

When he stretched out fully naked, I gasped loudly, and Mr. Prendergast saw my horrified reflection.

“Don’t worry, Annabella. I’ll ease my cock inside you very gently.”

“It’s fucking huge, though.”

“Have you changed your mind?”

I gulped, cringed, and coughed, almost choking just from imagining how my puckered hole would tear and bleed. I wondered if my back passage could take his entire monster length and girth cock, but honestly, it was too late to withdraw my services.

When he kneeled in front, I saw the veins standing proudly on his thick shaft, a sign I took to mean he would plow me hard. He smiled warmly, like we were friends, doing each other a favor - which, in a tawdry and disgraceful way, I guess we were.

In my vulnerable position, I grinned affably and nodded.

“Hello, Mr Prendergast.”

“Hi, Annabella. It’s lovely to see you, and I must say, you look even more beautiful in the flesh than in your photos. Please call me Mike from now on.”

“Okay, Mike… sorry, I feel a bit nervous.”

“I’m excited, sweetheart. You are an exquisite prize to be enjoyed, but don’t worry; I know the rules. No kissing, fondling, or touching your pussy… which, by the way, looks and smells divine.”

“Umm, yes, sorry, but I wanted to be specific about what is allowed - what do you mean about how my pussy smells?”

Mike raised an eyebrow and grinned in a naughty but not sleazy way. He winked at me, then stood and walked behind. He clapped his hands, rubbed them together, then, to my utter shame and immense surprise, he gripped my ass cheeks and parted them, thumbing my anal whorl wide open while I gasped.

“I’m allowed to lick, right, Annabella?”

“My anus?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, you are, but-.”

“No buts.”

I quietened and tried to relax. Mike was allowed to lick, finger, or fuck my asshole until he was done and filled my back passage with his seed. Our agreement permitted him only one shot inside me with his cock, and afterward, a nurse would check, clean me up and apply creams before I left for the airport and his private jet.

When Mike licked the ridges around my anal whorl, it tickled and warmed me as my hormones ignited, and I became aroused. His tongue danced like flickering flames across my sensitive flesh, dipping deep inside my back passage where he licked my nerve cluster, forcing moans I never knew could be so loud.

“Lube Annabella now, please.”

When the tapered neck nozzle of a lube syringe slid deep inside my rectum, I felt like a whore and loved it. The sticky silicone lube a nurse pumped deep inside my back passage felt chilly but so refreshingly nice that I gripped the handlebars on my fuck bench and bit my bottom lip, silently willing Mike to bring it on and fuck me hard.

“Are you ready, Annabella?”

“Yes, Mike, send it, please.”

“I’ll never get used to the language young girls use these days.”

I didn’t much care what he said because I was babbling like a fool, knowing I was in for a very hard fucking. It took three goes for Mike to penetrate my anal sphincter with his immense, swollen glans, and when he did, I screamed in pain as a couple of solid cock inches tore my asshole wide open.

My puckered hole seared like a hot poker had slid deep inside, stretching me wide. I gasped and panted wildly, gripping the handlebars until my knuckles whitened. Trembling all over, I felt his pulse through the immense shaft burrowing into my tiny hole, and tears filled my eyes from the physicality of it all. 

“Don’t worry, sweetheart - that’s the hard part over.”

“Am I bleeding, Mike?”

“A little bit, honey. Shall I stop?”

“No. Fuck me - I need this, and I don’t just mean the money.”

If Mike hadn’t seeded my back passage, I wouldn’t have gotten paid, and it seemed silly to give up now, considering my seal was already broken. True to his word, my client eased his giant cock gently inside me while I puffed, wheezed, closed my eyes, and screwed up my face.

“I am halfway inside you. Well done, Annabella.”

“Thank you.”

“No, sweetheart - thank you.”

Somehow, his thanks seemed appropriate, welcome even, but I was suddenly surprised as my back passage stretched wide and nerves inside rubbed pleasantly against Mike’s cock. I moaned, giving away to him that pleasure had entirely consumed me.

“Does my cock feel nice, Annabella?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl.”

With those two words, I ascended to a new plane of pleasure where nothing aside from me, my back passage and Mike’s cock mattered. When he bottomed his cock out deep inside my rectum, my client celebrated with a glass of champagne and a light slap of my ass cheeks. I squeezed back hard, enjoying the fullness and how electrified my whole back passage was.

Mike fucked me using slow, steady strokes, impaling me on an immense cock I started to enjoy. I hadn’t imagined what being filled in my back passage by a cock might feel like, but I started to believe I could really get used to it.

I moaned pleasurably while Mike quickened his pace, fucking me harder and deeper, really opening up my anus wide. The lube application did the trick, and although I knew my rim was smashed and torn deep inside, I felt wonderfully pleasured.

When I screamed, writhed on the fuck bed, and dribbled a messy orgasm on the floor, Mike rode my ass harder, desperately fucking me while I squeezed his cock, desperate to milk out his seed.

The heat of his cum, when it shot deep inside my rectum, was unbelievable, and I loved it, topping off my shuddering orgasm with an incredible cherry on top. Mike slid his cock balls deep inside me, rose onto his tiptoes, and made the most incredible, wild, and ecstatic howl I had ever heard.

I was full of his seed, and even after Mike slid his cock out of me, I clenched tightly, wanting to retain his semen inside me. His nurse leaped in, cleaning my hole, applying creams, and making sure the damage to my anus was quickly fixed up.

Ladies in waiting helped me shower and dress, taking me back into the living room, where I was handed a beautiful crystal flute of champagne and offered a seat which I refused due to the pain in my asshole. It surprised me to be treated so well because I had anticipated being escorted out of a Penthouse side door once Mike was done with me.

On the contrary, Mike must have skipped off for a shower somewhere while I had mine because when I turned around, he returned with a smile, wearing a silk bathrobe. He held a bowl of luscious dark red cherries and offered them to me.

“I took your cherry, so it’s only fair you have some of mine, Annabella.”

“I love cherries.”

“I loved your cherry.”

“Was I good?”

“The best sex I ever had.”

“Oh, come on - get out of here!”

I was shocked when he nodded and looked absolutely sincere. I took a cherry, chewed, and sucked it, spitting out the stone into his waiting palm like a naughty girl.

“I am deadly serious, Annabella. That was the best sex I ever had.”

“Me too - mind you, it’s the only sex I ever had.”

It was Mike’s turn to look stunned, and I giggled nervously. My cat was out of the bag.

“You’re a virgin, Annabella?”

“In my pussy… yes, but obviously, not in my ass anymore.”

“No, of course, but I don’t understand. Why sell your anal virginity?”

“It was a choice between one hole or the other. I don’t want student debt, so I chose the less treasured hole.”

“You’d probably get more bids for your pussy.”

“I know, but I want to preserve that for my husband.”

“You are eighteen, honey.”

“I want to find the right guy and get on life’s journey together sooner rather than later - there is no point waiting.”

“What about having fun first?”

“I can have fun with my husband - marriage is the start of something, not the end.”

“By fun… do you mean an open marriage?”

“Not really, but fun can still be had in the marital bed, sharing and caring.”

He looked confused, almost intimidated, so I giggled, held out my glass for more champagne, and waited for him to make the next move. I stared out of the panorama windows, enjoying the luxury of Playboy yachts, golden sand beaches, and expensive, luxurious penthouses in other towers at the same level as Mike’s.

When Mike came up from behind me, he wrapped his arms gently around me, clutching my midriff.

“Where is all this coming from, Annabella?”

“My upbringing.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have two Moms and a Dad. They sleep together and behave like a married threesome. Each has lovers over; there are many orgies in the home, although I don’t get to see them. My parents fuck a great many people and have a most amazing life.”

“Is that what you want?”

“It’s what I will have, Mike - for sure. The happiness in my parent’s home far exceeds that of my friends.”

“Then why are you still a virgin?”

“Like I said - I want to give that to my husband because he is most important.”

He sighed, and I saw a reflected smile on the face of a man who would make my perfect boyfriend. My anus stung because of micro tears and bleeding, but I felt happy, hormonal, and aroused. When Mike planted soft kisses across my neck, it felt so lovely, like satin daubing my silken flesh with warm water.

“This isn’t part of our agreement, Mike.”

“You are free to leave at any time.”

“And what if I don’t want to?”

“Perhaps we could go out for dinner tonight, Annabella.”

“Do you mean on a date?”

“Yes, please.”


Chapter Two

Billionaire's Playground

◆◆◆

I enjoyed the feeling of having been fucked in my back passage, even though it ached and stung. I felt peaceful, slutty, and very sexually satisfied, almost in a daze. Mike was my first in any hole, and as such, my hormones had settled nicely, tingling warmly throughout my body.

Where Mr. Prendergast had stretched my anal sphincter with his cock, micro tears around the sensitive pink flesh immediately inside and outside my hole had bled, and they felt sore.

Mike knew I felt uncomfortable and had the attending nurse clean and apply more aloe vera and vitamin E oil to my sphincter every hour. It stung a little, but I enjoyed dancing along the precipice between pain and pleasure.

Claire, my nurse, was businesslike but also very pretty when she smiled - a yummy Mommy of the sort I admired on online porn videos while fingering myself. She spoke little; I guessed that was because people around Mike minded their business. 

Mike didn’t watch my treatment being applied, taking no liberties with me. His payment for services rendered cleared into my bank account minutes after he came inside me, and there was no mention of our having had any sex afterward.

He was charming, and I liked him.

I lay on a masseuse’s bed in his apartment spa resting, just having had my swollen, bleeding asshole finger massaged by Claire. She sat nearby reading silently, insisting I lay still for ten minutes after each healing application. Her copy of Cosmo was out of date, so I reached into my handbag and handed her mine.

“Thank you, Annabella.”

“I bought it at the airport on the way. Surprisingly, it is quite boring on a private jet when you are alone.”

“I stole mine from the hospital waiting room. They are always a month out of date.”

We laughed, and the ice between us was broken. I stared at her with my head twisted sideways and one cheek resting on a towel while I lay on my front. She glanced back, smiling.

“What’s he like, Claire?”

“Who? Mike?”

“Yeah.”

“You shouldn’t ask me questions like that, Annabella. I work for Mike Prendergast, and that’s considered a privilege in this city.”

“Why can’t I probe a little bit? We could be gossipy girls, right?”

She smiled at me as though I were a cute child, which, compared to her, I probably was. Claire was in her forties, around my parents’ age, and it was obvious she had lived and grown up and was experienced accordingly. I figured that to her, I was a slutty Zoomer with little of any value to say.

“You can’t fuck around with a man like this, Annabella. Mike knows what he wants from life, whereas you are at the start of an incredible journey.”

“Do you think we can’t mix it up - he’s only a Millenial after all?”

“I’m saying this for your sake, not his.”

“How so?”

Claire stood and strolled around the bed to its rear, carefully prising my ass cheeks apart between an index finger and thumb and inspecting the damage before applying more cream, fingering me gently to work it inside my torn hole.

“Did you enjoy anal, Annabella?”

“Very much.”

“Don’t do it again for a few weeks. Your tissues are badly torn, and every time you go for a number two, use a bidet or wash carefully with warm water. Use antiseptic wipes and the creams I gave you afterward.”

“I will, thank you.”

“Also, if you want to enjoy frequent anal sex, buy some butt plugs of varying sizes and wear them for up to an hour. You must train your anus and back passage to be fucked regularly if that’s your preference.”

“Are you going to answer my question, Claire?”

She sighed and smiled at me. I had punctured the cold exterior of a woman who valued her role in the household. Claire had a pale band where her wedding and engagement rings would be, and I didn’t know if her removal of those was for the benefit of my treatment or as a statement of her availability.

“You are young, and Mike wants to impose rules - not in a draconian sense, but protocols that keep him and his future girlfriend safe.”

“Such as?”

“You can’t drink alcohol unless he is around.”

“Why not?”

“In case other people try to take advantage of you. Mike attends a lot of functions; some are very conservative, where alcohol is not served. You must behave in a particular way here, not because he says so, but because the local dignitaries do.”

“Would people try to manipulate me?”

“Mr. Prendergast is very wealthy and influential with the Royal family. He works directly for the Emir. People in this small country will play politics for high stakes, including manipulating anyone in Mike’s household.”

“What else do I need to know if I stay here?”

“You’ll have a female security guard and won’t be allowed out of this apartment without her accompanying you.”

“That sounds oppressive.”

“Hence, I am telling you not to pursue a relationship with this man unless you can pull up your big girl pants and realize the society here will not yield to him or you.”

“I can be a good girl for the right reasons.”

“Money?”

“No, Claire. Money is a short-term solution to happiness. I like older men, but this environment scares me. I came here to pay off my student debts as they arise. A couple of weeks of pain feels like a better deal than a decade of stressful negotiations for loan repayment.”

“That actually does make sense.”

Her brusque demeanor was shaken off, and Claire smiled, kneeling beside me to better study my face.

“What is it you want here?”

“Is Mike pursuing me, Claire?”

“He asked you out to dinner.”

“It’s only dinner, though.”

“It also means he canceled a private jet, which would have cost seventy thousand dollars to take you home. That’s an expensive dinner.”

“Does he want my virginity?”

“Did Mike ask to fuck your pussy, Annabella?”

“No.”

“Then you just answered your question. My only advice to you, sweetheart, is to hear my caution - girls and women come here for money and glamor all the time. That usually means sex, drugs, and alcohol. These things can be your ally or your enemy.”

“I have one more question, Claire.”

“Go ahead.”

“Do you fuck Mr. Prendergast?”

Claire ignored my question and helped me off the massage bed, handing me a brand-new lingerie set from Agent Provocateur. She stared at me, soaking in my lithe, youthful figure from head to toe while I tore off labels and inspected my delightful gift. The Alyss set was daring, dark, and dramatic—it took elegant floral lace and overlayed it inside a thin, kinky, cage, edged band of glossy PVC.

When I stared into the mirror, I saw a mesmerizing look of pure feminine power with beautifully designed black ouvert briefs and a naughty open gusset, rear peek-a-boo cut-outs with eyelash lace scallop detailing.

Claire was transformed, wide-eyed with an appreciative smile, taking in my youthful beauty.

“You look gorgeous, Annabella.”

“Thank you. If I can draw a compliment from a woman as stunning as you, I am doing well.”

Claire stepped closer, moving a few wisps of hair that dragged across my face. When she leaned in and kissed me, I felt her index finger gently rub my slit, rolling a sticky clitoris through the fresh, lacy underwear I wore.

My first lesbian kiss was an electrified triumph, according to the plentiful hormones that surged through me, warming and eliciting an entire body trembling response. When her lips broke from mine, Claire was in my thrall.

“Will you answer my question, Claire?”

“If you’ll allow me to dip a finger inside you and taste the virgin honeypot.”

“Oh my.”

“Have you been fingered before, Annabella? “

“Nope.”

“May I?”

“Yes, please, but only one finger, and don’t go too deep inside me.”

“Just far enough to scoop out some sweet nectar.”

Another kiss seemed appropriate, and while we tongued one another in the throes of wild passion, Claire slid her finger deeper into my slit, parting the swollen, damp pussy lips that quivered gently. I whimpered, enjoying my second sexual experience of the day.

Her finger plowed up and down my creamy slit until she slid it inside my trembling hole. I squeezed hard, gripping her finger like a pencil sharpener clamping tightly shut. Claire gasped, stared at me in shock, and smiled.

“Mr. Prendergast fucks me a lot, Annabella.”

“And what about your husband?”

“He fucks me a lot too. I like Mike, but I love my husband.”

“Does one know about the other?”

“Sometimes they fuck me together, sweetheart. There is nothing nicer than sucking a guy’s cock while another fills your honeypot.”

Claire swirled her finger inside my hole, scooped and slid it out, raised it, admired the translucent, sticky cream coating it, sniffed and licked, then sucked.

“My word, you taste divine, Annabella.”

“I have decided to stay.”

“Good, but please be careful. Eighteen-year-old girls are a juicy target, especially when they are virgins, and not only for men.”

“Thank you for your help and advice, Claire.”

“I’ll check in on you daily.”

Claire left me alone to contemplate my future. Doha, Qatar, was a billionaire playground with stringent social interaction rules that controlled hypocrisy, containing the secret decadence of a party-filled city while its conservative facade was maintained.

I had no clothes to wear, so I cooly wandered into the main apartment, looking up and realizing it was a three-floor Penthouse. I stood in the middle of the room in which my anal v-card had been taken and saw three men standing with Mike about twenty meters away at a bar area.

They were businessmen, and an impromptu meeting was taking place. While his visitors stood openmouthed, gawping with their eyes out on stalks, Mike chuckled.

“Are you okay, Annabella?”

“Thank you for the lingerie.”

“It looks stunning on you.”

I strode confidently towards him, swinging my hips and ass enough to dominate the room, sharply clicking my fingers in time with my step and grinning. The men looked stunned, staring at my breasts, which benefited from a push-up by the underwired bra I loved so much.

When I arrived at Mike and his standing meeting, I stopped, stared deep into his eyes, and kissed his cheek before slipping my hand into his.

“Are you comfortable, Annabella?”

“I just realized that I have no clothes.”

“Hmm, shall we shop?”

“Do you shop, Mike?”

“I do now.”

He ended his meeting in less than a minute and walked me to a door, opening it into a beautiful bedroom suite. The king-sized bed was made with blush pink and baby blue embroidered flowers on a smooth, perfect cotton duvet with gold brocade lining the tail edge.

There was a small reading area with modern Italian chairs in blue leather, a stainless steel tubular frame, and a glass table on which a selection of newspapers and glossy magazines were fanned.

Outside, a massive patio had a hot tub, flowers, and small trees in huge pots and planters that resembled a jungle. A relaxation bed with a cover and pink silken bolts of fabric wrapped around every pole and cross-member could easily fit four. A view over the same Marina I had watched while having my back passage fucked looked serene.

A walk-in closet looked deep, and the bathroom seemed vast, although I didn’t explore either.

“Is this your bedroom?”

“No, but it can be your oasis, Annabella.”

“And what would this cost me?”

“Dinner, perhaps more, but maybe only friendship.”

“You’d let me stay here if I friend-zoned you?”

“Why don’t we see what happens, Annabella.”

“Okay - well, for full disclosure, I let Claire dip her finger inside my pussy.”

“Did you enjoy that?”

“Very much.”

“In which case, the adventure begins.”


Chapter Three

A Finger In Time Saves Mine

◆◆◆

“Now that you are staying here, would you prefer to enjoy dinner on another night, Annabella?”

“I would, please. I feel a little sore inside, and jetlag is eating me up.”

“If you need Claire through the night, either call her directly or wake me up. She’s staying here for a couple of hours.”

“Okay.”

Mike looked concerned for my welfare, staring at me while I sat on my new bed. I felt comfortable in his presence because he wasn’t pushing me for anything, not even a kiss, which, bizarrely, I wanted to give him.

We were connected. Mike’s semen was still deep inside me, or so I assumed, knowing nothing about the after-effects of anal sex.

His cock was inside my body.

That’s a fucking big deal.

“Are you okay, Annabella?”

“Yes… sorry - I wasn’t anticipating this situation.”

“Me neither, but I am pleased you are staying.”

“Is it because I am a virgin that you are so keen to have me stay?”

“Not at all. For eighteen years old, you are incredibly mature. You also appeal to every romantic, sexual, and lifestyle appetite I have. As you know, I prefer younger girls.”

“As I prefer older men.”

