
        
            
                
            
        

    
Turning my Stepmom into my toy
































































To explain how it is now, I need to take you back a couple of years to then.

Good O'l Dad got to missing my mother after she left this world.  He was sad and

lonely, and I was angry that my life would not be like I thought everyone else's

would be.  Over time, Dad gradually started putting down the Playboys and

started to spend a little time out of the house meeting real women.  That was

great, because I could spend time with his magazines at a time when I was

getting as curious as hell about the opposite sex.

Terry, a thirty-two year old secretary, whom my dad met on a sales call, moved

in with us when I was eighteen.  There was the promise of marriage and she acted

like our place was hers.  She started to change our routines, how we had the

house arranged, and accidentally broke or made things mysteriously disappear

that reminded me of my real mom.  Eventually, the only pictures of my mom were

in my room.  Dad's Playboys got fewer and far between.  I started hoarding them

when I thought he was probably through looking, and before Terry could get her

hands on them.  He probably thought it was Terry making them disappear.  And,

then there were none.

Terry was a sexy lady, there was no taking that away from her.  She was a good

fifteen years younger than my dad, and she had fun teasing both of us around the

house.  First it was no bras, then tight fitting clothes, then thinner and

thinner material so you'd know that there was something great to stare at, but

you'd really have to stare too long for polite company to make out what you were

looking at completely.  This was fine for dad, because eventually, when she

willed it, he could get his relief from her.  Me however, she delighted in

tormenting, knowing I'd have difficulty in getting relief.

She started nosing around and dropping in on me without knocking to insure that

I would not have a free reign of my time alone.  She'd even come in while I was

showering to hang new towels, or to pick up my clothes.  It wasn't like she was

domestic or anything, because if I wanted anything clean, I ended up washing it

myself.  Getting a chance to masturbate to dad's old magazines grew to be more

and more of a challenge, though.

One night, after we watched an R rated video in the living room together, with

me trying to ignore Terry kittening up to my dad during the show, especially

after the skin scenes, I had to really tap the prostrate.  I figured I'd have

the coast clear, with Terry and my dad doing it in their room.  I spread out my

absolute favorites around me on the bed.  This was going to be a super drainer.

It was as if Terry had her ear to the door.  Right as I was going to let myself

fly, in walked Terry under the guise of asking me to join them for a snack

before going to bed.  She was in a see through nightie, I was in shock, and I

was too far gone to stop what I was doing.  I shifted my attention from the

potential embarrassment facing me, and stared at her features through the gown

and shot messy ropes across Miss July.

I was dumbfounded, and tried to cover up with Miss August and February as Terry

approached.  "What's the meaning of this disgusting display, Young Man!"  She

said standing next to me with her fists on her hips.  When she started picking

up magazines and looking at them.  I had no leverage to complain and demand them

back.  Then she grabbed August and February.  I tried to hold on, but my

developing manhood was momentarily on display until I could return my hands to

its defense.  I had to sit there like a boob on a log as Terry took up each of

my favorites and started ripping the pictures and throwing the magazines in the

basket as she went along.  "There, that will teach you to bring that filthy

trash into this house."  She said, picking up the basket, throwing clothes at

me, and leaving while telling me what a pervert I was.

Fortunately, I still had a second and third string collection, but she destroyed

my whole first string super drainer collection.  I was sad and I was furious,

not to mention humiliated and embarrassed.  I knew she would bring this up with

dad, so I snuck out to see if I could listen in to their conversation.  "He

needs to relieve the sexual tension like all guys do."  Dad defended.

Terry, in my opinion, had little to argue against my doing it, except that I may

never grow up having a healthy relationship with a girl if I continued to make

love to pictures in a magazine unable to respond.

"The only woman in this house is you, and you are starting to walk around half

naked all of the time.  With a face and body like yours, it's a wonder he

doesn't spank the monkey more often."  Dad said.

Yeah, Dad.