Claire had stayed around, so I assumed she would fuck Mike before returning home to her husband. I felt a slight pang of jealousy as I heard her impatient footsteps outside my bedroom, but I could hardly consider myself as having the right to interfere in Mike’s sex life without being prepared to step in and satisfy him - and I wasn’t quite there yet.

He turned and caught sight of Claire, who waved slightly impatiently. He smiled and waved back, then turned to face me.

“I must go, Annabella. Claire needs to get home to her husband.”

“Go and have fun.”

“You don’t mind?”

“It does feel weird that your cock has been inside me, and now it’s going inside another woman, but I guess that’s no different from how my Mom felt in her relationship with Dad. It’s a new experience for me, but no, I have no problems with you and Claire fucking.”

“Perhaps one day you’ll join us.”

“I hope so, Mike, but I need to get there on my own, and I appreciate you not rushing me.”

“That’s the maturity I mentioned moments ago.”

“Perhaps.”

“I’d like to give you an allowance, Annabella, because it wouldn’t be fair for you to spend the money you need to get through college.”

“That’s very kind of you.”

“We’ll start with ten thousand dollars a week, plus I will pick up any shopping bills you have up to the same amount. By tomorrow, I’ll have your debit and credit cards from a local bank.”

“Wow. That’s a fuck of a lot of money, Mike.”

“The money is yours regardless of our outcome, and you are not obliged to do anything for it. If you want to date or sleep with other guys or girls, it’s none of my business.

“Thank you.”

“Goodnight, Annabella. Our chef works until 10 p.m. So order anything you like.”

“Goodnight, Mike.”

After he left me, I imagined Mike fucking Claire, an odd vision to have, but then my situation was entirely bizarre. Mom had warned me that my sexuality would feel overwhelming once I began dating, fucking, and experimenting. I was immensely attracted to Claire and saw myself going down on her while Mike smashed my hymen and filled me with seed from behind.

Where other girls got advice about their period, my mother explained how to entertain more than one man in my bed. She went as far as teaching me gangbang etiquette and the difference between setting one up as a slut fuck, or becoming a goddess to be worshipped.

At eighteen, I theoretically knew how to do men, girls, couples, and more, but I only had one cock inside my back passage as experience.

Being in Qatar felt like a culture shock because the country had rules I wasn’t aware of. Public displays of affection, alcohol consumption, observance of religious order, and the impact of fasting events were a myriad of confusing issues that I had little grasp of.

I had a well-stocked bar in my room, and while I wasn’t much of a drinker, Dad taught me how to make a few cocktails that I enjoyed. A Bloody Mary was easily rustled up because a large bottle of Big Tom’s spiced tomato mix from the fridge did half the job for me, Vodka did most of the rest, and there was even a celery stalk in the fridge.

Fuck! Mike knows how to run a household.

As I stirred my cocktail and stepped out onto a balcony that was more appropriately described as an immense patio thirty or more floors high, a light breeze caught my dress, billowing it outwards and cooling me.

A spectacular glowing red sunset greeted me. The Corniche waterfront was lit below with promenade walking areas, which had a few traditional street food hawkers every few hundred meters, mostly shaded under palm trees.

An elderly man wearing a conventional all-in-one plain white, heavily starched dish-dash rode his old shopping basket bike across the dual carriageway onto the promenade. He shouted, laughed, and waved at friends who were walking at the only time of day when it was cool enough to venture out of an air-conditioned environment.

Supercars growled slowly up and down the Corniche strip, and beautiful girls in skimpy outfits sat high in convertible cars, waving at anyone who cared or stared. The nighttime glamor of a daytime conservative city gave me a glimpse of what was in store.

I have arrived.      

I slept well, recovering quickly from my anal fucking, according to Claire’s assessment, when she carefully prised my ass cheeks wide open with gently clawing fingers. I had showered, but still, she got uncomfortably close to my anal whorl, almost within rimming range.

“You are healing up nicely, Annabella. Much more quickly than I expected - but then, you are young.”

“I’ll be ready for more cock soon.”

“You are joking, right?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Don’t do anal too often, sweetheart - at least not until you train your sphincter properly and widen the hole.”

“I enjoyed being fucked in the ass, but I want to move on and lose my virginity before doing that again.”

“Mike wouldn’t shut up about you last night, honey. His cock was so hard, and he lasted so long inside me while always thinking about you; I was late getting home to my husband.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s not your fault. He came loads when I eventually milked it out of him.”

She carefully rubbed a healing cream into the cuts around my anus. I thoroughly enjoyed the sensation, even though there was a lot of pain with her treatment. When she pushed her digit inside me, slathering more cream on my rectal walls, I winced at the pain, then sighed when pleasure and my happy hormones surged.

“Do you like that, Annabella?”

“Please don’t stop.”

“Okay, sweetheart. I can finger your pussy as well if you’d like that.”

“Is it okay with Mike?”

“He said we could play, but he’d like to be the first person to go down on you when you are ready, if at all.”

“Did Mike discuss me with you last night?”

“Endlessly.”

She fingered my anus, slathering more cream inside, massaging the soft tissue walls of my back passage while I squeezed back. I relaxed completely, still feeling some aching inside and around my anus, but there was far more compensatory pleasure as Claire gently fucked my asshole.

“Play your cards right with Mike, Annabella. He is a good man, and he really likes you.”

“Did Mike say that?”

“Yes, but I also picked up on how he spoke about you. You are already very special to him, and I think it’s much more than a passing fascination.”

“And you got all of this while fucking him?“

“Trust me honey - the best time to wring the truth out of any man is when you have his cock buried balls deep inside your pussy. Something about them having part of their body buried inside you opens them up like a morning rose in bright sunlight.”

“And you did that for me?”

“I wanted to know if he was playing games with you.”

“And is he?’

“Nope - you are Mike’s real deal… well, as much as you can be after this short period since you arrived.”

“Can you reach deeper inside me, Claire?”

“Okay, but are you sure?”

“I want more finger, please.”

I felt her whole finger reaching deep inside my back passage, where she wiggled around gently, touching nerves everywhere, eliciting a crazy tingling sensation that rippled through my entire body.

“Does that feel nice?”

“Very.”

“Flip over, please.”

Claire removed the condom covering her finger, disposing of it before washing her hands and lubing up her fingers. When I lay on my back, she turned around and smiled, nodding at my legs.

“Open them wide, honey. It works better that way.”

“Okay - sorry, it’s my first time.”

“You have fingered yourself though?”

“Yes, of course.”

“It’s much the same when I finger you. I know what you’ll enjoy.”

She used one hand to peel my sticky pussy lips apart and was just about to slide two fingers along my slit when I held up a hand.

“Stop!”

“Oh my… what’s wrong, Annabella?”

“Umm, do you think Mike would like to watch you finger me? I’m not ready to be fucked, but it feels selfish not to let him watch if he wants to.”

“I think he would love that.”

“Okay - can you ask him, please?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

Claire cleaned her fingers, then went outside to find Mike while I stared at the ceiling, contemplating what my mother would say. I was sure she would understand, especially my preference for older men because my father was twenty years older than her.

When they returned, Mike walked through the door first, followed closely by Claire. He smiled warmly and looked me up and down appreciatively. By natural reaction, my knees flinched as though closing off access to my pussy, but then I remembered how he had already rimmed and fucked my back passage, so I figured there was little to hide.

“Claire says I can look but not touch.”

“I don’t mind you helping her hold my pussy lips open, and you can taste from her fingers if you’d like.”

“Are you sure, baby girl?”

“Yes, please.”

Claire lubricated her fingers, then Mike’s. They stood on opposite sides of the masseuse’s bed, and she instructed him to peel the protective skin pouch away from my swollen, hard clitoris. I gasped loudly, gripped the sides of the bed, and enjoyed having two people working together, wanking me off.

Claire plowed her fingers up and down my creamy virgin furrow while Mike stared at it intently, making sure my clitoris was free for her to brush fingertips against occasionally. His nostrils flared, a sign my hormones permeated his soul through his olfactory system. I wasn’t teasing, but I hoped to captivate him for reasons I hadn’t fully fathomed.

When Claire fed two fingers inside my virgin hole, I gripped hard and proudly. She was the only person other than me ever to do that. I gasped, my eyes widened and at that moment, Mike glanced at me and smiled. She expertly swirled her fingers around inside my tight hole while I moaned, and she collected my sticky cream before withdrawing a load.

While Claire fed Mike my sweet virgin’s nectar, I reached for the waistband of his sweatpants and pulled it down.

“What are you doing?”

“I want to wank you off - is that okay?”

“It’s more than okay, but have you done it before?”

“No.”

“Shall we have Claire lube my cock?”

“Okay.”

I was quickly losing control of my inhibitions, drifting into an indulgent, hazy place where my sexual being was boss. When Claire fucked my pussy hole gently, with less than an inch of her fingers, she forced more cream out, then, to my utter amazement, she coated Mike’s cock with it.

“I’m wanking you off with my lube then, Mike?”

“I feel privileged.”

“I love how you treat me.”

“In what way?”

“Well, right now, if you wanted to fuck me, I would probably let you.”

“I know that would be a mistake for both of us, Annabella.”

I stared at a beautiful circumcision with a lovely, puffy pillow surrounding a very pronounced rim around his swollen, reddish-purple cock helmet. Claire and Mike set about wanking me while I stroked my fist up and down the most magnificent, blue-veined, gnarly cock I ever imagined in my virgin dreams.

I began wanking Mike faster and harder because I was nearing my orgasm. I could smell his precum because his cock was inches from my nose. I wanted to fuck him, but restraint would be worth it - my benefactor knew that and had already taught me an important lesson.

“Can Mike suck your clitoris to help make you cum, Annabella?”

“Umm, yeah.”

Claire’s fingers slid in and out of my cunt, but not nearly deep enough to damage my hymen. I wanked Mike harder, enjoying how his cock throbbed in my palm, much as it had done inside my back passage.

When Mike’s warm, firm lips clenched around the base of my solid, sticky pink nub and he sucked, I skimmed across a cloud of pleasure so intense I almost climaxed right away. I wanked his cock harder, stroking up and down the entire length as well as hauling his loose skin back.

He reached higher on tiptoes, with both legs rock solid from highly tensed muscles, while I squirmed, rising to my orgasm like a tornado gathering strength on an upward spiral.

When I orgasmed, I pulled my head off the bed, opened my mouth wide, and aimed Mike’s tiny slit in his glans down my throat, wanking him as vigorously as I could. I shuddered and growled amid the most overwhelming orgasm I’d ever had. Claire plowed my slit with all four fingers in a row, playing me like a guitar while Mike sucked my bloated, throbbing clitoris, dragging it from side to side.

The first thick, hot rope of his salty, sticky semen hit my tonsils, and I coughed it onto my tongue, where it burned, searing Mike’s DNA into my soul. I was ascendent, amid an orgasm, smacking my lips, tasting my first guy, and loving his cum.

Some of Mike’s seed soaked my lips, but mostly, it went into my mouth, where I collected and savored it on my tongue before swallowing deeply. I couldn’t resist closing my lips around his cock head, and at that moment, it twitched violently as he spilled the last few drops of semen down my throat.

When Mike pulled away, I knew he must be over-exerted, but he smiled down at me with such great affection that I wanted to go all over again and suck his cock from start to finish, pleasing him.

Claire finished wanking me and offered her sticky fingers, which I shared with Mike as we both devoured my pussy cream. I lay back and sighed, in the most relaxed state of my life.

Mike tidied himself and smiled, stroking my face before softly kissing me. Once he left, Claire cleaned me up with wet wipes that she tossed into the bin, meticulously hygienic in all things. She checked my anus one last time, applied another lashing of thick, healing cream, and declared me ready for the world.

I swung my legs off the bed, stretched out, enjoying the trembling aftermath of my orgasm, smiling at the woman who helped me get there.

“Did you enjoy that orgasm, Annabella?”

“It was amazing.”

“Just wait until you fuck Mike every day, then you’ll want a threesome, a moresome, and, well, it never ends.”

“I have a personal question, please.”

“Go ahead.”

“When you got home last night to your husband - what happened?”

“I pulled down my panties so he could look into my gusset, where he saw I had been naughty. It’s a game we play.”

“And then what?”

“My husband reclaimed me, as is his right.”


Chapter Four

Shopping And Other Things

◆◆◆

After breakfast, Mike sprung a pleasant surprise on me - shopping. But, as I quickly discovered with my benefactor, even a simple retail therapy excursion could be spiced up.

I’d never been shopping with a man before, nor had I ever traveled to a mall by private jet. I had been looking forward to checking out the Venetian-themed mall in Doha, Qatar, because they had canals and gondolas, but Mike was going on a short business trip to Dubai, so I hopped aboard a luxurious chartered Gulfstream G650ER and buckled in next to my benefactor.

He grinned at me when I squeaked excitedly and gripped his hand as we took off.

“Have you been to Dubai before, Annabella?”

“Never - is the shopping much better than in Qatar?”

“I think so, but I will await your judgment.”

“And you are sure about coming from shop to shop with me?”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

“Do you enjoy shopping, Mike?”

“I’ve never been with a girl before. I usually step into the mall knowing what I want to buy, get it, and leave.”

“We girls browse because looking great is more important to us.”

“It’s important for men too.”

“It’s easier for men, and you have fewer options from which to choose. Girl shopping is an endless torture of choices. We actually work really hard at it. Take shoes, for example. You only have one heel size; we have lots.”

“Should I be grateful to you, Annabella?”

“I shall await your judgment on that. Only the end result matters.”

I wore flats and a knee-length organic cotton day dress. It was great for every occasion, and I had a few designs in my closet back home, although I only brought one, the cantaloupe print I wore today. A relaxed fit, rolled sleeves, front pockets, and a button-down back meant I could accompany Mike to his meeting in a fifty-dollar dress that nobody would find inappropriate and feel comfortable while easily rummaging through sales rails and bargain buckets later.

“If you wore six-inch heels, you’d be taller than me, Annabella.”

“Would that intimidate you?”

“No - I’d like it.”

“Then I will buy and wear heels for you.”

“Thank you, but please, wear and buy whatever pleases you.”

“Pleasing you, pleases me, Mike.”

I knew he melted at my cute expression and big smile because his puppy dog eyes said so. One reason I found anal sex so enjoyable with Mike was the feeling that a masterful man was taking me. I wanted a strong guy, not a bully or narcissist, but someone who needed to be a man as much as I wanted to be a woman.

“I know you aren’t a pushover, Annabella.”

“And I sense you are a good man.”

“I hope so.”

“What’s your meeting about today?”

“I develop property. Mostly shopping malls, convention centers, and stadia.”

“Wow, that’s huge. Do you build apartments and hotels, too?”

“That’s a different type of development, especially apartments and office buildings where you have to sell or lease every unit to turn a profit. I work with pension funds, building civic infrastructure that’s already lease agreed before we break ground.”

“How did you get into that?”

“My mother brought me to Doha when I was four years old. She was a real estate developer, and she taught me.”

“Is she still in Doha?”

“Ordinarily, yes - you can meet her for lunch today if you’d like. Mom is staying in Dubai all week. She will meet us at my offices.”

“I would love to - what about your Dad?”

“He died in Iraq when I was two.”

“Was he a soldier?”

“Yes. Mom never got over losing him.”

I changed the subject back to shopping because the pain in Mike’s eyes was evident, and I didn’t want to negatively impact his morale ahead of an important meeting. I slipped my hand in his and noticed he squeezed back tightly.

Our flight was a little under half an hour, but Mike told me that it would have taken seven hours if we had driven across the border into Saudi Arabia and then through the UAE. After landing, we were whisked through VIP immigration so quickly that I hardly noticed until we ended up in an S-Class Mercedes stretch limousine on our way to Mike’s local offices.

I noticed Mike’s tension rose the closer we got to his offices. Traffic was heavy, so we were waylaid, but that didn’t matter because he said the other parties were also running late. His fingers trembled in mine, and I suddenly realized we were in a high-stakes corporate game that I hadn’t noticed creep up on him, manifesting anxiety.

“I don’t understand this deal you are doing today, Mike, but I can tell you are stressed out about it.”

“Sorry - it’s been a year of hard work, and the land sale comes down to this meeting with the Prince.”

“Is he likely to say no?”

“That depends on how much silver I cross his palm with.”

“Oh… I see.”

“It’s how things work here, Annabella.”

“I understand, but he will notice you are anxious and probably play on that.”

“Like I said - I have a lot riding on today.”

Mike stared out of the heavily tinted windows. Without that almost blacked-out glass and the powerful air conditioning flow into the limo’s rear seats, our inner sanctum would quickly become intolerable through excessive heat.

The traffic was going nowhere fast, and I wanted to help, so I leaned toward Mike, slipped my hand into his crotch, and rubbed a flaccid cock that stiffened quickly. His head almost snapped off when his neck rocketed around, and my benefactor looked surprised.

“What are you doing, Annabella?”

“I want to relax you.”

“But I thought-”

“It’s not fucking, and the way I see it, there are a few bases that need to be covered first before we get there. Could we play and have fun on the way?”

“Are you sure?”

“Never more so, sweetheart.”

I unbuckled Mike’s belt, slipped out his single button, and unzipped the fly. I had seen his cock before and loved its aroma and the excited, trembling feel in my fist as it throbbed. After I fished his enormous erection out of his boxer shorts, I slid onto the floor before him, kneeling like I was praying. The carpet was thick, and I felt comfortable resting all my weight on my kneecaps.

A very wanton, submissive schoolgirl feeling I needed was accessed, and I shivered with hedonistic delight.

“I won’t sell you my virginity, Mike - I’ll give it to you if things work out between us.”

“How do you define that?”

“There must be love between us for a long-term relationship to survive, but also, I want to fulfill a purpose in your life, as you must in mine.”

“Is that what you are doing right now?”

“I hope so.”

I stared into his eyes and saw the sparkle of love’s first beguilement. Although I was eighteen, like most teenage girls, I watched romantic movies and box sets, read books, and, to my slight shame, viewed PornHub. I had also observed the love shared between two mothers and my dad, so I knew the signs of when someone caught feelings.

Mike’s cock was hard, thick, long, and with a creamy head that looked appetizing. I licked my lips, grinned up at my lover, and prepared to make him cum in my mouth.

“You have a beautiful circumcision, Mike.”

“That was Mom’s decision, and I am glad she had it done.”

“May I begin?”

“You never need to ask, Annabella.”

“Thank you.”

I slid my fist slowly along his gnarly cock shaft, passing my fingers over tight, ridge-like wrinkles and bloated veins. I lifted his cock and admired the engorged urethra that would soon feed Mike’s salty load down my throat, something I had already enjoyed once today.

“I really want you to cum in my mouth again.”

“I enjoyed it so much, Annabella.”

“Well - here goes.”

I suckled gently on one of Mike’s balls, enjoying pressing my lips hard enough to feel the soft stones inside his wrinkly sacks. I pulled gently; he moaned lasciviously, and I grinned, pleased with the power I had over him.

When I gripped the base of Mike’s shaft tightly and slid my flattened tongue along his bloated urethra from his balls to the salty precum-loaded cock head, something inside me screamed for more.

I was precisely where I wanted to be, doing exactly what made me happy. When I slipped Mike’s whole, sticky cock head into my mouth, closed my lips, and sucked, my thoughts melted into a decadent haze, and somehow, my benefactor’s salty precum calmed me.

I swirled the warm, salty seed around my mouth, enjoying a burning sensation that ripped across my tastebuds. A mild chlorine smell didn’t bother me and was expected because I had read extensively about oral sex and what to expect and enjoy from the ejaculations of male lovers.

I sucked hard, concaving my cheeks deeply, drawing more sticky cream out of the tiny slit on my benefactor’s cock head. Once I had exhausted his immediate supply of precum, I slid my lips as far down Mike’s rock-solid cock as I could reach until I gagged.

For years, I had practiced managing my gag reflex using a toothbrush, my finger, and even a banana, but Mike’s cock head was simply too thick and swollen for me to cram into my throat. I knew the majority of his pleasure nerves were packed into a swollen glans that Mom had arranged to be unsheathed, so I focused on fucking that with my lips while wanking the base of his cock and licking the banjo string underneath from side to side.

Mike loved my blowjob technique, cupping my head in the palm of one hand, making no attempt to force my pace. I settled into a routine, basically wanking, or fucking his cock with my mouth and hand. He moaned and tensed every muscle, enjoying my head bobbing up and down in his lap.

I rolled my head from side to side on each stroke, alternating the angle by which Mike’s cock penetrated my mouth. When I released my grip and placed both palms on his knees, then plowed my lips quickly up and down his shaft, I noticed we were moving through the traffic again.

“We will arrive soon, Annabella.”

“So will you, honey.”

I sucked him hard and fast, slurping, lip popping, and staring up, begging my benefactor to shoot his load down my throat. When Mike looked back lovingly, and his puppy dog eyes swelled, I knew he would cum soon.

I gripped the base of his cock again, wanking him using short, sharp jerks, sucking hard, powering my lips up and down his veiny shaft. When he came, the twitch of his shaft surprised and delighted me.

A rope of warm, sticky, salty seed splashed down my throat, and I choked, swilled, and swallowed, catching the next shot on my tonsils. I kept wanking and sucking Mike’s cock, despite getting a few drops on my lips and cheek, but I didn’t care because the only thing that mattered was his preparedness for a crucial meeting.

“We are here, Sir.”

“Oh fuck!”

I giggled, easing myself back into my seat while Mike struggled with his pants as our driver slipped into a VIP valet parking slot outside a large office tower.

“Your Mom is here also, Sir.”

I licked my lips, enjoying the final few drops of Mike’s salty seed while a parking attendant opened the door, and my benefactor got out, helping me before turning to hug his Mom. She was beautiful, somewhere in her late fifties, and a real head turner, with a slender figure, gorgeous straw blonde hair, and piercing blue eyes.

She smiled at me, waiting to be introduced.

“Mom, I’d like you to meet Annabella.”

“Call me Jessica, please, Annabella.”

Jessica stepped forward with a genuine smile and kissed me on the cheek. I felt my oral sex faux pas before seeing her shocked expression and knew what had happened immediately. My worst fear was confirmed when Mike’s Mom smacked and then licked her lips.

She obviously knew what semen tasted like, stared at my cheek, and saw the stain of my shame - a bead of my benefactor’s cum that she had acquired due to my lack of time and experience in cleanup.

Her shock was fleeting, and Jessica clearly didn’t want her son to know what had just happened, so she slipped her arm through mine and dragged me away, following Mike.

“We shall never speak about this, Annabella.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“Forget it - I am just glad you had the foresight to prepare my son for this meeting.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m positive, and also, I am pleased my son tastes healthy.” 

“He’s very healthy.”

“Good girl - now let’s support him in this meeting.”


Chapter Five

A Mother's Duty

◆◆◆

Mike was suddenly consumed with getting his business deal done, and I saw a ruthless, calm, and highly effective businessman transformed from the man whose semen still burned my lips and tongue. The fact his mother had tasted the hot, salty load I swallowed screamed at my soul as I wrestled with blame.

Was it her fault?

Was it my fault?

Jessica grinned confidently at me as though I should do the same. It was part of the corporate act, and I learned fast, mimicking the intense woman I just met. While we ascended in the elevator, she licked her lips and giggled, teasing me. I felt worried that a sexual boundary had been crossed, albeit accidentally, and that Mike was unaware that his mother and I shared a tawdry secret.

Maybe he knows.

Oh my god, has Mike fucked his Mom?

While quaking in my flat shoes, I held Mike’s hand gently and felt surprised when Jessica slipped her hand into my free one on the other side. She rubbed my fingers comfortingly like a mother would for her daughter when going for a worrying doctor’s appointment.

Mike’s offices were far more extensive and luxurious than I had imagined, taking up the entire penthouse floor of the office building. I saw at least two dozen people working behind desks or busying themselves, rushing along corridors, entering meeting rooms, or grabbing a drink from a water cooler.

Heavily tinted windows that dialed down powerful sunlight, excellent air-conditioning, impressive tree plants in large planters with soil covered by green pebbles, and original oil-painted artwork on walls with marble floors and expensive office furniture confirmed Mike understood the impact of quality.

As he strolled confidently through his empire, men and women greeted him, nodded, smiled, or waved - they all seemed to have genuine affection for their boss. Jessica retook my arm and veered me into a side corridor, leaning in to whisper.

“The Sheikh is at least half an hour away, and my son is busy reviewing his negotiating tactics. We shall enjoy the hospitality room while he prepares.”

“Okay.”

It wasn’t a question, and I had no choice, but Jessica’s tone was respectful and kind, so I went along with it, following her to the end of the hall and through a door into what seemed like a private first-class hospitality lounge. A female attendant rushed over when she saw us and immediately offered steaming hot towels, something neither of us could use due to makeup. Cold compresses quickly followed, applied to our necks, and that helped relieve some of the excess warmth I felt.

Modern, Italian-styled coffee tables were scattered around the room. They featured light green flecked marble tops supported by granite bases, with single brushed brass columns providing sophistication to the design. The room catered for up to a dozen guests, evident when I counted the seating space offered by deep-cushioned leather sofas and chairs.

“Blue and brown leather in the same room shouldn’t work, Jessica.”

“Do you like it?”

“I love it.”

“Good because I designed this room.”

“Is it a staff break room?”

“For my son, yes. Also, for you and me, plus guests.”

“Wow - how often does Mike come here?”

“Not often - now, would you like iced cucumber water, Annabella - we have things to discuss.”

“Yes, please, and oh dear, am I in trouble?”

“Not at all - sit down.”

Jessica wafted a hand towards the chair opposite where she sat. It was so deep and comfortable that I found it hard to clamp my legs entirely shut because I was being forced backward at a slight angle. I caught her looking up the line of my closed thighs and wondered what sort of conversation we were about to have.

When our attendant handed me a glass of chilled cucumber water, I sipped and placed it on a coaster at the table in front. I noticed Jessica stared intently and knew she was figuring out my character, one layer at a time.

“Are you a good girl, Annabella?”

“Whoa… where did that come from?”

“Do you obey your parents?”

“Sometimes not, but that’s not a matter of rebellion and discord; it’s just because we differ in opinion sometimes. I respect and love my parents deeply.”

The answer didn’t displease Jessica, but I could tell from micro expressions she couldn’t hide that she wasn’t thrilled either. I was under interrogation by a mother who wanted to protect her son and his money.

“Let’s try this, Annabella - tell me, why are you here?”

“What did Mike tell you?”

“He said he invited you as an honored guest.”

“Why don’t we go with that?”

“Are you a hooker?”

She asked nicely, and I dwelled on the question for a while, eyeballing her. Technically, the sale of my anal V-card made me a whore, and I needed to decide whether to run and hide from that moniker and, if I didn’t, how much about my financial, sexual trade with Mike would I reveal and to whom.

“Why are you asking me, Jessica?”

“My son is quite serious about you. I know that from his numerous phone calls, babbling constantly about you since you two met. I also saw the look in his eye, and I know by the semen I discovered on your cheek that you gave Mike a blowjob on the way here.”

“I thought we weren’t mentioning that again.”

“Quite true. Sorry.”

I sipped my deliciously refreshing drink, feeling decidedly uneasy as the layers of my young onion-like personality were being peeled away. I shivered nervously, knowing I had put myself under pressure because Jessica did nothing to squeeze me for an answer to her question.

“I was a hooker for one occasion.”

“Did you fuck my son?”

“Not exactly.”

“What does that mean - not exactly?”

“He didn’t fuck my pussy.”

“Ahh, a blowjob then? The one in the car?”

“Nope. That was for free and as much for my pleasure as his.”

Jessica stared at me until realization dawned. She gasped involuntarily, caught her surprise, and hid it again.

“I see. Are you sore?”

“Not very much. Mike was gentle, and Claire frequently inspected and dressed my cuts with healing cream.”

“She’s very good at that.”

In an instant, I knew Jessica did anal sex and understood exactly what I was going through. She smiled in an odd motherly way that mothers probably shouldn’t when finding out a daughter did anal. She sucked in her cheeks, giggled, and clasped a hand over her mouth, stifling her mirth.

“Sorry, Annabella.”

“Why are you asking me these personal questions?”

“I’m trying to establish if you are suitable for my son. He likes younger girls with specific characteristics as long as they are legal.”

“I’m legal.”

“I know. I had a few checks run on you.”

“Wow - that sounds intrusive.”

“If you had a wealthy son, wouldn’t you do the same?”

“Yeah, but-.”

“But it’s all come as a surprise to you, Annabella?”

“Yes.”

“Why are you seeing my son - is it for money, sex, and fun, or do you have a long-term future in mind?”

“You already know about the money. We didn’t have sex yet.”

“Have you offered my son a price for your pussy?”

“I’m a virgin.”

“Men in this city will pay a great deal for your purity. Even more than one million dollars.”

“My hymen isn’t for sale.”

“So anal sex with my son was a one-off trade?”

“To pay for my college education, yes.”

“And who gets your virginity, Annabella?”

“The man I love.”

“And what happens after him?”

“Hopefully, there will be no other suitors.”

“Then please answer my question. Why are you here?”

“Because I have feelings for your son and want to see where that goes. I’m very young, concerned about being here, worried in case you don’t like me, and shaking like a leaf.”

“If you are serious, this relationship you started could go to marriage and babies, honey, which is my point - while that is not a major consideration at this time, it is yours and possibly Mike’s eventual desired outcome.”

“Maybe after some time dating, yes.”

“I’m glad we got that straight.”

I was entirely exposed by an eviscerating mother who would ultimately destroy me if I fucked with her son. That being said, Jessica was polite, non-judgmental, and keen to create an understanding between us. I felt nervous but happy because she helped me bottom out my thoughts as a therapist might but in a fraction of the time and cost.

“Claire explained that I am not entirely safe in Doha, Jessica.”

“You are safer from violence and crime than in most parts of the world, but practically every player in Doha will want to fuck you, either for fun or to harm my son. We’re talking about guys and women.”

“That’s what Claire said.”

“She is a loyal and obedient member of staff.”

“I never saw her as being obedient.”

“Obedience isn’t achieved through bullying or forcing servility, my dear. Knowing that the subordinate will do as you ask when it matters is an important skill to learn and use, Annabella. My son needs a wife who will shower love, affection, and tenderness on him, be supportive to the extent of enacting her inner vicious lioness who will defend him when necessary.”

“I can do that.”

“I also need a daughter-in-law who will obey me.”

“When it matters?”

“Precisely, Annabella - you are a delightful child and a very speedy learner.”

“Can you give me an example of what obedience you might call for, please?”

“Will you go down on me, please, sweetheart?”

“What, you mean cunnilingus?”

“That is the accepted practice in the meaning of: please go down on me, honey.”

My eyes popped out on stalks, and I spat half a mouthful of cucumber water across our divide. Jessica studied me carefully, judging my reaction while my body trembled with sexual tension and anxiety.

My hormones went crazy, putting all kinds of sleazy thoughts in my mind, including a suspicion about how deeply involved Mike’s mother was in his relationships, maybe even his sex life. I desperately scrutinized her face for a sign that this was a joke, but it wasn’t, and gradually, I knew a choice must be made.

“You’re being serious, Jessica?”

“Don’t you want to please your potential future mother-in-law? This would be such a nice way to bond.”

“Yes, but-.”

“Is it stranger than having two Moms and a Dad sleeping in the same bed?”

“You know about that?”

“I know everything about you, Annabella.”

I slipped onto my knees, never averting my eyes from hers, frowning in utter confusion about why I was about to comply with Jessica’s request to lick her pussy. Her knees were clamped tightly shut, but her expression encouraged me to crawl over and part them to see what lay at the end of her silken thighs.

I shuffled awkwardly towards her across a deep pile carpet, surreptitiously sniffing the air, knowing precisely the aroma I caught. Jessica was aroused, and her pheromones were hauling me into a primal lesbian trap I felt incapable of avoiding. What surprised me most was that I didn’t want to escape.

When I reached her knees and stared up, Jessica smiled seductively, but I was already locked into her, especially yearning for the pussy I knew was leaking profusely. I bit my bottom lip, stared at her with a bratty grin, and nodded to her crotch.

“What do you want, sweetheart?”

“May I?“

“May you what, dear?”

“May I show you what an obedient girl I can be?”

“Yes, please do, honey.”

I slid my fingers between her knees and shivered from the sleazy feeling of paying homage to a woman I wanted to emulate. Jessica was kind, powerful, sexually overwhelming, and a pack leader extraordinaire. I was drawn to her son and had caught feelings for sure, but our long-term compatibility and absolute love would be determined by more than a few days together, my aching back passage, and a few sexual games.

“Will you teach me, please, Jessica?”

“Do you mean instruct you in how to give good cunnilingus?”

“That too, but also, how to behave in this culture.”

“I think you are off to a great start, Annabella, but yes, we can become friends and more. If you want me to invest time and effort in you, I would love to.”

“I would appreciate that.”

“So will my son.”

I parted her knees slowly, pressing sideways without resistance. I gawped at her unclad, naked pussy, then glanced excitedly at her.

“Do you like what you see, Annabella? I wore no panties, hoping that we might click right away.”

“You have a beautiful, yummy pussy.”

“Yummy?”

“It looks delicious.’

I spread her knees wider apart while she slid down the chair, pushing her freshly waxed, swollen, glistening, wet slit closer to me. Her hormones wafted through my nostrils, gripping someplace deep inside me that drove a ravenous appetite for me to lick her.

“Have you eaten pussy before, Annabella?”

“Never.”

“Did your Mom teach you how’?

“Wh-what?”

“I understood you have two mothers, of whom I assume only one could have birthed you. The other is fair game as long as you and she aren’t prudish.”

“No… no, we didn’t do anything like that.”

“We can remedy that error when they visit you in Doha.”

I was sexually intoxicated, and truth be told - if my nonbirth mother were here now instead of Jessica, I probably wouldn’t stop. My sexuality was self-evident, but my moral compass was less so, and I was terrified I had lost control.

My hands forced Jessica’s knees wider apart while I watched her tight creamy slit open like a door coming ajar. A sticky, sparkling, bright pink, swollen, and enlarged clitoris bloomed like a damp, tight rosebud, coaxing me in to sniff and taste.

As far as my inexperience could tell, her labia were oversized, like big, meaty pink petals with thin, wrinkled edges that glistened like snowy ridges.

I inhaled, savored, and marinated in her hormonal aroma, which lit me up. As I bowed forward, I noticed how every waxed, hairless pore was soaked with her veneer, like a protective coating that smelled divine.

“Do you notice anything unusual, Annabella?”

“Your pussy lips and clitoris are much bigger than mine.”

“Mine are bigger than most, giving you more surface area to play with. Lick while imagining ice cream and suck like you are drawing goodness from your mother’s teat.”

“Oh my.”

When Jessica gripped her knees and held them wide open, I slid my palms along her inner thigh until the V between my index fingers and thumbs rested in her groin, nestling beside each swollen pussy lip.

Without stretching her pussy wide, I leaned in and ran my tongue along each wrinkled pussy ridge, enjoying the sweetness that seared my taste buds, spreading joy across my tongue, then sparkling onto every soft tissue before firing my libido like a gas well explosive ignition.

I nibbled her creamy labia with lips clenching tightly but no teeth, sucking and licking gently, removing the rich, sticky hormonal cream I could reach, enjoying her sweetness. Jessica moaned and cupped the back of my head, much as my mother did when guiding me in for a loving hug, but this was so different because this older, beautiful woman was feeding me her sweet cunt.

The hospitality suite door opened, and I craned my neck to see who had entered, but Jessica firmly made me stay on task, gripping my head more tightly. I  knew someone was watching me eat pussy so I used my hands to prise her pussy lips wide open and plowed my tongue up and down Jessica’s slit, collecting her honied nectar, swilling it, and swallowing.

“I see you have wasted no time introducing yourself, Mother.”

“Annabella is a perfect young woman.”

“I know.”

“I hope this works out for you both, Son.”

“Me too - at least it already worked out for you.”

“I know what she did with you in the car. I mistakenly got a taste of the end result.”

“Sorry.”

They sounded genuinely appreciative and impressed by me, so I kept licking Mike’s Mom’s pussy while he rifled his fingers through my hair, standing inches away. I heard crockery and a stainless steel teaspoon clinking, assuming the attendant had handed a tea or coffee.

Next, the female server placed a chilled towel on my neck, tapping my shoulder and raking her finger down until it dropped off the edge.

Jessica moaned when I clenched my lips around the base of her sticky, sweet clitoris. It was the size and texture of a baby’s pacifier, so her advice was perfect, having the same calming, wholesome effect on me as the real thing had seventeen years ago.

“Has the Sheikh arrived, Son?”

“Not yet, but he sent a list of red flags, which he said must be agreed upon before he will step a foot out of the car.”

“What did you say to that?”

“I turned off my phone and told the office to stop answering calls until the Sheikh is sitting in my conference room.”

“Good boy.”

“Thank you, Mom.”

“I think you have also discovered a very good girl in this one.”

“I agree.”

I couldn’t believe they intermittently and casually discussed business and me while I gave Jessica head, but that fact drove me to perform better. When I sucked her clitoris hard while dragging its tip from side to side, she lifted her ass high, moaning loudly. I caught sight of Mike’s spare hand holding his mom’s, which drove me wild. My panties were dripping from a gusset that failed miserably to contain my shame.

I squirmed, trying to get a little friction on my clitoris, grinding some excess sexual tension away, but nothing could relieve me from the power of Jessica’s emotional, sexual tsunami that had gripped me. I tongued inside her trembling pink fuck hole while Mike pushed my head further into his mom’s pussy, helping her get more lips and tongue.

I sucked each oversized labia into my mouth, bathing and cleaning them with my tongue, extracting a sweet liquor from each that confirmed to me this wouldn’t be my last foray into cunnilingus. I wanted so badly to kiss, then lick Jessica’s puckered anal whorl, but the idea of doing it terrified me. I wanted to show her I could be obedient under the right circumstances, but I chickened out in the end.

When I knew Jessica’s orgasm was close, I sucked her clitoris harder, brushing the tip in a circle with a firm, adept tongue. She screamed repeatedly when her climax came as a mass of quivering muscles and a pussy that became a dripping mess.

I swallowed her hormones as they leaked like a fountain of life rather than squirted wildly. I slathered her pussy with my tongue, collecting every drop of sweet nectar from her pouting lips and swollen skin folds. 

When I came up for air, Mike tore several tissues from a nearby box, handing them to his mother while helping me to my feet. He stared into my eyes, leaned in, and kissed me deeply before turning to walk away.

“Well done, Annabella. Mom’s never done this with any girl I brought to meet her before.”

“Thank you.”

“I’ll see you ladies in the meeting room when you are decent.”

What Mike had done didn’t register with Jessica, so, just like the semen on my cheek moment, I chose to hold back and say nothing. I licked my lips, enjoying a lingering sweetness while my lover wiped her slit clean.

“I have spare panties for both of us.”

“Me too?”

“How badly soiled are yours, honey?”