Terry must have smiled at the imbedded compliment, because she said, "Come here

you."  And that was the last intelligible conversation I could hear.

I went back to my room fuming.  "I'm going to pay that bitch back for this.  She

can't get away with destroying my property like that, well, my dad's property."

Over the next month, Terry moved on to flashing me.  I almost didn't want to be

in the house alone with her.  She was teasing me unmercifully when my dad wasn't

around.  It was embarrassing the way she would look at my crotch like a

scorecard to see how she was doing in her game.  She'd move around the breakfast

table with just a short silk robe clinging to her bumps and curves.  When she

was loading the dishwasher, she would let the robe hang open, so I'd think I was

catching glimpses of her naked body, but that was my mind filling in the blanks

I'm sure.  What I was able to see was the hem climb up the back of her legs, as

she bent forward, to within inches of their junction.

Terry was having so much fun at teasing me and interfering with my attempts at

giving myself relief in private, that it was making her hot.  She felt

particularly victorious when she found the balance of my magazine stash and

removed them from the house.  She was getting so full of herself and hot at

home, that when I was in college, she stayed in a tease mode for others.  This

included delivery people, the unemployed men in our neighborhood when washing

her car outside or on walks, and the clerks and old men at the grocery store.

It made her horny all day and she looked to Dad to get relief at night.  She

liked teasing so much, that she became over sexed, more than my dad could

handle, and she turned it into full-blown seduction.

It was during just such an incident that the tables turned.  We were let out of

college early due to a student  crashing his car at lunch killing one passenger

while injuring himself and two others.  It was on the local news, but Terry

wasn't paying any attention to the real world, she was bonking the owner of the

dog who was tied up out front, whom she met at the park.  I wish you could have

seen her face when I walked in on her.  Like me, she was ready to be knocked

over the edge with a feather.  She looked up from the kitchen table at me

staring at her in disbelief, while the unaware stranger was banging her crotch

with animalistic rutting.  She didn't have it in her to slap him into stopping,

not until she crossed her threshold at least, despite the display she would make

for me.  And over the top she went, screaming, flailing, and finally weeping as

she waited humiliated for the stranger grunting his seed into her cunt.

"Oh my god."  He said when he discovered me standing there, and hurried out

before he was even finished redoing his pants.

Terry rolled off the table, sat huddled in a chair, and wept into her hands

totally humiliated by what she had done and had now been discovered by me.   I

was angry for my dad's sake, but I was about to explode with glee at my luck.

My dad's fuckable babe was brought down from her untouchable thrown, and was now

at my mercy.  While she had been acting like my dad's wife, and treating me like

a stepson, so to speak, she was not yet married to him.  My dad made it possible

for her to leave her job and be a lady of leisure at home.  If she were to be

thrown out now, she would have to say goodbye to a great guy, my dad, access to

enough money to get or do anything she would want, and have to go back to making

her way in life starting all over again.

I handed her the only piece of clothing I could see in the room, a small

stretchy pullover sundress.  I didn't say a word.  I quietly walked out of the

room to go upstairs.  In the hall I jumped and punched the air several times,

screaming a cheer loudly inside of my head in celebration.  Once in my room, I

stared and smiled at myself in the mirror.  Then I took down my pants and

started a celebratory stroking of my wiener, closing my eyes to better remember

the sight of Terry lying naked on the kitchen table being fucked by a stranger.

Then she did it again.  She opened the door to my room, only this time she

knocked as she stood looking at my bare backside.  "May I talk to you?"  She

asked submissively.

There I was feeling embarrassed again, my pants down to my ankles, my cock in my

hand, and my maybe to be stepmom wanting to talk to me.  "No wait," I thought,

"I don't need to feel embarrassed.  She is the one to feel embarrassed."  I

turned leaning back against my bureau with my hands at my sides on the edge, one

ankle over the other, and my cock at 10:00.  It might have gone down in any

other circumstance, but the little, lightweight sundress that Terry was wearing

was like Viagra for teens.  "Yes?"  I said with a new found confidence.