“Very wet - drenched actually.”

“I would offer your pussy my tongue, but I’d rather not steal my son’s pleasure.”

“I understand.”

“Let me wipe your slit.”

Reaching up inside my dress, peeling my sodden panties down, and raising my hem for Jessica to wipe my pussy was the single most lewd and sexy thing I have ever done. She cleaned me diligently and snuck a sniff before handing the soiled tissues to our attendant.

Jessica handed me brand new fresh panties, slipping hers on before fixing her hair and checking mine. I felt shocked by my slutty, servile behavior, but somehow, my lover’s calmness made it all feel normal. My family had an unconventional approach to sexual harmony, but what I had just done while kneeling seemed to cross even their social boundaries. 

“We’re good to go, Annabella - shall we join Mike?”

“Yes, please.”

“Don’t look so worried. You proved a great deal to me today. Mike is no vanilla sexual creature, and I am thrilled you aren’t either.”

“I feel odd and slutty.”

“Me too. I fucking love it, though, and despite a conservative facade, the Doha local jet set loves fucking too. Did you enjoy going down on me?”

“Yes - but I wish your son had fucked me while I did.”

“Oh my, Annabella - you are such a good girl.”

I opened the door for Jessica, wanting to earn her appreciative smile. She paused before crossing the threshold, kissing me deeply. Her sweetness and traces of Mike’s saltiness were still mingled inside my mouth, making me wild with more desire and taboo thoughts, but I dared not mention it.

“My son wants an honest girl with traditional values who will stand her ground and tell him what she thinks. You have the character Mike needs, and I approve of you, no matter your choice. You have my support, Annabella.”

“Thank you.”

When we strolled into the conference room, the Sheikh, a very handsome young man, perhaps two or three years older than me, spun around, saw Jessica, looked shocked and melted, running to her like a labrador leaps at its owner when she comes home.

“Jessica - I never knew you were here.”

“Sheikh Salman, I hear you’ve been a very naughty boy.”

“No, but I tried to be without success.”

He hugged Jessica like a mother or girlfriend, perhaps both. I was losing my orientation on what was proper or normal in Doha, so I decided to go with it. She held him close while staring lovingly into his eyes, and I thought a little body grinding was happening.

What happened next stunned me.

“Shall we privately take a few minutes next door so you can go over my knee, naughty Salman?”

“Do you have time?”

“I always have time for you, sweetheart.”

Jessica took his hand, winked, smiled at Mike and me, and dragged the Sheikh from the room. I assumed she was taking him into the hospitality suite where I had given her head, but for what? My head spun.

Mike smiled and hugged me closely.

“My life growing up was not unlike yours. Mom was at a loose end when I took over the business, so the Emir asked her to become Sheikh Salman’s governess for a while. I think she thrashed him, and because they both enjoyed it, that practice has continued.”

“Anything else I should know about your Mom, Mike?”

“Probably, but regarding the here and now, you should probably know that Mom took Salman’s virginity at his request, and most likely, when she returns here, she’ll be carrying a belly full of his semen inside her.”

“Fucking hell!”

“It will make our negotiations a great deal easier, Annabella.”


Chapter Six

A New World To Explore

◆◆◆

When the Sheikh returned to our meeting room, he looked like a joyful puppy fussing around Jessica like she owned him. She grinned at me, patting her stomach lightly to my amazement, which I took as a sign our guest had decanted his semen inside her.

My life felt surreal, as though I were a character performing in some bizarre, hedonistic play that was being ad-libbed from start to finish. I trembled with excitement and fear.

While business was discussed in respectful, low tones, I took in the views from both perspectives the room offered through its panoramic tinted windows. Their negotiation was cursory because after the Sheikh had his balls drained, any desire to press for a better deal vanished with his semen.

But I was learning that due process was essential, and the men would talk until both were happy to sign their agreement. Meanwhile, I was horny as hell, leaking my need to be fucked into the fresh panties Jessica gave me.

As I stared out into the bay at superyachts the size of passenger liners, I dreamed of a future that I had never conceived of until today. While the men talked, Jessica approached me from behind, wrapping her arms around my waist and cupping my stomach.

“At your age, you should be fucked at least every day, Annabella.”

“I feel it since Mike took my anal v-card. My hormones have gone crazy.”

“If you let my son fuck you, he will go at that task with great enthusiasm. I will, too.”

She stroked my stomach, sending flutters into my womb. Jessica was intentionally furthering my arousal with suggestive words, soft kisses around my neck, and caring attention.

“Is this where my grandchildren will grow, Annabella?”

“It’s been a few days. You are being very optimistic.”

“But you are thinking about it.”

“Yes, in a dreamy, what might be possible, sort of way.”

“Are you giving my son your virginity?”

“Probably. I desperately want to, but timing and the conditions for that gift are everything.”

“Good girl - don’t tease or play games with Mike; everything will come to you.”

“Do you think me a tease or cheater?”

“No.”

“Please don’t tell Mike I want to make love to him.”

“I won’t. You must seduce him properly so he stays with you. Wooing is crucial to the long-term health of your relationship.”

“Do you want Mike and me to be together, Jessica?”

“Very much so, honey.”

She cuddled me like my mothers did their real daughters, which pleased me because Jessica’s approval was crucial. I closed my eyes and fleetingly returned to the visions of making love to my non-birth mother. My sleazy imagination was quickly evolving, developing ideas and lewd concepts hitherto unimagined, but then, giving oral sex to my informal boyfriend before licking his mother’s pussy was an unusual series of events.

I leaned back into her kiss, enjoying when she nibbled gently on my earlobes.

“You were always going to fuck the Sheikh.”

“I was his first, so yeah when Mike invited me to this meeting, I knew I would be getting fucked.”

“You take everything in your stride, Jessica.”

“I am an old hand at this game.”

“Still a very beautiful one, though.”

“Thank you, sweetheart. Always remember that when a man plants his seed inside your pussy, whether thinking consciously or subconsciously, he is fulfilling the role Mother Nature assigned him. He becomes deeply satisfied knowing his semen is swimming inside you, hunting down an egg to fertilize.”

“I see how happy the Sheikh is.”

“That’s because his seed has a warm home that loves him very much.”

“You love him?”

“Of course - I helped raise him.”

“Have you considered marrying the Sheikh?”

“He’s asked many times, but I don’t want that for him or me.”

I was settling into a new life, although I did not know what it was exactly. I felt happy and very excited, but I feared committing a social faux pas in a very conservative country. Jessica kissed the back of my neck, sliding her hands down into my crotch suggestively, pressing my mons, eliciting my sleazy, deep-throated groan.

“You need sexual relief, my dear.”

“I know.”

“Do everything slowly in this world, Annabella. Take time to think things through; don’t let anyone rush you. That way, you will make fewer mistakes.”

“How do you know what I am thinking?”

“Because I once had the same concerns you feel right now, but I was a little older and with kids in tow.”

“Will you help me on this journey?”

“Of course, honey. You gave me the best cunnilingus ever - we are more than friends already.”

I gasped because a sleazy thought suddenly dominated my mind. I shivered, and Jessica rubbed my upper arms, vanquishing goosebumps that revealed my vulnerable state.

“Fuck - I am already my future boyfriend’s mother’s lover.”

“That you are, Annabella, and a fabulous compliant lover, too.”

“Do you find me too submissive, Jessica?”

“Not at all. I know there is venom in your bite, but you are restrained, and that is very attractive to me and my son.”

“And what about Mike in all of this?”

“If you ever want to make love to me, I doubt my son will get in your way.”

“Have you and Mike ever. You know?”

“Don’t ask, honey; I won’t ever tell.”

With the meeting over, Mike held my hand until we reached the elevator, where he gently dropped it, knowing that public displays of affection were not allowed in Qatar. It felt a little disheartening, like a signal that his interest and desire for me was suddenly lost or denied. Jessica smiled at me, and I was sure she understood how I felt, so she held my hand behind Mike’s back, where the Sheikh couldn’t see.

Outside, the sun and its heat were extreme, so we hurried to our separate cars. I was pleased to slip inside our stretch limo, where cold air blasted us like in an industrial freezer, wicking perspiration from my arms, now perpetually covered in goosebumps.

“Would you like a late lunch, Annabella?”

“Yes, please.”

“Do you enjoy Thai food?”

“I love it.”

“Saffron it is, then.”

Mike never made a call before we arrived at the exquisite fine-dining restaurant hosted at the Banyan Tree Hotel, so I was surprised when the maitre d’ welcomed him so warmly. The tall Frenchman immediately escorted us to a large table with heavy drapes that could be drawn around it for extra privacy.

I touched the drapes between my index finger and thumb, feeling their exquisite embroidered silk outer fabrics with much heavier linings between them.

“What are the curtains for, Mike?”

“So we can touch, maybe kiss, without offending anyone. They dampen the sound of amour and prevent unwanted watchers.”

“Does seeing a couple in love really offend people so much?”

“Social morality, especially in a sexual context, is enormously complex in Qatar. Here, a girl’s virginity is prized and insisted upon in Arab marriage, whereas that same hymen’s value is solely monetary if the girl is not a local.”

“I see a lot of foreign girls here - non-Arabs, I mean.”

“Many girls are selling.”

“Including me, Mike.”

“Not anymore.”

“No.”

I felt immoral and questioned what I had already done by selling my anal V-card to a man who paid me for sex. I stifled my choking sobs, but Mike noticed them and drew the curtains around us. He hugged me tightly, and I felt a solid cock press hard against my pussy.

“What’s the matter, Annabella?”

“I am a total slut.”

“I disagree.”

“How so - I sold my anal virginity to you, then sucked your cock, swallowed an entire load while on my knees in your car, then licked your Mom’s pussy less than half an hour later. I’m a fucking whore and a slut.”

“And don’t forget about Claire.”

“Exactly - I’m sleazy.”

“You are none of those things. A whore will do anything to obtain what they want - you didn’t ask for money when you fellated me in the car. Also, a slut is someone who has many sexual partners - you have two, possibly three, counting Claire.”

I sat beside Mike, feeling somewhat better, but couldn’t entirely shake the sleazy feeling that had crept over me, judging my behavior.

The menu cards were beautifully made, but I felt too emotionally rocked to enjoy the experience of ordering food, so I leaned into Mike’s shoulder and asked him to decide for both of us. When our waiter left, I cuddled closer to my benefactor and rubbed his stiffening cock.

“Is this allowed?”

“It’s why we have the curtains.”

“What appetizer did you order, honey?”

“I asked for you to be served to me if that’s okay.”

“What do you mean?”

“Cunnilingus, Annabella.”

“Oh.”

“Would you like me to go down on you?”

“Well… yes, I really would, but-.”

“But what?”

I gripped Mike’s cock tightly, enjoying its stiffness and the slight, exciting tremble of a thick shaft that would someday be the first to plunder my pussy hole. When I stared into his eyes, I saw love and radiated that back as best I could. I wasn’t kidding myself that my benefactor was about to propose marriage or that he ever would, but for now, either through elevated hormones or the plain stubborn will of his cock, Mike only desired me.

“I want you to take my virginity at a time and place of your choosing.”

“Are you sure, Annabella?”

“Yes - I want to give myself to you, physically, emotionally and sexually.”

“Like property?”

“Yes.”

“To use freely as I wish?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll never abuse that privilege, Annabella.”

“If you ever do, I will leave without a word, and you will never find me.”

“I will share you, though - swinging is part of my life, orgies are too, and then there is my mother; maybe you should consider what being my property means before offering yourself freely.”

“I have only one condition, Mike.”

“What is it?”

“Please, will you be the first to plant your seed inside me?”

“Of course, sweetheart, and I will make it very special.”

I knew a tawdry sexual journey was ahead. Our day so far was all the evidence I needed to know I was stepping into an extraordinary world of decadent exploration. I wanted to make love to Jessica, but I needed to be broken in by Mike first. That wouldn’t happen today because a restaurant table wasn’t a special place to bid farewell to my hymen.

Mike looked happy, kissed me, and then tapped his forehead gently against mine.

“Will you be my girlfriend, Annabella?”

“Yes, of course.”

He kissed me with boyish enthusiasm, firmly planting his lips on mine, spiking my arousal and sending tingling ripples throughout my body. I whimpered, enjoying his tongue electrifying mine while his hand softly stroked my knee before sliding up my inner thigh.

My pussy had seen no action so far in the day because I had given rather than received. Swollen, sticky lips quivered in a thick pubic bush as Mike’s fingers got closer to them, and my gusset filled with generous layers of sweet cream that leaked from my tight, virgin hole. While we kissed, I shifted my ass half sideways and spread my knees as wide apart as possible.

“Are you going to finger me?”

“Would I be the first boy to do it in a dating scenario?”

“Yes - you know Claire did it because you helped her, but that was more therapy than anything.”

“Yes, it was.”

I was surprised by how expertly Mike slipped his fingers inside my gusset. He paused momentarily, letting his fingers become coated in my tawdry veneer before sliding two digits just inside my hole. I guessed he worried about damaging my hymen because he probably didn’t know it was much deeper along my pussy.

While he slid his digits in and out of me, almost like a mini fucking, I gasped and stared wide-eyed at him, enjoying the sleazy, romantic moment of my first proper fingering.

“May I wriggle out of my panties, please?”

“That would be helpful.”

Mike withdrew his hand so I could stand, reach up inside my skirt, and pull down my damp panties. As I held them in front of me on the end of one finger while pulling on my bottom lip, I was surprised by how soaking wet my gusset was. A slutty feeling swamped me, and as I stared at my boyfriend, I brought the turned inside-out gusset to my nose, sniffing my shame.

“Do you smell like my Mom?”

“Yes.”

“I need a taste to confirm, Annabella.”

What happened to don’t ask, don’t tell?

“Take whatever you wish.”

I placed a foot beside him on our bench seat, twisting my body enough to present my creamy maiden’s slit for his enjoyment. Mike’s eyes lit up, and his face looked soft, gentle, and kind. He never averted his gaze from mine as he slipped a finger inside my tight fuck hole, swirling it around to gather my sticky nectar while I squeezed hard, crushing.

When he withdrew his finger, I saw a look of wonder consume him, and he stared at the thick coating of my innermost cream before licking it off.

“How do I taste?”

“I imagine Aphrodite, as a fresh, sweet, creamy virgin, would be less pure than you right now.”

“Do you want more?”

“I want it all.”

“You won’t get much by using your fingers, boyfriend.”

“I know - jump onto the table, please, sit like a good girl, and serve me my appetizer.”

Two Thai girls suddenly appeared, almost dissolving into our space from the heavy curtains’ embroidered pattern. They smiled, took a position on either side of me, and helped lift me onto the table.

They were practiced and had prepared for Mike’s first course, one placing a cushion under my head, the other removing my flat shoes, replacing them with expensive bright red six-inch stiletto heels.

A tiny, stainless steel butt plug was fished out of one waitress’s pocket. She licked it, drooled copious saliva on its two-inch tapered drill head, then slipped it painfully inside my back passage. When she was done, I gasped in pain and pleasure, but she nodded to my boyfriend as though a job was well done - which it was.

“She is plugged, Mike.”

“That’s got to hurt. I only fucked her in the ass a few days ago.”

I winced but shook my head because the pain had already become a pleasure, and I didn’t want to cause a fuss. I was incapable of speech because I desperately sucked in all the air I could while pulling on my bottom lip. I was drunk on passion, trembling from head to foot, with adrenaline-spiked muscle spasms wreaking havoc through my body.

My pussy was in the range of Mike’s tongue, but he just watched as the girls each took a heel shank, using them to spread me wide open as though I were being spatchcocked. When I was split in half, each girl smiled at me before nodding at Mike.

“Madam is prepared and ready to be eaten.”

“Thank you.”

Mike tapped the solid metal base of my butt plug with an index finger, sending shivers through my body from the sensitive nerves inside my back passage that gripped my new steely friend.

“You’ll wear the plug daily while we train your sphincter to open wide on demand, Annabella.”

“Yes, Mike.”

“I won’t be the only one fucking this hole, Annabella. Some of the wives I fuck have husbands who love anal - when we swap, your back passage will be well-filled.”

“I look forward to it.”

I wanted to submit, and I knew I could because that desire Mike felt to have and take me at any time would become a pillar of our love. My asshole needed to be trained if he and others would fuck it with any reasonable regularity, and now was as good a time as any for my training to begin.

When Mike licked my creamy furrow from the metal plug base to my swollen, sticky clitoris, the ladies used their fingers to part my wiry pubic bush. It felt so lewd to be presented and enjoyed in such a naughty, submissive way, but the feelings exploding inside me threw caution and my inhibitions to the wind.

Mike licked up and down my slit furiously, with such eagerness, I never imagined possible. He slurped my sticky juices like ice cream before squirreling his tongue deep inside my hole as though desperate to lick and taste my hymen.

The Thai girls complimented his every move, pulling the tissues around my tight, tiny, pink hole wide so Mike could lick inside me. When he clenched his lips tightly around the base of my throbbing pink nub, my new boyfriend sucked hard while the girls peeled away the protective hood that obfuscated his target, my sticky veneer coating.

I watched Mike swallow my cream as though his life depended on it. A few glimpses caught of his eyes and face suggested an emotional high of epic proportions. His eyes were on fire, his nose glistened, covered in my cream, and his cheeks rippled from overwhelming lust.

I was close to an orgasm; the girls knew it, so one leaned in, kissing me gently while the other tweaked a nipple like she was unscrewing it. Mike’s lips and tongue were relentless, and he fed off me, plowing my slit like emptying an open cast mine, sucking out every sweet, tawdry drop of my nectar.

The last words I heard from one of my handmaidens sent me over a climactic edge as Mike puckered his lips and sealed my pee hole while the girls fingered my clitoris.

“You must squirt your love directly into Mike’s mouth - mark your territory.”

I knew about pussy squirting but had always resolved to control myself when the time came. Their belief I must brand my boyfriend with my essence flicked a lewd, taboo button in my head, and I shuddered to a tumultuous high, screaming my ecstasy.

The first jet of unicorn pee squirted hard from my bloated urethra, conjoined with a massive orgasmic spike. As I descended from one wave of pleasure, rising the next, I deliberately squirted my hormones and pee into Mike’s mouth.

He slurped what dribbled from his lips onto my pussy, swallowing every drop of my nectar. I saw his joy when I squirted again; then, I gave him more until my bladder and glands were exhausted.

I rested back on my cushion, knowing I had lost all inhibitions but enjoying the warm, slow, diminishing sensations of my first proper orgasm on the end of my boyfriend’s tongue.

When Mike sat back, looking thoroughly satisfied, one girl kneeled before me, licking what moisture remained in the folds of my pussy. She did it with gusto and the diligence of one who loved her work, kissing my sore anal sphincter before wiping every part of me with a warm, damp cotton flannel.

New, fresh panties appeared from nowhere, and I wondered if Jessica was hiding and watching us, but no, it was a usual courtesy extended by the restaurant for sleazy lovers such as us. I sat beside my boyfriend, kissing him while our table was laid and the main courses arrived.

The food was as decorative as it was flavorsome - a testament to fine dining with exquisite colors and aromas gracing each plate we would share.

“I love these prawns, Mike.”

“This is Goong Yang Takrai - Grilled prawns wrapped around a lemongrass stick with fresh chili sauce drizzled with kaffir whole lime. To go with it, we have gently braised chicken with glass noodles, eggplant, and sweet basil leaves.”

“All these dishes are now my new favorites.”

“As are you to me, Annabella.”


Chapter Seven

Fantasies Gone Wild

◆◆◆

When we returned to Mike’s apartment in the early evening, I was back in no man’s land, emotionally and sexually speaking. Hand-holding had been sporadic after leaving the restaurant at nobody’s fault, but given my age and inexperience in love, romance, and sex, it felt unfair when I was denied my boyfriend’s touch.

I have a boyfriend - wow.

My sexual relations with a man had commenced, and there was nothing out of the ordinary with that, but my continued status as a virgin felt life-inhibiting. My boyfriend had fucked me, albeit in the asshole, but that whole experience was financially motivated, so it felt divorced from my newly discovered romantic feelings.

My pussy had been fingered, and we’d given each other oral sex, which was excellent, but something was missing.

As I strolled toward my bedroom balcony, sipping from a hi-ball glass of fizzy apple juice with ice, I mused about the few days of my life that had elapsed in Doha. Surprisingly, my sexual highlight was licking my boyfriend’s Mom’s sweet pussy, an act so lewd and submissive on my part I needed to process it and discover what that suggested about me and my sexuality.

Jessica was someone I wanted to please and be admired by because of Mike, but the absolute submission of kneeling before her, spreading her legs wide, and bowing low to lick her most private parts had brought me much soulful peace.

I still had my bedroom, and Mike had his, which felt like a barrier. I wanted us to be closer and felt the need to press forward with my newly kindled relationship, but I worried in case that was the last thing Mike wanted.

I undressed down to my lace panties, slipping on a beautiful silk, see-through negligee someone bought and hung in my closet. On a cream background, delicately printed pink dragons flew over a river meandering through a forest.

I set down my drink and strolled into the living room, then crossed its large marble floor to the Penthouse master bedroom suite and an open door. I knocked on the wooden frame and saw Mike lying naked on his bed, fresh from the shower.

“Hi, Annabella.”

“May I come in, please?”

“You never need to ask.”

“It’s not my bedroom.”

“Well, in the future, please consider that it is. Your bedroom is private only to you; mine is for us to share, and you may come and go as you please.”

“You have no idea how happy that makes me, Mike.”

Lighter than air, I skipped across the floor until I bounced onto his immense, luxurious bed and into my boyfriend’s arms. All negativity was displaced from my heart as Mike took me in his arms and held me tightly. While he stroked my back, sending shivers along my spine, I kissed him reverently, deliberately giving everything of myself and enjoying what came back.

His cock felt hard, pressing into my inner thigh, so I twisted and wriggled until it poked the fabric, immediately covering my dampening slit.

“Are you feeling horny, Annabella?”

“A bit.”

“Would you like me to go down on you again?”

“Maybe, but I hoped we might talk first?”

“Go ahead, honey.”

Mike’s body felt warm underneath me. He was comfortable and relaxed, but his muscle tone was excellent, and if he tensed up, I would be lying on sheet steel. I felt aroused by his presence, the smell of a real man, and that manifested in my solid nipples punctuating the silk fabric of my nightgown, pressing hard into his solid pectoral mass.

The pressure of our bodies being so close and the hardness of his cock lifted my arousal a few more notches, and my nostrils flared while I pulled teasingly on my bottom lip like a slutty schoolgirl.

“I want you to fuck me, Mike.”

“I want that too, honey, and I will be ready in a few more days.”

“Why wait?”

“I don’t want to make any mistakes between us, Annabella. You have already become precious to me, possessing every quality I find alluring in a woman. You have come to a city where sex is not always accompanied by love.”

“Do you want both?”

“Doesn’t everyone?”

“I think not - I never came here looking for love.”

“But in your heart, as a general principle, love was always on your mind.”

“Yes, it was, Mike.”

“The fact I hope you have found love here makes my point. You may not be looking for romance when visiting a bar, supermarket, or gymnasium, but if you are open to it, love finds you wherever it chooses.”

“Are you ready for love?”

“Definitely - are you?”

“I am, but right now, if you don’t want to take my virginity tonight, would you at least like to taste it again?”

“I would love to.”

I stood up and wriggled out of my panties in the most seductive way I could, stepping out of the legs while offering Mike a great view of a moist gusset before tossing them aside.

“Are your panties damp?”

“Almost always when you are around and also when I think about your Mom.”

“You wowed her today. Mom wants a daughter-in-law she can work with - not a pushover, but a girl who will show respect and a measure of obedience. You going down on her was a coup d’etat.”

“A coup is illegal, honey - I had permission. No… that’s not true - I was encouraged to pray at your mother’s altar.”

“She wants to teach you, Annabella.”

“And I want to learn.”

“Did you enjoy licking Jessica’s pussy?”

“Very much. Do you enjoy licking mine?”

“I’d like to do it every day.”

“I can agree to three out of every four weeks, Mike.”

My damp, swollen pussy throbbed while my boyfriend stared at it in wonder and with a hunger that sparked tickles and flutters in my belly. With one of my feet on either side of his head, Mike slowly ran his fingertips up my calves to both knees before stroking and massaging my muscles on the way down.

“Shall I squat on your face and feed you my pussy?”

“Yes, please.”

“It feels more dominant than I prefer.”

“Submission and domination are quite interchangeable at this sexual level, Annabella - it is different to how we conduct our private lives and personal connection.”

“Am I dominating you by facesitting and feeding you my pussy?”

“Sexually - Yes.”

“And do you like that?”

“It is my favorite thing in bed.”

“Then I shall do it per your command, Mike.”

“Do you enjoy submitting?”

“I enjoy submitting to you - so far, at least.”

Before Mike could say another word, I squatted down slowly, enjoying his broad, hungry grin as I sat and fed my trembling, creamy pussy lips into his mouth. As my mons spread wider open - a natural reaction to how I sat down, I smelled my feminine arousal and liked it. My boyfriend’s tongue felt soothing when he softly kissed, licked, and sucked the wrinkled tips of my virgin labia.

I was excited, and everything felt new, even though I had already enjoyed cunnilingus once.

Mike wrapped his arms around my thighs while I spread my knees wider apart, rolling my ass backward, rocking my entire sticky slit into his mouth while grinding my clitoris against his nose. I looked down and saw my sticky cream blocking his nostrils, but it didn’t seem to bother him as he licked and sucked, swallowing every drop of my tawdry mess.

My pussy felt wet and creamy as I rode my throne, and I was thrilled when my boyfriend’s tongue reached deep inside my hole, licking the fresh, immaculate, soft tissue walls. I wished he could reach my hymen and enjoy that juicy barrier to the deep tunnel beyond where he would one day squirt his seed.

I reached back, felt for, and gripped Mike’s cock, wanking it firmly because I wanted his seed to line my throat and coat my tonsils in salty veneer before I slept. He ate me like watermelon - there was no other way to describe how my boyfriend worshipped my dripping vessel of love. Every pink wrinkle and delicate fold of my tender skin was attended to lovingly by a tongue and lips dedicated to my pleasure.

I kneaded my breasts, wailing loudly while riding Mike’s face in the throes of an unrestrained orgasm that churned like a volcano desperate to erupt. I quickly rose on powerful quadriceps and spun, clambering around like a spider until Mike gripped my ass cheeks and pulled my throbbing hole into his face, where he ate me hard.

I gripped his precum-loaded cock and licked a salty, sticky mess covering his swollen tissues, swilling and swallowing it until I had cleaned thoroughly. When I slid my lips down Mike’s cock feeling every gnarl, bump, and vein, I ignored a violent gag response when his glans crammed into my windpipe.

I yearned to deep-throat him.

When my lips touched his pubic bone, Mike gasped, spread my pussy hole wider open, and licked my sweet bowl of cream like a kid cleaning up after Mom’s baking.

I orgasmed hard, squirting into my boyfriend’s willing mouth. What I had considered in my youth might be an embarrassing mess was Mike’s anointment, and he slurped and sucked out that ambrosia as it reinvigorated him.

I had been careful as a young girl, never using toys that might split my hymen to fuck myself with. My most overwhelming orgasm came from running the water in a bathtub, lying down, and placing my buttocks up against the end of the tub so the running water landed right on my swollen, inexperienced clitoris. I preferred it hot and running hard from the tap, slapping my pink pearl while I tugged the protective hood aside.

But Mike’s tongue and lips were so much better than fucking water - with the bonus of a nose or chin to grind my clitoris against. I vowed to practice oral sex as frequently as my boyfriend would allow when he shot his burning, creamy load down my throat.

I knew that facesitting, cock sucking, semen, and a dinner for two were on my menu forever.

I easily swallowed Mike’s delicious load, considering I must be a natural cock sucker. A banana coated in strawberry yogurt had been my only fellating experience before Mike, and even though I loved both fruits, my boyfriend’s sticky nectar tasted far better, sending me on an emotional and physical high.

I rolled off Mike, and he dragged me around for a kiss, gazing deeply into my eyes.

“May I ask you something, please, Mike?”

“Of course, honey.”

“You mentioned about me fucking other guys - specifically while you fuck their wives. Are we swingers?”

“Would you like to be, Annabella? Consent and communication are crucial between us.”

“Yes, I think trying once would be nice, but I would prefer we all fuck in the same bed so you are nearby in case I need you.”

“I have a group of friends who occasionally go desert camping in luxury - huge air-conditioned tents with proper beds, an oasis to swim in nearby, chef-cooked food, and all modern conveniences including toilets and showers.”

“I take it they don’t spend all night looking at the stars?”

“Well, actually, they do because a lot of fucking happens outside on blankets, so you can be fucked while stargazing.”

“By a stranger?”

“You’ll be fucking me too, but yes, you will be shared with other men if you’d like. Some girls opt for a simulated rape booked in advance.”

“What the fuck?”

“Yeah - we hire a group of Ghatafan tribal men who are expert horsemen. The guys are very clean and nice. The consenting woman goes outside for a walk alone at night, and the men ride into camp, hauling her onto a horse. Then, they take her to a cave a few miles away.”

“Where they rape her?”

“It’s not rape because she consented. They gang fuck her until she’s had enough, then they tear her clothes off, and then return her completely used.”

“How many men get to fuck the wife?”

“Usually four to six but I have known as many as twelve to take a guy’s wife and fuck her for hours. Some of the guys have unusually big cocks, or so I have heard.”

“What was the wife like when they brought her home?”

“Disheveled and sore.”

I closed my eyes while Mike kissed me on the forehead. I saw Lawrence of Arabia hauling me onto a horse before taking me to a secret hideout where he and his men defiled me. I was surprised at how aroused I got, shivering excitedly.

“You’re turned on, Annabella.”

“Sorry.”

“Please don’t ever apologize for enjoying your true sexual being.”

“Umm… Mike, with you being single and all, do the married couples mind you coming to the desert camping? I assume that means the group is one girl short.”

“I bring Mom as my date.”

“Oh my.”

“Yeah. She loves fucking the guys, some wives too, and she’s been raped three times.”

I was deep in thought, knowing that any inhibitions I once harbored would be smashed to pieces should I agree to the sexual lifestyle Mike proposed. It excited me that such exploration existed, and what truly got me was the idea that my boyfriend’s friendship network must all be men much older than me. The age gap appealed because I had Daddy and possibly Mommy issues.

I fell asleep in Mike’s arms, fitfully dreaming about being raped by savage horsemen in the desert. My young, oversexed libido caused me no end of sleeplessness as my pussy lips begged for some action, and I rolled around uncomfortably.

Eventually, I rolled away from my lover and spread my legs, holding my pussy lips wide open with an index finger and thumb while my spare hand used wet fingertips to masturbate furiously. My noisy squeals and desperate panting woke Mike, who surprised me by leaning up on one elbow and lending me a few fingers, dragging my sticky clitoris from side to side while kissing me deeply.

When I orgasmed, it was an awkward, desperate, jerking climax to much-needed relief, like a deep-rooted naughty itch was scratched. My muscles tensed, cramped, and spasmed, and I howled like a wolf to the moon. But I hit the spot with my boyfriend’s help.

Mike cleaned his and my fingers before cuddling me tightly, and I settled back in to drop off to sleep.

“The next camping trip is in a month - would you like to be raped, Annabella?”

“Yes, please, but only if I am no longer a virgin.”

“How many rapists would you enjoy?”

“At least four. Could you choose the number for me, please, Mike?”

“Of course, honey, now please go to sleep.”

“Thank you.”


Chapter Eight

Our Journey Begins

◆◆◆

When I boarded Mike’s private jet in the afternoon, I had no clue where we were going, but I was packed for an overnight stay. I was pleasantly surprised to see Jessica was already on board and that we shared a nest of four luxurious leather padded seats, two pairs facing each other.

Through the window, I watched luggage being loaded into the cargo hold, with more, very expensive trunks and suitcases brought on board, wheeled past me, and taken into a storage room. A woman I knew to be a hair stylist, another wearing a spa-style uniform, carrying two vanity cases, and Claire boarded the aircraft, smiling at me before heading for the staff area at the rear of the plane.

While Mike spoke with the pilot, I leaned forward to Jessica, glancing sideways so I wouldn’t be overheard.

“Where are we going, please?”

“You are such a delightfully polite girl, Annabella.”

“Thank you.”

“It’s just over a two-hour flight.”

“Okay… but where to?”

“Can’t say.”

“Okay.”

I racked my brain, thinking about where we were going, but I drew a blank. When Mike sat beside me, he grinned as though some game were being played, and I knew the objective of that had something to do with me. He linked his arm through mine and gazed lovingly into my eyes. I shivered, totally in love and feeling no small amount of lust, wanting and needing my virginity to be taken soon.

I stared out of the window, desperately trying to figure out where we were from the landmarks below and what our likely destination was, but all I saw was more desert, occasionally pockmarked with hundreds of circular verdant green farms that sparkled like emeralds in the golden sands.

Eventually, curiosity got the better of me, and I tugged Mike’s arm, whining with my best bratty expression, making him laugh.

“Please, Mike - tell me where are we going?”

“To Luxor, sweetheart.”

“Oh my. I’ve never been.”

“I know.”

“Why are we going there?”

“For you to experience an incredible journey. I want you to have the best possible life, Annabella.”

I wasn’t getting more than that, but I figured my deflowering featured somewhere on the tour itinerary. Excitement released adrenaline and my happy, sexual hormones, which warmed me. My cheeks flushed brightly, something Jessica spotted, raised an eyebrow at, and smiling.

“Relax and enjoy life’s journey, Annabella - don’t overthink things. Let the ancient Egyptians describe their life story to you.”

“But it’s Luxor. I am so excited.”

“Of course, you are, sweetheart. The Valley of the Kings, the Queens, and Nobles await your exploration.”

“Hatshepsut, Rameses, Luxor, and other temples too.”

“We have all the time you need to grow in life and love sweet Annabella.”

“Thank you, Jessica.”

I felt nurtured and enthused by a sense of belonging to two exceptional older lovers, one being my boyfriend and the other his mother. I inadvertently stared at her crotch, to which Jessica playfully parted her legs, giving me a sneaky peek along her silken thighs to the tiny white triangle of panty at the top.

I grinned at my lover, knowing that I would kneel between her legs soon and taste the sweet, sleazy succulence of her creamy pussy.

“I know what you are thinking about, Annabella.”

“Go on, what?”

“You want to kneel before me.”

“Yes, yes, I do.”

I giggled, and she laughed out loud, clapping both hands and smiling at me in such a cute, loving way it lifted my heart. Jessica sipped Dom Perignon from a champagne flute while eyeing me as a lioness regards a baby springbok. I had turned down the offer of a drink because I was so excited about visiting Luxor that I didn’t want to dull a moment of the experience.

Jessica leaned forward, utterly unphased by her son sitting beside me. She ran her fingers along my thigh like she played the piano, eyeing me with the most come-to-bed stare I ever saw.

“We’ll have plenty of time to play together, Annabella. My son assures me of it.”

“Good.”

“Now, could you please fellate Mike like a good girl?”

“Umm, now? Here?”

“Yes, of course. Don’t worry about anyone else on the flight; they all work for my son or are our friends.”

“Are you sure it’s okay?”

“Would you enjoy sucking your boyfriend’s cock right now? You seemed horny to me when staring at my snatch.”

“Yes - it’s true. I want to suck Mike’s cock.”

“Then go ahead.”

I looked at Mike, who seemed eager for a blowjob. Claire and the others were sitting quite far away, and only a young cabin crew girl strolled up and down nearby. When I slipped onto my knees in front of Mike, and he stood, loosening his pants, the girl stepped in quickly, offering me a brilliant white linen napkin.

Our eyes locked, a silent question was asked, and I shook my head

“I won’t need it.”

“I’ll stand by in case you change your mind, Miss.”

“Okay.”

I slid Mike’s boxer briefs down and off, and he retook his seat, spreading his knees wide apart and allowing his solid, veiny cock to stand erect. I stroked it up and down from his glistening, precum-coated, circumcised helmet until my fingers were buried deep in his pubic bush. I stared into his eyes and saw love and respect, bizarre, given that the cabin crew girl holding a napkin spectated my slutty moment, and I was pretty sure she was quickly joined by Claire and at least one other who wanted a damn good look.

Jessica kneeled close by, almost living vicariously through me. As I bowed forward, she leaned in, with her mouth inches from mine, when I clenched my lips around her son’s cock and sucked hard. An instant salty, creamy hit sent an entire body explosion through me, tearing up my inhibitions like tissue paper and setting fire to my soul. 

“Vary your pace up and down my son’s shaft, Annabella, and always suck the head slowly at the end of each stroke. Treat it like when you were small, and Mom bought you an ice cream on a hot day.”

Oh my, how filthy is that?

As I drove my lips up and down my boyfriend’s knobbly cock, taking her advice, I felt Jessica’s hands fold up my skirt, exposing my pussy and ass cheeks. Another girl stepped in, helping her remove my panties, which I saw being placed on a silver tray and taken away.

When I gagged while inexpertly deep-throating Mike’s cock, hands gently pulled each of my knees wider apart, exposing my damp, throbbing slit. Jessica wriggled onto her back, and even though I almost orgasmed at the thought she was about to lick my pussy, it spurred me on. I took Mike’s cock deeper into my throat, choking on the swollen, sticky helmet while he cupped the back of my head, face fucking me, seeping more precum down my throat.

“Honey, you’re about to get the best tongue ever.”

Good.

When my ass cheeks were spread wide open, I had no idea who gripped them, nor did I care. Mike’s cock trembled in my hand as he watched his Mom going down on me. I spread my knees wider, relaxing to give Jessica the very best of my labia, clitoris, and fuck hole, and when her powerful, wet tongue plowed along my sticky slit, I ascended into heaven riding a kaleidoscope of color.

I gave a dozen slow, powerful, sucking strokes to Mike’s cock, focusing on wrapping my lips around his puffy circumcision skin roll and the sharp rim it encircled. I alternated oral techniques, kissing, licking, and sucking, constantly swallowing and enjoying every moment of playing with my boyfriend’s cock while his Mom licked my pussy.

Jessica was an expert in offering cunnilingus, but more than that, she was a pleasure giver, gently fingering just inside my sore anal whorl while sucking hard on a swollen, sticky clitoris. I knew Mike was close to an orgasm when he raised his hips, and somehow, his Mom knew it too, brushing my pink nub from side to side while she sucked, getting me off.

Her finger plunged deep inside my back passage the moment I orgasmed and squirted like somehow she knew the pain would convert to pleasure as her son’s semen splashed against my tonsils in ropes of his hot, sticky, salty love.

Jessica never spilled a drop of my orgasm, gulping my unicorn pee as lovingly and diligently as I swallowed her son’s hot cream. I wanked Mike’s cock solidly using a tight fist, making sure every drop of his seed was ejaculated down my throat because that mattered as a point of pride to me.

When Jessica stood, she hauled me to my feet, and we kissed, not in any way phased by the taboo of our tongues sharing the sweet nectar and salty bounty we collected. While we kissed, the cabin crew girl got on her knees and used moisturizing tissues to clean my creamy throbbing slit, doing the same to freshen Mike’s cock.

When we were done, Claire held out fresh panties, and the beautician held them at knee height for me to step into.

With Mike’s semen freshly burning my mouth, lips, and tongue, I sat down and smiled at Jessica, who licked her lips. When she picked up a copy of Conde Nast from the seat beside her and began reading, turning it around and pointing to a picture of the Hatchepsut temple, I roared with laughter at how quickly she moved from one slutty version of herself to the archetypical mellow, kind, mother.

A stretch limousine waiting beside our jet when it pulled into a hangar made deplaning easy. We were whisked to the five-star colonial-era Sofitel Luxor Winter Palace, where Mike had reserved a luxury royal penthouse with separate suites nearby for our staff.

As I explored our bedroom, I was delighted by luxurious Egyptian cotton high thread count bedding, a grand four-poster bed, and exquisitely silk-embroidered chairs that looked too ancient and expensive to sit in. A highly polished wooden desk bureau that begged for me to sit before it and write a missive home was complimented by a wooden bar with almost every drink you could think of and dozens of every possible glass design.

When I stood on the balcony, watching out over the River Nile during a commencing sunrise, I knew my life had changed forever. A cool breeze caught me, sheer curtains swirled around me, and Mike came up from behind, encircling my waist, clutching my stomach with his palms, and kissing my neck. 

“This hotel was originally built in colonial style as a palace for the King of Egypt in 1886, Annabella. He slept in our bed because this was his preferred room.”

“A Pharaoh slept here?”

“The modern-day equivalent of one has. Howard Carter also stayed in this room. He discovered Tutankhamun in 1922 and announced it from here.” 

“I’m surprised it is so beautifully lush down there and has tropical gardens everywhere.”

“The Nile is fertile and brings life to all its waters touch - which is why I brought you here, sweetheart. Luxor is a wonderful place for us to begin our life journey.”

“Thank you, Mike.”

My boyfriend held me close, and I felt like we had merged our shapes, two souls becoming one. He kissed me so softly that I couldn’t tell if it was his lips or the warm breeze from the Nile that touched mine. I was electrified and desperate to make love to him, thereby completing a transformation from girl to woman.

Claire, the hairdresser and beautician, entered our bedroom, carrying gowns, towels, and a hairdryer. They seemed excited, giggling while they ran, collecting me from the balcony and whisking me away.

“What’s going on, Claire?”

“We have an hour to prepare you.”

“What for?”

“It’s a surprise.”

Mike slipped out of the bedroom; I assumed he wanted to shower and dress separately. Claire hauled me under a monsoon rainfall shower, scrubbing, soaping, lathering, washing, and conditioning me with help from the beautician.

With my skin highly polished, my legs shaven, and soothing, silken body batter rubbed into every part of my body, I was helped into fresh, exquisite emerald green lacy lingerie that I loved from the moment it touched my skin.

While I sat in front of an ornate dressing table, the beautician gave me a manicure and pedicure while my hairdresser styled me so exquisitely that I wanted my hair to remain in place forever. My hair was drawn back entirely off my face, running in waves around the sides of my head to the back, where an exquisite rolling ocean of curls was pinned in a bun just above my nape.

“You look beautiful, Annabella.”

“Thank you ladies. I feel so happy and blessed to have you in my life.”

Tonight, I would lose my virginity, so I spent a few minutes preparing myself for whatever lovemaking ritual Mike had planned. As I stared into a full-length mirror used by the King of Egypt, his wives, and lovers, I felt proud to be considered worthy by a man I loved dearly.

I posed for the women who helped prepare me, enjoying their swoon and praise.

“I should probably wear something on top of lingerie - do you agree?”

“Yes - Jessica picked your dress.”

“I’m sure it is beautiful.”

Mike’s mother had selected a mascarpone cream color cape Georgette Cocktail Dress that reached low enough along my thigh to be sufficiently modest, but still, it was delightfully short, just as I liked. A rounded neckline bared enough of my chest to tempt my lover, and my sleeves were split from wrist to shoulder at the front, so if I reached out, my arms would be bare.

It was an easy dress to be fucked in. A concealed left-side-seam zip with a hook-and-eye closure gave full access to my body if the garment were removed. If that were not preferred, my panties could easily be slipped off, and I could be bent over and ridden from behind, lifted and lowered onto his cock, or have my ass cheeks rested against something sturdy while my boyfriend held my legs and plowed my virgin hole.

“I love it, and I am ready.”

“You definitely are.”

I spun and saw my boyfriend standing at the bedroom door wearing a perfectly tailored midnight blue tuxedo, crisp white shirt, and bow tie. He looked shockingly handsome, and I immediately felt my hormones rage, begging me to run at and fuck him. I wanted Mike so badly that I became a tingling, dampening mess in moments.

What he did next shocked me to the core.

Mike strolled across the marble floor to me, opened a small box, and removed a beautiful corsage. When he slid it on my wrist, the double pearl band sparkled with a cluster of tiny ivory silk champagne roses woven onto them. On top was pinned a gorgeous sparkling rose gold brooch.

He smiled, and I sobbed.

“The diamonds are real.”

“I knew they would be.”

“Please don’t cry, Annabella.”

“I can’t help it - I’m too happy.”

Mike walked me outside the hotel on his arm, handing me a long, colorful, and beautifully designed pashmina shawl so I could cover myself and defy the breeze. A beautiful white mare stared at me with watery eyes while Mike helped me into the rear seats of an ornate Egyptian King’s carriage.

When he joined me, we set off with a tiny whiplash and a jolt, but I didn’t care for anything except my boyfriend, a beautiful horse, a starry night, and the stunning Nile River as we sped along its banks under the moonlight.

“Where are we going, Mike?”

“Luxor Temple.”

“Oh my god - at night?”

“It’s the best time.”

Mike talked, and I listened intently as the beautifully lit temple came into view and he brought it to life.

“It was built by the New Kingdom pharaohs Amenhotep III and Ramses II as a strikingly graceful monument in the heart of a modern town. Also known as the Southern Sanctuary, its main function was during the annual Opet celebrations, when the statues of Amun, Mut, and Khonsu were brought from Karnak, along the Avenue of Sphinxes, and reunited here during the inundation.”

“How do you know so much about everything, Mike?”

“I study philosophy, life, culture, and history - not formally, but as I traverse this tiny blue planet spinning around the sun, I need to learn about it.”

“So do I.”

Mike pointed into the distance, and I gasped as the Temple facade hove into view. A silence was shattered only by the rhythmic clip-clop of our beautiful horse’s hooves on concrete and Mike’s seductive tone. 

“Do you see how the temple is lit up, Annabella, creating an eerie spectacle as shadow and light play off the reliefs and colonnades?”

“Yes. It’s so beautiful and scary, too.”

“We are going inside to explore. Tonight, Luxor Temple is all yours.”

“Are you serious?”

“Absolutely.”

“Please teach me more about this place, Mike.”

“Amenhotep III greatly enlarged an older shrine built by Hatshepsut and rededicated the massive temple as Amun’s southern harem, the god’s private quarters. Tutankhamun, Ramses II, Alexander the Great, and various Roman Emperors further added to the structure. The Romans constructed a military fort around the temple that the Arabs later called Al Uqsur (The Fortifications), which was later corrupted to give modern Luxor its name.”

“God, this is so amazing - I want to learn.”

“Every day, we learn something more about ourselves, Annabella. In that regard, we can help each other.”

“I can’t teach you.”

“You have spirit and love, adventure and a strong heart with much to give and teach.” 

When our horse and carriage halted in front of Luxor Temple, Mike helped me dismount and held me while we stared at the beautifully floodlit, thousands-year-old facade. I was in awe, gawping at the beautiful statues on either side of an immense tower.

“The tower was initially fronted by six colossal statues of Ramses II, four seated and two standing, but only two of the seated figures and one standing remain.”

“It’s so vast and unfeasible.”

Mike explained and described the carvings on stone walls, tablets, large and small chambers, and mightly columns, taking me into the world of the ancient Egyptians. Flickering lights, shadows, and the immensity of the place caught me emotionally, and I stopped along a dark corridor and cried.

Mike lifted and cradled me into his arms, smiling, rubbing his nose against mine. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him. He continued walking and talking until he stopped and smiled cutely at me.

“Thank you for teaching and caring about me, Mike.”

“We are just getting started, sweetheart.”

“What do you mean?”

When I looked around, I saw we were standing in the middle of a gymnasium-sized arena. More than a hundred people sat silently and motionless in the stone benches that encircled us, wearing cloaks with their faces obscured because they stared at the floor.

It was very eerie, and for a moment, I felt scared, but Mike held me in his arms, so I thought, what could possibly go wrong? He lowered me gently to the floor, and I stared at the statuesque people.

When four of the crowd stood and approached, I whispered to Mike.

“Am I to lose my virginity in front of so many witnesses?”

“Enjoy the moment, sweetheart.”

“Oh, okay.”

The four mysterious people stood a meter away. Suddenly, they lifted their hoods, and I got the shock of my life.

“Mom… Mom… Dad… Jessica… what the-”

“Hi, sweetheart. Mike flew us in especially to be with you tonight.”

My boyfriend held me upright lest my wobbly knees give way. As my parents rushed forward and hugged me, Jessica held my hand. I watched the crowd remove their cloaks, and I shouted and screamed, pointing at one person I recognized after another.

“Uncle Jack… fuck, Christine - you’re here, Simon, too! What’s happening?”

Every member of my family was there, and every friend I ever had stood among them, all still silent, smiling lovingly at me, some waving discreetly. I was utterly flummoxed, crying like a baby, feeling deliriously happy while staggering around to catch my bearings until I almost fell over my boyfriend.

I turned and saw him.

“Oops, sorry - oh… why are you kneeling, Mike?”

My eyes went out on stalks, my heart thumped like a steam locomotive going full speed, and I screamed, clasping a hand over my mouth while doubling over when I realized what was happening. 

“Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!”

“Will you marry me, Annabella?”

“Yes. Yes. Yes, you dear, beautiful, lovely man - yes.”

I dove onto my knees and into his arms, ignoring the beautiful engagement ring in a box and kissing every inch of Mike’s face, feeling overjoyed. My family and friends cheered, and I stared deeply into his eyes, conveying all my love.

When I kissed Mike’s ear, I whispered.

“Not tonight then, Mike?”

“I would never have put you in such a position, sweetheart.”

“I would have done it had you desired me to.”

“Will you marry me instead?”

“I said yes, many times.”

“Sorry, I didn’t hear because bells rang in my head.”

When I stood, he continued kneeling and slid the most stunning multi-carat, vivid bubble gum pink diamond solitaire engagement ring onto my finger. When it fit me perfectly, I cupped his head and kissed the top, holding his face close to my midriff.

Mike stood and held my hands. 

“A pink diamond means eternal love and the promise of a lifelong commitment.”

“I know. Did you bring my family and friends here especially to propose to me, Mike?”

“I wanted everyone you love to be here for this moment.”

As my friends poured out of the amphitheater stands to join us screaming excitedly, I quickly hugged my three parents and Jessica before being dragged into a crowd. Suddenly, disco lights flashed around the ancient stone dance floor and surrounding walls, dry ice fog spilled mysteriously from high towers, and loud music from giant speakers suddenly turned Luxor Temple into our engagement party nightclub.

As I was hauled from one to another, I held on to my beloved’s fingers, pulling him with me until, eventually, I was returned into his arms. While mayhem ensued around us, dancers cavorted, and the beat gripped my soul, I stared into my boyfriend’s eyes as simply as a girl in love could.

“I love you with all of my heart, Mike.”

“I love you too, Annabella.”

“Why not tonight?”

“I wanted us to be committed first.”

“And if I had said no?”

“We would still be friends.”

“And my virginity, Mike - what of that?”

“It wouldn’t have been mine to take.”


Chapter Nine

The Tawdry Temple

◆◆◆

Mike looked and danced like a man my age, fitter than anyone partying around us, faster on his feet, more supple, and with better rhythm, all joyous and thrilling to me. We partied like the Pharaohs must have in their drugs-induced hedonism, writhing semi-naked, then entirely naked, entwining bodies until an orgy ensued.

When Mike and I stumbled along a corridor into an anti-chamber with some religious significance, we saw my Dad already fucking Jessica on a low altar with the help of both my Mom’s. My fiance and I quickly withdrew into the shadows behind a stone column, giggling.

The thumping beat of our party music dampened any noise we made, so we watched the events as our parents became better acquainted.

Jessica was on her hands and knees, flat palmed, legs wide open, spine arched steeply, and slit pointed up while my Dad pounded her doggy style. He stood firmly with both feet planted on the chamber floor, levering himself back and forth pendulum-like with an experience hip swagger while hauling her slutty hole on and off his cock.

By the smile on his face, I knew Dad was enjoying his new fuck buddy. My biological Mom stepped onto the altar, settled onto her back, and crawled underneath Mike’s mother using her shoulders in a spider-like shimmy, pushing with both feet until reaching a classic, beautifully positioned 69.

I imagined Jessica’s tongue plowing up and down my mother’s pussy in the same way she had done with mine on the flight over. Dad was in his stride, sliding his cock deep in and out of my future mother-in-law’s fuck hole, and I loved watching him perform, proud he was mounting and filling the woman who lovingly dominated me.

My adopted Mom kneeled behind my Dad, sliding a finger down his ass crack. When I saw him grin from ear to ear, heard his delightful, long, lusty sigh, and saw his eyes bulge, I knew she was massaging his prostate.

I turned to my fiancee and smiled.

“This is great, honey. Our families will be best friends by morning. I suspect the low altar is deliberately in a perfect position, like a bed to fuck people on. It means this room was built for ritualistic sex.”

“Your Dad has his work cut out, satisfying my mother and both of yours.”

“Can you help him, please, Mike?”

I was swept into the most lewd and naughty mood. The squelching noise of my Dad fucking Mike’s Mom aroused me beyond belief. I was one of the few girls partying who at least retained her underwear because I didn’t want anyone accidentally thinking my pussy was available, but my gusset was wet - soaking wet.

I took my boyfriend’s wrist while staring intensely into his eyes, pulled my panties wide open at the front, and slid his fingers into my creamy slit, making sure his knuckles dragged through the sticky layers of my double-lined cotton gusset.

“You’re very wet, honey.”

“I get why you don’t want to fuck me here tonight, Mike.”

“I have something very special planned.”

“I know, so please go and fuck my Mom.”

“Which one?”

“Go and fuck the woman who gave birth to me. I’ll make sure Cassie gets fucked good and proper by one or more of the guys partying outside when we are done here.”

He smiled warmly with bulging, saucer-like eyes that were aflame with passion. Mike’s bottom lip trembled vigorously, as did his fingers that haphazardly fingered my pussy. At that moment, I knew for sure my fiance wanted to fuck my Mom. I wanted my birth mother to enjoy his cock and experience the vibrancy of a man I had fallen in love with during a whirlwind romance.

“I’d love to fuck her.”

“Mom’s name is Holly.”

“And your adopted Mom is Cassie. Ben is your father - I know this from the flight manifest when I had everyone boarded on a charter flight from the USA.”

“Oh, I didn’t realize, sorry.”

Mike nervously tapped his forehead against mine, holding my shoulders with shaky hands, panting for breath. I placed my palms on his chest, felt a heart beating too quickly, and saw nervous tension in his expression.

“What’s the matter, Mike?”

“Holly will be my mother-in-law if you marry me.”

“I don’t think breaking that taboo will greatly concern her. I told you my parents live in a polyamory around a core of the three of them. Each has other lovers, and my mothers are not unfamiliar with multiple cocks servicing them in a single session.”

“It’s not the taboo that concerns me, Annabella. I want to make a good first impression on your parents.”

“I can help you with that.”

“How?”

“In the same way Cassie is helping my Dad fuck your Mom.”

“She’s fingerbanging his asshole honey.”

“Yeah - come on, let’s do this. Mom’s going to love you.”

When we stepped into the dim light, Jessica stopped licking my Mom’s pussy, raised her head, and smiled at me, groaning while her expression exploded in the joy of orgasm. Dad saw us too, shuddered, and cried out uncontrollably, releasing a climactic scream I recognized as the same blissfully ecstatic one reaching through my bedroom wall many times.

My Dad saw me and was instantly shocked, having no clue we had been hiding and watching.

“Annabella, what the fuck?”

“Just keep going at her, Daddy - ignore us. Mom, can you hear me?’

“Yes, sweetheart.”

“Are you taking birth control?”

“Of course, honey.”

“Can my fiance cum inside you, please?”

With Cassie’s help, Jessica sat upright, feeding my Dad’s seed from her pussy to my birth mother’s lips. I heard slurping and saw my mother’s neck pulse when she swallowed, but her mouth was so full of creamy pussy lips that she couldn’t answer. Dad rested on a stone bench, struggling for breath with both palms planted firmly on his knees, holding his body weight while his head tossed back and forth.

The sweat dripped off him like monsoon rain off a corrugated steel roof, but my Dad looked like he thoroughly enjoyed fucking my future mother-in-law.

I wrapped my fist around the base of Mike’s cock and moved us closer to Mom’s glistening wet pussy. Her neatly mowed jet-black pubic bush looked like the sort of regal rug Cleopatra might have sported. I gulped, unsure whether to feed my fiance’s cock inside my mother’s slit without confirmed consent; then, suddenly, she raised her hand, giving me a thumbs up. I nodded at my Mom’s pussy and dragged Mike closer.

“Go for it, Mike.”

“Are you sure?”

“One hundred percent. Mom consented.”

When I slid my fiance’s cock inside my mother’s throbbing pussy, she flinched and sighed before pulling Jessica’s pussy further onto her face, licking her swollen, creamy lips harder and faster. Mike’s cock was bigger than my Dad’s, something I had only just witnessed, so I assumed my fiance was stretching Mom’s pussy wide.

Cassie came from behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist until she gripped my hand, forcing all but my index finger into a balled fist.

“Always use the index finger because it reaches deeper, and apply lots of spit. Rub the anal whorl gently at first, then lube just inside his puckered hole. Go slowly, let him squeeze, press gently, then massage carefully when you find a soft, pliable cushion.”

“Is that his prostate?”

“Yes, but enjoy fucking him for a while because few men can last more than a minute when you directly stimulate their seeding gland. Please, honey, heed this if nothing else - go easy in there, especially if it’s his first time.”

Mike stared deep into my eyes while sending his throbbing, solid cock balls deep inside my mother. His eyelashes flickered, brows were raised, and he frowned in disbelief, gasping for joy. When he leaned in to kiss me, I felt love sear across my lips like a boiling ocean where lava splashed violently into the surf, raging.

My fiance lifted my mother’s legs and placed her thighs against his chest, with both calves dangling over his shoulders. He gripped her around the waist, lifted her ass cheeks slightly, and pulled her pussy onto his shaft, leaning back at the waist while thrusting forward to shoehorn every millimeter of his cock inside her.

My fiance’s kiss and love were for me, but the moment he introduced himself to my mother, his performance was for them.

Dad watched his wife being energetically fucked by a future son-in-law while still recovering from having fucked Mike’s Mom. Jessica looked like an Egyptian Queen sitting on her throne, draining my father’s seed back into my mother.

Mike began fucking my Mom harder, and she gasped loudly to the extent Jessica dismounted her face. Holly smiled at her future son-in-law, reaching for his hands, gripping them, and glancing at me between strokes.

“I’m glad you didn’t end up in a vanilla lifestyle, Annabella.”

“How could I with parents like you?”

“Mike is such a perfect lover. He has great cock size and cautious stroke work, stretching and massaging my pussy. I’ll cum soon, daughter.”

“Good. I’m going to help Mike do the same inside you.”

I diligently soaked my finger with saliva and stepped behind my fiance, prising his cheeks open with one hand while rummaging around until I found the ridges of his anal whorl, and I stroked them gently. I followed Cassie’s instructions to the letter, rimming his puckered hole and depositing copious lubricant just inside his back passage.

Mike was fucking Mom harder with every forward piston-like drive of his hips while they used a tight finger grip to pull themselves on and off each other, effectively helping him rail her tight hole like a piston ramming a cylinder. Mom stared at the ceiling smiling, so I looked up and saw stone carvings of ancient orgies taking place in the very room where we paid homage to the ancients in our own highly sexualized ritual.

I popped my finger deep inside Mike’s rectum, and he gasped, throwing his head back, then forward, flicking sweat from his soaking wet mop of hair everywhere. Cassie and Jessica joined us, each taking one of Mom’s ankles, spreading her wide open while my fiance fucked harder.

I leaned my chin on Mike’s shoulder, watching the action, smiling when he turned his head because I massaged his prostate, or at least I hoped I did.

“Am I doing well, Mike?”

“Your finger is milking me into your Mom.”

“Good.”

“If Rameses were here, he would be fucking his wives on this altar, Annabella.”

“Didn’t he marry his daughters?”

“His granddaughters, too.”

Outright incest was going too far for me, but its ancient specter in the room added to the sense of taboo I felt in what we were doing and where we were. I massaged Mike’s prostate using a circular motion as if polishing brass while he shuddered and screamed in ecstasy, decanting his seed deep inside my mother.

My beloved was fucking the hole that birthed me, and I was glad he did, building strength, unity, and resilience in our extended family - making new bonds. There would be no awkwardness caused by a lack of unfamiliarity when we left the chamber; of that, I was confident.

When Mike slid his cock out of my Mom’s pussy, she whipped on her panties, seemingly eager to retain her lover’s semen inside. She kissed me on the cheek, hugged me, and stared deep into my eyes with a mother’s respect for a daughter she greatly admired.

“You chose a man well, honey - I approve of your fiance.”

“I love Mike, Mom.”

“I do too - but only because you do, and only as a future son-in-law. Now, let’s get down to business and find a few young, well-hung guys from the party outside to fuck Cassie.”

“How many does she enjoy?”

“Your other Mom likes four to six studs, but she will take eight at a push.”

“Fucking eight cocks?”

“Yes, honey. Shall we do this and find her some action before dawn breaks?”

“Lead on, Mom.”


Chapter Ten

Egypt Is In My Soul

◆◆◆

I was amazed by how accommodating my adopted mother was in a gangbang that involved more than six guys. They treated her respectfully but fucked her relentlessly, every one of them squirting their semen deep inside one of three fuck holes.

She was experienced at being railed by multiple guys, making me wonder how frequently she had done it. After an hour, the chamber stank of sex, and by the time Cassie enjoyed her third triple penetration, I couldn’t take watching it any longer because I was too aroused, so I dragged Mike back outside, where we joined others, expending our sexual energy through dance.

By sunrise, I was exhausted, dehydrated, and starving, so Mike took me back to our hotel. I stood naked under a cool monsoon rain shower, sipping water from a plastic bottle. When he joined me to bathe, I scrubbed my fiance all over using complimentary exfoliating gloves and L’Occitane orange verbena soap.

I enjoyed familiarizing myself with my lover’s body, finding a scar behind the knee, a birthmark at the base of his spine, and something that looked like a bullet wound on his back. Now wasn’t the time to ask deeply personal questions, so I stored the identifying marks in my head, resolving to follow up at another time.

It didn’t take much lather to encourage Mike’s cock to rise in my hands, and soon, I needed to choose how to empty his seed.

“May I wank you off, please?”

“Of course, Annabella.”

“Face the glass, place your palms against it, and spread your legs wide.”

“Yes, fiance.”

My heart quickened at those words, and I grinned, happier than ever, glancing at my gorgeous ring. I leaned heavily into Mike’s back from behind, reaching around his midriff with one hand gripping his cock in a vise-like fist while the other caressed his rippling chest, occasionally tweaking each nipple playfully.

With my fiance’s cock heavily lathered, I began wanking him using a gentle, full-shaft-length stroke, enjoying how hard Mike was. He groaned, and I knew right away my boyfriend desperately needed relief because his last and only fuck was hours ago, when he took my mother and filled her on a religious altar.

As I lovingly and carefully wanked my future husband off, thinking about how he emptied his seed deep inside Mom, I became heavily turned on, glad that the water sprayed me with a coolness I needed to calm my libido down.

“Put one foot on the bathing shelf, please, Mike.”

“Umm, okay.”

A small bench ran the circumference of our shower room. I figured it was just about wide enough to sit on, but I had other ideas for its use. With Mike out of the shower deluge, I soaped a natural sponge in a heavy, creamy lather, then cleaned his ass crack, anal whorl, perineum, and balls with one hand while working his cock with the other.

“How did you know to do this, Annabella?”

“I read a lot about health and sex, and I love relationship blogs. Cosmo isn’t just for girls shopping, you know.”

“We need an annual subscription.”

“Do you like what I am doing?”

“It feels amazing.”

I washed from his puckered hole to the tight balls, stroking his cock harder, faster, and with more jerking motion while he slammed his palms repeatedly against the tempered glass, moaning and groaning loudly.

When my fiance’s body shuddered vigorously, and he tapped his head onto the partition, I whispered in his ear, and jets of hot seed spat against the glass.

“I love you, Mike.”

“Argh… urgh, I… oh fuck… oh my, this feels amazing.”

I kept stroking his cock gently, encouraging every drop of semen out until his cock twitched and jerked without emission. I kissed Mike when he craned his neck, seeking my love to accompany his orgasm. In his dominant, fiery eyes, I saw a vulnerability and urgent need for me.

“I love you too, Annabella.”

A vast and colorful breakfast buffet arrived, as did Jessica and my parents, following trolleys laden with food into our room. I hadn’t had time to chat with my parents properly, but now was a perfect family moment, sitting beside panorama windows with unbelievable views across the Nile River and its lush tropical gardens. While Cassie lay nearby on our bed, recovering from her gangbang, we sat around an impromptu dining table our hotel room servers brought in.

We caught up over delicious poached eggs on toast and a succulent fruit salad of sweet red grapes, enormous strawberries, and juicy mango. When I looked at my mother, I smiled inwardly, thinking about how she was full of my fiance’s semen and that Jessica was carrying my Dad’s. Cassie, of course, was exhausted and unable to join our chatter and laughter as each regaled their version of the night’s events because she was full of everyone’s seed. She drank coffee and nibbled on a slice of toast, listening in.

My Mom reached for my wrist and smiled while sipping her Cappuccino.

“How have you been, honey?”

“Amazing, Mom. I can scarcely believe what’s happened over the past week.”

“And you still haven’t had your cherry popped yet. Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Jessica tells me you gave her great cunnilingus.”

“Did you and Jessica… you know?.”

“Your future mother-in-law and I danced like crazy with your friends, fooled around like teenagers, and then made love for an hour, honey. I couldn’t let Daddy have all the fun.”

“Quite right.”

After my parents and Jessica left our suite, Mike and I went to bed naked, cuddling and kissing before we slept. The oppressive heat outdoors was equal to Qatar’s, but I was still unaccustomed to it, so we slept through the hottest part of the day with silent air conditioning blasting and fan blades spinning at max speed.

By mid-afternoon, I woke feeling refreshed and noticed my bed was empty, so I rolled out, tucked my feet into slippers, donned a light gown, and searched for Mike. He was sitting on a shaded balcony behind his laptop, talking to someone on speakerphone.

“The land price is too high, Justine. A one percent negative change in exchange rates between the Qatar Riyal and the US Dollar sends us into the red on this project.”

“What to do then, Mike?”

“We walk away. There is too much risk here, and with global markets still shaky post-pandemic, I don’t want to hold on to prime beachfront desert in Doha for ten years before we can afford to break ground.”

“Okay. I’ll pull the plug on the project. Ghassan will be unhappy.”

“Tell him we will lease the land for one hundred years at thirty percent of its current valuation. Take it or leave it.”

“He won’t agree.”

“I know, but at least we made an offer. He knows the market is down - in a year, we’ll review.”

When Mike disconnected his call, he stood, leaned in, beaming as though he hadn’t seen me in age, and kissed me before pouring a glass of iced cucumber-infused water. Having never tried it before, I was surprised by how tasty and refreshing the drink was. Much to Mike’s amusement, I almost gulped the entire glass in one go, wiping my chin and laughing.

“Sorry - I will do better in company, Mike.”

“Don’t worry about changing who you are. Qatar is deeply conservative, but the Arab people are kind, and they enjoy quirky.”

“What don’t they like?”

“Boorish, aggressive, and disrespectful - none of which apply to you.”

“The prohibition on displays of affection worries me. I keep reading about people being arrested for being gay, kissing in public, or for how they are dressed on the beach.”

“Arabs don’t like these things thrust in their face in a way our culture tolerates. Like I told you before, there are contradictions here, like anywhere. Sultan Qaboos bin Said Al Said of Oman ruled for almost fifty years and was considered the modern era’s greatest and most moderate ruler. He was gay, and everyone knew it - but nobody said, and he never made it obvious.”

“I never imagined a ruler of an Arab nation could be gay.”

“The Sultan had a proclivity for young European men.”

“Nothing wrong with that, but I guess his people never liked it much.”

“His people loved him, Annabella, as did all the other Arab rulers.”

“I see.”

“There are few absolutes in Arab culture aside from how they worship. I steer clear of all that. We are not required to observe fasting during Ramadan, but alcohol is forbidden, and we are expected to eat and drink in seclusion - I stick rigidly to that out of respect.”

“We are in someone else’s country, after all.”

“You see Annabella? At eighteen, you completely get it, whereas some people flaunt the law, get arrested, and then cry foul. Don’t get me wrong - some visitors are hard done by, but generally, that happens in all countries.”

I gazed across the Nile River, enjoying watching old-fashioned dhows out fishing, casting circular nets wide and hauling them in quickly. Their massive, triangular sails tightened and billowed in the wind as half-naked, muscle-bound, well-tanned men wrenched their tillers in all directions, keeping their wooden hull and three-man crews on the fish. 

“Around here, farmers grow beans, cotton, flax, papyrus, and lotus everywhere. When the Nile floods and the water abates each year, the most fertile soil is left behind.”

“Lotus?”

“Highly sought after by ladies everywhere as a perfume, but also a delicious as a tea and cooking ingredient.”

“I love perfume.”

“Because you are a perfect lady.”

“Do you consider such pursuits trivial?”

“Being beautiful and desirable is never a triviality, Annabella.”

“Do you wish me to be submissive, too?”

I smiled embarrassingly, having blurted out a question that felt important and long overdue. I was eighteen years old, a virgin, albeit probably the most slutty one in history, and I was engaged to be married. Living in a very different culture was exciting, but I needed pillars in my life from which to build a strong version of myself.

Mike looked lovingly at me, took my hand, and gently kissed the back, staring deep into my eyes with his sizzling and bubbling passionately. My body tingled all over because I was desperate to make love and put into practice every Cosmo, Vogue, and other article I had read about losing my virginity and fucking my guy.

“I want you to be whomever you wish, Annabella.”

“Do you mean for me to define myself without your interference?”

“Yes - absolutely. Your independent nature, boundless energy, and innocent lens on the world captivate me.”

“I have to ask an important question, Mike, because my time here is being pressured. What about my university studies?”

“You already have a placement in the US. We can fund that easily. I can visit you often, and you can spend vacations here if you wish - alternately, we can holiday elsewhere.”

“But we are engaged?”

“Yes. It will be lonely, but your choices and education are paramount.”

My heart soared because Mike was freeing me to study, live life, and travel as I wished. My main concern about living in Qatar was becoming a locked-away trophy wife, circling the ex-pat community lunch dates, attending all the right soirees, and constantly looking beautiful for other people while going quietly insane and becoming a closet alcoholic.

“I changed my mind about which University to attend, Mike.”

“Okay. It’s entirely your choice.”

“Qatar University has a B.A. in International Affairs. I like the idea of studying here, learning a different perspective on the world while retaining my American point of view.”

Mike blinked and was obviously very taken aback. He rested in his chair, sipped more cucumber-infused water, and studied me carefully. Over the last few days, I had scoured the internet to find a local cultural study path that would interest and embrace me.

“Are you sure about this, Annabella?”

“I’d like to meet the University admissions team and have a guided tour beforehand, but yeah… I want to stay here with you.”

“I want that too.”

We both stood, and Mike embraced me passionately. His lips and cheeks trembled, and I saw tears in his eyes. The vulnerability of my dominant man was exposed again, and I wondered how far his emotional depths ran. He had fallen hard for me, as I had for him, and I didn’t want to undergo separation for years while working a degree course that I might not enjoy.

“A study of ancient history is another choice I want to explore, Mike.”

“Has Luxor taken your heart?”

“No… you have my heart, but Egypt is in my soul already. The Temple spoke to me last night. I felt the ancients, their rituals, laughter, and philosophy as though it radiated from every wall.”

“Few people leave Egypt unaffected, Annabella.”

“I’m intoxicated.”

“We can come here often, honey.”

“I have only one question on my mind, Mike.”

“Go ahead, honey?”

“When will you make me a woman?”

“Tonight, darling - I promise it will be special.”


Chapter Eleven

Tonight's The Night

◆◆◆

I suddenly felt flustered and oddly deranged, trembling like a leaf floating in a hurricane. Knowing the countdown for losing my virginity had commenced made preparing myself for Mike’s enjoyment more critical. I wanted our first-time lovemaking to linger in his mind forever, surpassing all the women he’d had to date and any he might bed in the future.

Having thought about making love for such a long time, feeling increasingly more desperate for it to happen of late, and now being told when Mike would break me in felt exciting and terrifying.

After my fiance left our bedroom to meet someone in the lobby, I paced the balcony, composing myself while enjoying captivating views across the Nile River. Bright red hot air balloons rose slowly over a sea of palm trees in the distance, floating serenely past the temples and ancient burial sites of men who decreed they were kings and gods.

Mike was my King, and he made me feel like his Queen.

The ancient burial and celebratory sites at Luxor were a cultural enigma, built over many thousands of years for reasons not entirely understood, becoming the world’s most significant city-sized cultural monument. The immensity of Egyptian culture humbled me, and as I picked out one temple and after another in the distance, my heart beat faster, pumping blood to cool my body. My knees weakened with the onset of nervousness about a coming sexual performance that I wanted to be excellent.

I realized there was an important reason why Mike brought me to Luxor. Principally, he’d decided to commit the rest of his life to me, but also, it was an incredible place for me to lose my virginity. A land of kings, queens, and princesses where all kinds of taboo sex and debauchery had ensued was the backdrop for the day my hymen would be split wide open.

When Claire and my grooming team arrived, they were as excited as me. I had a wet haircut first, and then an awkward choice was presented when I stripped naked before showering. My nurse and, hopefully, new friend, Claire, stared at my pubic bush, shaking her head.

“Too bushy and unkempt. You need a tidy-up at the very least, Annabella.”

“What do you suggest?”

“How would you like your pussy presented to Mike?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never presented anything except an anus.”

“Pubic hair removal ultimately comes down to personal preferences, Annabella.”

“What does Mike like? You have fucked him plenty.”

“Your fiance likes a neat workspace that shaving offers. Trimmed pubic hair and complete removal have become more common as oral sex increases in popularity. Women tend to their lady gardens more frequently during periods of high sexual activity.”

“Like at the start of a relationship?”

“Yes - that’s one time when a girl gets fucked a lot.”

“Does Mike like licking pussy, Claire?”

“He loves it.”

“And so do I - giving and receiving, that is.”

“Me too, Annabella.”

She laughed, and the other girls did, too, which lightened the mood of anticipation in my room. I suddenly felt much happier, part way into the final preparation for my first fuck. As I prepared for someone else to shave my pussy, the smile was wiped off when I saw what the beautician held in her hand.

I pointed in a blind panic.

“A fucking cutthroat razor?”

“It offers the best finish, and I am an expert in shaving punani, Annabella.”

“What about using wax instead?”

I cringed, imagining one slip of her hand taking off my clitoris or creating a second entry point. It was a ridiculous thought, but my thighs clamped tightly shut anyway. 

“I’ll use wax and strips on your anal whorl to clear any fluff in case Mike licks that too, but pussies deserve the loving care and attention of a sharp blade and keen eye. I’ll give you a shave to remember for the rest of your life.”

“Will mine be like baby skin afterward?”

“Absolutely - I promise.”

“Okay, let’s do it.”

“I’ll trim most of the hair off with scissors first, then slather on olive oil, and we’ll get shaving.”

“Olive oil?”

“It’s my secret ingredient to getting close to your lips with no rash in the aftermath. Funnily enough, the oil is like you.”

“In what way?”

“Extra Virgin.”

“Oh, you are so hilarious.”

Although I was being sarcastic, I saw the funny side of her joke, but I still worried about being tended to in my nethers with a cutthroat razor by a woman I barely knew. While she sharpened her blade on a well-oiled belt, I shivered, feeling reluctance.

Claire and my hairdresser sat on either side of me when I lay on the bed and spread my thighs wide open, exposing the shaving target. When she inspected me, I thought my beautician looked far more eager than expected or would be usual for a groomer as she pointed at what she referred to affectionately as my punani.

“Annabella is very aroused, Claire.”

“Don’t you remember being eighteen? I went through three pairs of panties before a date when I knew I was getting laid at some point after a nice dinner.”

“Dinner? Back then, I put out for a cheeseburger, large fries, and cherry coke.”

“So you know what I mean?”

“I always fingered myself to ensure I wasn’t overly desperate to put out, at least until after a McFlurry.”

“Did you like Oreo or chocolate chip?”

“M&Ms.”

“Did masturbating work?”

“Nope.  Was horny as a toad from the first fry to the last M&M, Claire.”

“You are such a slut.”

“Yep”

For half an hour, the entertaining girl talk continued while my pussy was clipped, bathed in extra virgin olive oil, and shaved expertly by a woman sitting on a stool between my legs with her face a ruler’s length from my dampening pussy.

I knew the women smelled my hormones because they smiled and raised eyebrows, flaring nostrils, liking what they smelled. They wouldn’t touch me today because I belonged to Mike, but soon, I figured we might play.

We discussed ideal Ph values for good feminine hygiene and products to lube, clean, and treat adverse conditions to both fuck holes. When shaving was finished, I was bare as the day I was born, and all three agreed my pussy looked delicious and had they had the time and opportunity; each woman would love to partake of it.

Claire and the beautician joined me naked in the shower, exfoliating every millimeter of my skin with luxurious rasping gloves before washing and conditioning my hair. Finally, when the waters were shut off, they bathed me in a milky cream, massaging it until my skin was so soft it felt like fingering marble.

Hair and make-up took an hour, at the end of which, I loved myself more than ever and felt proud. The high, tight hair bun my locks wrapped into was easily released and shaken out when required - a tip the women gave me for when my pussy slid down Mike’s cock.

“Pull on your bottom lip frequently, releasing obliquely as though it’s sticky from the center out, and always stare into his eyes when his cock is going balls deep inside you. Oh… and gasp freely.”

“Anything else, Claire?”

“Mike loves a woman who squirts when she orgasms, honey.”

“Oh.”

“Can you do that?”

“I like to.”

“Do it in his mouth, but try controlling the jets of pee, leaving a couple of seconds interval between so he can savor and swallow every drop.”

“Have you ever had this conversation with another woman, Claire?”

“You’d be surprised how frequently, my dear.”

I slipped on my virgin evening underwear, a purple designer set branded Lorna by Agent Provocateur. It was a stunning new signature set in a playful, luscious purple. As I slipped on the panties, I felt whisper-soft sheer tulle edging caress my thighs and ass cheeks as I wriggled in with a swooping scallop in the front outlined in pink that hugged my already swollen pussy lips.

Purple suspenders with sheer tulle stockings were a touch of slutty luxury that finished me perfectly.

“I need a bra.”

“I have the perfect one fitted inside your gown, Annabella. This mini dress won’t cover your suspenders either, which is great.”

“I’ll look like a slut.”

“Perfect.”

The black mini dress was cut from an ultra-sleek satin fabric. It featured in-built corsetry that perfectly hugged my curves and created an enviable silhouette when I checked myself in the mirror. Complete with a flattering ruched mini skirt with a functional drawstring; the mini dress made me stand out.

“I love it, Claire.”

“It’s a slutty ladylike get-up. I think it suits you, sweetheart.’

“Thank you.”

“Okay - let’s go.”

“Where to?“

“The site of your defilement, Annabella.”

When I stepped out of the hotel into darkness with three gorgeous handmaidens in tow, a brand new white stretched limousine greeted me. My parents and Jessica were sitting inside the car drinking champagne when I joined them, each complimenting me on how beautiful I looked. It felt more serious inside the car than expected, but the journey was fascinating, even amid an excited silence. Ancient sites were lit up brightly, offering much to see as we navigated Luxor’s nighttime traffic and crossed the river.

After a twenty-minute drive, we reached a hard-packed parking area the size of a football stadium in the middle of nowhere. When my door opened, a driver helped me out, and I stood alone, staring back at my family.

“Are you joining me, Mom… you guys?”

“I’m not watching my little girl defiled for the first time - that’s a step too far even for me.”

“Then what’s happening now?”

“We’re heading off to the after-party while you and Mike make love.”

“The what now?”

“Once you are done here, honey, we are all having a celebration dinner with you and Mike.”

“Where is here, Mom?”

“Enjoy yourself, baby girl.”

When the door shut and my car drove away, I was left in what literally felt like the middle of nowhere. In the distance, I saw high, shadowy canyon walls with darkness at their base and, in the other direction, what seemed, by bright moonlight, to be an endless desert.

There were no lights anywhere and nothing to see. Scrunching footsteps behind startled me, and I spun.

“Mike.”

“Hi, sweetheart.”

“You are wearing a white tuxedo in the desert.”

“You look beautiful, Annabella.”

“So do you. You had a haircut?”

“You did, too, Annabella. I shaved especially for you.”

“Me too.” 

His smile and expression suggested he was the happiest man in the world, making me gush. When Mike swept me into his arms, I was instantly in heaven, floating on clouds of joy. The slightest desert breeze caught us and felt cooling, unlike my fiance’s lips when they brushed softly against mine.

After a long, luscious, knee-buckling, pussy trembling kiss, Mike disengaged his lips from mine, and his smoldering eyes fixated on my soul.

“Why are we here, Mike?”

“For me to deflower you, honey.”

“In the middle of the desert?”

“Press this button, please.”

Mike handed me a remote control fob that was not unlike a car key access. I blinked and stared at him, feeling deeply confused, trying to figure out what was happening. I glanced around in all directions, looking for a car that might take us somewhere, or a small building where we would make love, but I saw none, so I pressed the button.

“Wow.”

“Watch the light show, honey.”

The canyon lit up in a warm orange hue just under half a mile away, perfectly highlighting its beauty. Steep walls striated upward from the rock floor to the stars, but that was the least of it. An immense ancient building was nestled in a deep curve in the canyon. It had dozens of columns across its tremendous facade, through which more light seeped out in a mysterious, ominous, and beautiful portrayal of Egyptian power.

Stepped platforms, pillared porticoes, and vibrant reliefs set against the desert backdrop made the building an architectural masterpiece. I saw a single sphinx close to the base of a ramp leading inside, and my heart pounded like a steam train piston driving hard.

I knew where Mike had brought me.

“It’s Hatshepsut’s Mausoleum, Mike.”

“Yes.”

“Where is everyone else? Our family and friends?”

“Whatever we choose to do after tonight is fine as long as it is consensual, but this night belongs to you, my love. We are alone in this valley.”

“Wow.”

It was my dream come true because although I wanted to share and enjoy others in our relationship, per Mike’s wishes, I hadn’t wanted anyone other than him involved in taking my hymen. I was so happy he felt the same way as me that I cried. He instantly whipped out a handkerchief and dried my tears.

“Thank you, Mike.”

“No, sweetheart - thank you.”

“I can’t believe you got this whole site just for us.”

“This is my tribute to you, Annabella. Hatchepsut was one of Egypt’s first female Pharaohs. She was a Queen here as you are to me.”

“I studied her earlier today - I can’t believe this.”

“What can you tell me about the Queen?”

“Her achievements can still be seen from Nubia to Beni Hasan. In Thebes, she erected towering obelisks and built roads in honor of Amun, king of the gods and patron of pharaohs. Her statues also evolved, depicting her with a male body in full pharaonic regalia, including the traditional beard, shendyt kilt, and head cloth—a declaration of her power.”

“Hit the button again, sweetheart.”

When I did as asked, lights on a small road lit up twenty meters away. We headed in that direction, walking toward the monument to a great Pharaoh. Each set of lights on either side of the road lit up, beckoning us toward a beautiful palace where my virginity would be taken.

We reached the long road-width ramp leading up into the temple, still holding hands, and I squeaked excitedly, squeezing Mike’s fingers tightly.

“Look at the statues guarding the entrance between columns, Mike.”

“It’s truly amazing.”

On the highest platform where the ramp ended, we turned and looked out at the splendor of the path we’d walked. The sky was massive and star-filled, lifting my heart to be in a wonderful place while holding my beloved’s hand.

“Shall we go inside, Annabella?”

“Yes, please.”

I was in awe of everything - the upper terrace of Hatshepsut's temple had a forefront portico with two rows of columns. The external row was made of square columns decorated with colossal osiride statues of the queen, of which only few remained.

Walking past her likeness thrilled me but not as much as the inner row, which was made of octagonal columns. These statues of Osiris each had the delicate features of Hatshepsut, the female pharaoh, wearing the Double Crown of Egypt and a false beard with a curved tip.

“I love it here, Mike.”

“Culture and adventure are in your blood.”

“Kiss me, please, honey.”

Mike held me close, so tightly to him that I felt his iron-like cock press hard into my groin. I wanted him inside me so much, but for now, I needed a kiss to commemorate the moment. His lips pressed firmly against mine while he plowed his powerful fingers deep into my ass cheeks, and a memory was impressed into my soul.

I felt the Queen’s presence everywhere inside the vast temple. More subdued lighting created shadows that would have terrified me had my fiance not held my hand.

“There isn’t much left after the barbarism of her successor, Thutmose III, who destroyed Hatshepsut’s statues to obliterate her memory.”

“I can feel her here, Mike.”

“I feel her too.”

“Are you making fun of me?”

“Of course not, Annabella - how could I not feel the power of the Queen in her resting place.”

“Where are we… you know, making love?”

“In the inner sanctuary where the ceremony dedicated to the Sun-God took place.”

We ran excitedly through what seemed a maze of corridors, entering a dome-roofed long room where, in antiquity, Amun-Ra’s celestial sun-boat was placed when carried on the shoulders of priests from the Temple of Karnak on the Nile river's Eastern bank.

It was also the Queen’s final resting place. I spun, amazed, taking it all in like a small girl who loved books in a mighty library. I saw a bed in the center of the room and smiled, finally settled on where I would be deflowered.

“Wow, again, Mike.”

“Do you like it?”

“I love it.”

“The bed is on loan from a museum. I am reliably informed that Kings deflowered many Princesses in this bed after marriage, making them Queens.”

“Is it made of gold?”

“It’s gilded - gold leaf.”

“Will it break?”

“Shall we find out?”

The room was filled with long rolls of white silk draped from ceiling to floor, creating a sensual ambiance in a space lit by dozens of large church candles kept well out of the way. Small air-conditioning units provided a perfect temperature for our proposed high-energy activities. Mike had gone to every trouble and taken care of every detail.

The beautiful double-size gold leaf ebony frame bed sat alone in the chamber’s center. It had a lattice base with no mattress, but it looked springy enough for our needs, and a solid fucking was what I wanted anyway.

A few yards away was a rough stone altar with carvings on the side depicting a burial. It was topped with a brilliant white linen sheet, and I assumed it must be the sarcophagus where Hatchepsut finally lay. 

I touched and ran my finger along the bed frame and shivered, connecting with its many thousands of years of history and those who slept or played there. Mike stood close by as I wandered around my virgin’s bed, soaking up the fact so many maiden girls before me had been broken in by their King.

“Carved on the footboard are Bes, guardian of newborn babies, and the hippopotamus-faced Taweret, who provides protection."

“Are they protection for me, Mike?”

“I’ll always protect you.”

“I know you will.”

I stared at my fiance with all the gravitas of a girl giving away her most treasured gift to a boy. His eyes sparkled like jewels spread on a black velvet cloth, each twinkling a separate message of love that reached deep into my soul.

“Fuck me on this bed, Mike - please be my King.”

“No, honey.”

“No?”

I gasped and was shocked, wondering if I had faltered, but his smile suggested otherwise, so I held my gaze locked with his, daring my fiance to explain himself.

Mike walked around the bed until he stood inches in front of me. I felt his immense masculinity, a gentle, soothing presence that reached my primal instincts. I trembled, my pussy ached to be impaled on his cock, and I layered my gusset with more sticky cream intended to help ease my lover’s cock deep inside me.

Mike held my chin gently in one palm and stared deep into my eyes, conveying all the love in the universe.

“May I lick your pussy first?”

“As you please, my King.”

“On Hatshepsut’s sarcophagus.”

“Is that disrespectful?”

“After her father's death, Hatshepsut married Thutmose II, her half-brother and father's heir, when she was fourteen or fifteen years old. She had at least one lover, Senenmut.”

“Ahh, she was a naughty girl then?”

“Like you are - I am sure she would approve of our love for each other.”

After he slowly undressed, I helped Mike remove my dress, which was very figure-hugging. He touched me as though I were a goddess, reverently, longingly, and with passion in his trembling fingers. When he sucked each of my solid nipples, I gasped loudly, rifling my fingers through his hair, pulling tightly as my body baked and boiled in ecstasy.

When Mike stood behind me and licked from the base of my hair bun, along my neck, and down my spine, I screamed in exaltation of my King because I trembled in every fiber of my body. He was determined to make sure my first time was the best any girl had, and so far, he was faultless.

My spine electrified and arched steeply as I moaned lasciviously, like a pleasured demon in Satan’s underworld palace. Mike’s tongue was masterful, licking my flesh where I needed it, stimulating the base of my spine until I whimpered, almost breaking into a sob; such was my overwhelming emotional connection to him and the love I felt.

When Mike prised my ass cheeks wide open using clawing fingers and thumbs, I relaxed and enjoyed the soft kiss he planted on my puckered hole.

“Let’s get you on top of the sarcophagus, Annabella.”

Mike lifted me, gently placing my ass cheeks on the tail edge of the stone altar platform. He reached down, lifted a silk cushion I hadn’t noticed, and handed it to me.

“You’ve thought of everything, Mike.”

“I want always to revere you.”

“I feel worshipped.”

“Good.”

I rested my head back and spread my knees wide apart, catching the faintest aroma of my sticky juices. I hope Mike enjoyed what he saw, but I wanted to give him time to inspect me properly, so I closed my eyes, counted to ten, then opened and looked down.

Mike gazed lovingly at my pussy like it was his favorite thing in the whole world. He had a deep fascination, a broad smile, and looked like an enchanted boy.

“Why are you so fascinated by my pussy.”

“She looks beautiful, and your pussy aroma traps me.”

“Traps you?”

“The glistening cream coating your swollen lips exudes pheromones that haul me in. I want to lick and worship you.”

“Go ahead, honey, but-”

“But, what, Annabella.”

“Would you rather I fed my pussy to you?”

“Oh wow.”

“Is that a yes, Mike?”

“Yes, please.”

He leaped onto the sarcophagus like a cat might while I scrabbled to stand. I saw a few drops of my pussy juice had pockmarked the brilliant white linen. Mike saw the same thing, and I flushed, embarrassed, while he grinned and licked his lips. It was almost like I had leaked a honey trail, and he was a bee following behind.

When Mike lay on his back and beckoned me downward, I smiled, stepping one leg over his body and stretching my feet wide apart to give him an eyeful. His unbridled desire for my pussy felt empowering, to the extent the wrinkled tips of my lips tingled, and an explosive tickle, almost a mini-orgasm, welled deep inside me, reverberating through my womb.

I stared lovingly into his desperate eyes while slowly squatting as I imagined an ancient Egyptian Queen might. Momentarily, I wondered whether Hatchepsut, Cleopatra, and Nefertiti used handmaidens or male slaves to provide them pleasure with their tongues if a consort was busy or away from the palace.

When I squatted with my pussy an inch from Mike’s lips, he shivered, and I did too, enjoying a moment when I touched his heart by smell and sight before he could feel my hairless gift to him. When I touched my lips to his, it became a moment of anointment - I belonged to him, and now, he would worship my pussy.

Mike wriggled his tongue between my puffy labia, tickling me, eliciting a girlish giggle he seemed to enjoy. He rested his tongue in my slit, purring like he was enjoying the first hit of a great espresso. When he licked the entire length of my creamy furrow, I soared to the heavens in a full-body vibration that almost summoned an orgasm.

I cradled Mike’s head in both my palms, used my quadriceps to hold my weight, and fed my creamy slit to my beloved, rocking gently back and forth while he licked and suckled. My hormones went wild, surging through my body and empowering me while sweet drops of cream leaking from the glands around my pussy hole branded my future husband, hard-wiring him to me.

Mike worshiped my pussy most reverently, eating the juicy, creamy hair-free peachey pie like it was the last form of sustenance on earth, and he was starved. As I rocked back and forth further, Mike’s tongue slid across the ridges of my puckered anal whorl, tickling through the nerves into my back passage, sending me ever higher on a plane of utter rapture.

He wrapped his arms around my thighs, forcing me to slow down and then stop. When my fiance clenched his lips around the base of my throbbing clitoris, I orgasmed, just about crossing the Rubicon from a safety zone to a place of almost unrestrained rapture. His gentle sucking lifted and lowered me through waves of pleasure that wreaked havoc on my ability to control myself.

When the inevitable orgasm came, Mike was ready. I remembered Claire’s advice and controlled my squirting as best I could, sending small jets of my sweet unicorn pee powering into his mouth, imagining I anointed his tonsils while coating his tongue and the soft tissues at the back of his throat.

While I screamed and echoed joy around the chamber, Mike puckered his lips, sealed them tightly around my pee hole, and sucked hard. It felt like riding a bronco; only I realized it was me bucking wildly while my lover steadfastly licked my hole until I could take no more and needed his cock.

Mike drained me, sweeping me along a roller coaster of ecstasy until I quivered so hard I could take no more. Still cradling his head and crouching so low I could almost kiss him, I begged to move on.

“Please fuck me, Mike.”

“It feels like the right time, honey.”

I leaped off the sarcophagus, followed closely by Mike, who held my hand when we ran to the bed. I wanted to be on the bottom first; then, later, I would enjoy Mike’s cock a second time by sliding myself onto it, releasing my hair to impress.

I lay missionary style on the bed, surprised at its strength and elasticity, enjoying the pressure on my back and ass cheeks. Mike looked like my King when he slid between my legs, and I shuddered, glad the moment of my defilement had finally arrived.

When Mike kissed me, holding himself a few inches off my body, his cock nuzzled against my swollen, creamy labia. I knew my pussy was tight because I used small tampons, but nothing prepared me for how big my lover’s cock felt inside my hole and how wide he stretched me when he slid in one-third of his solid shaft.

I gasped repeatedly and wrapped my arms around him as though holding onto reality while he smiled, I assumed at my joyous, incredulous expression. My soft tissue pussy walls clenched tightly on and off his cock, squeezing, milking him for the seed I wanted to swim freely inside me.

“I can feel your hymen on the end of my cock.”

“Break me in, please, Mike.”

“I will.”

Our eyes were locked the moment I felt the stinging of my hymen splitting and rejoiced. An instant searing pain was quickly lost in the extreme pleasure of my pussy stretching wide, a pink cathedral opening for its first visitor. I was finally a woman, clutching onto her man with all the love I could express in a quivering body that was already climaxing nonstop.

My moaning and how desperately I reached for a kiss pleased Mike, and he rewarded me by bloating my eyes and painting a silly girlish grin on my face when he slid his cock balls deep inside my trembling, orgasming pussy.

“You are cumming already, Annabella.”

“Yes… I’m sorry.’

“Please keep going. Scream your orgasm loudly.”

It was hard to describe the intensity of my orgasm as I writhed around on the bed, almost being nailed to it by a cock that felt too big for the hole it stretched wide open inside me. I gasped and shouted for more, harder and faster, which Mike gave me, slamming his cock deep inside, crushing my cervix with every thrust.

I orgasmed again and again, screaming, wrapping my legs around my lover’s waist, spurring him on with heel strikes that made him flinch, smile and fuck me harder, grinding the bed’s lattice pattern into my ass cheeks.

When he shot his seed deep inside me, it was an ocean of heat flooding my pussy, rushing through my cervix, racing to find an egg to fertilize. I felt billions of tiny Mikes flood inside me, and a tear came to my eyes as intense emotions swept me into a loving, dizzy haze. My body tensed, and I stared at the ceiling in a dreamlike state. For a moment, in an ecstatic intoxication, I saw the Pharaoh Queen staring down and smiling.

My fiance jerked and twitched inside me as he fucked me slowly, squirting more seed every time he sent his cock balls deep inside me.

When his supply of semen was exhausted, Mike slumped and squeezed his hands around my back, rolling me on top with his cock still impaled deep inside me. As we moved, I looked through the lattice base and saw a dribble of my cream and Mike’s semen on the floor with three tiny spots of bright red blood.

“I’m finally a woman, Mike.”

“No, sweetheart - you are a Queen.”

“And you are my King.”  
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What happens to a young woman whose father discovers she fucked the stable grooms in a lewd gangbang?
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At Eighteen, my stepdad was just fourteen years older than me when Mom and he met. An age-gap? Yes, but not an impossible chasm to leap across once I passed eighteen.
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Tiffany is the top-performing realtor in town. She’s also beautiful, promiscuous, and unsure whether she likes boys, girls, both, or more than one at a time.

Our naughty realtor doesn’t close deals using her feminine allure. Every time Tiffany makes bank or gets into escrow, someone is desperately trying to get inside her. Our errant realtor enjoys those she deems worthy while on her knees, back, or wrapped around them.

Tiffany keeps a journal of days, tracking her sales and the important who, what, when, and fun times.

Can a beautiful, upwardly mobile girl driving a supercar find true love, and if so, who?
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