"Please don't tell your father.  I won't ever do it again, and I'll doing

anything to you ask to make the incident go away."  She said pleadingly.

"Anything?"  I asked rather cocky.

"Yes" she nodded, looking down to the right.

"Take off that dress then."

"What?"  She said stalling.

"You heard me.  You said anything."

To which she switched into a kitten mode and slowly wiggled out of the dress.

"Now, come over here and kiss it."  I directed, referring to my throbbing pole.

"This isn't right, you know."  She said, as if she had all of a sudden gotten

religion.

"I'm waiting."  I said, not budging from my intent to reek revenge on stepmommy

dearest.

She closed her eyes, bent forward holding her breasts with one arm and

supporting herself with a hand on her thigh with the other and kissed the

underside of my cock gently.  It was an exquisite feeling, but too fleeting.

"Lick it."  I ordered.

She looked at me pained, but proceeded to lick up the length of my cock.

"Don't stop," I said, "and do the balls too."

She kept licking.  I spread my legs.  Her breath on my balls was almost as

stimulating as the actual touch of her tongue.

"Put it in your mouth."

She groaned a complaining groan, but proceeded to do as directed.  As her mouth

slid down over the corona, I reflexively squeezed out tiny batches of air due to

the intensity of this only dreamed of sensation coming to life.  I almost

couldn't take it, my virgin cock inside of a woman for the first time.  She just

held it in her mouth and moved her tongue around a bit.  I was reflexively

moving to pull my cock out and away from the intense pleasure, then pushed back

in to recapture it.  Terry crouched down and placed her hands on my hips to keep

me from lounging forward uncontrolled.

"Suck it.  Do something."  I ordered.  "Don't just leave it there like this."

She started to move her head up and down on it and sucked to create a delicious

friction.  Just as I was about to cum, she removed her mouth and started to lick

again, probably to breathe a little easier.

"Don't.  Stop it.  Suck it again.  Don't stop sucking it."  I said panicked that

she would do something to interrupt my inaugural coming inside a woman.

I started to buck and breathe erratically.  I knew I was cumming, and I guessed

she knew I was cumming, so I put both of my hands on the back of her head and

forced her to stay on me while I relieved the pressure into her unwilling mouth.

She was no longer sucking.  She was trying to avoid swallowing the ejaculate.

She grimaced as I plunged in and out of her lips in and out of my pearl jam that

was oozing out the corners of her mouth.  When I couldn't take the sensation any

longer, I let her up.  She spit into some dirty clothes on the floor, coughed

and gagged for a moment.

When she stood up holding her dress over her arm, she asked hopefully,  "Okay,

now we're square, right?"

"Right."  I responded sarcastically.


Chapter 2

I just had an orgasm inside of a woman.  My god it was fantastic.  My beautiful
bitchy stepmom, well she acts like a stepmom, but my dad hasn't married her yet,
she let me do it.  That's not right, she had to do it.  She would not have done
it, in fact she would have continued to tease me and taunt me to make me suffer,
if it weren't for her nature backfiring on her.

She probably targeted my dad and seduced him in the first place.  She can do
that really well.  Her sweet face belies a self-centered bitch that thinks the
world is her playground, and us, her playthings.  Well, I'm gonna show her a New
World order.  That's right, the world according to me . . .

"Well this is a nice change, all of us sitting around the table having dinner
together."  My dad said proudly.  "Honey, you out did yourself with this meal."
-Yeah, like meatloaf, French fries, and salad is such a big deal.- "Son, this is
the most like a family I've felt since your mother was healthy." -Okay dad,
you're not leading up to a discussion about marriage are you?-

"Yeah, Terry is pretty good at cooking, when she puts her mind to it."  I said.

"Thank you boys."  Terry responded.

"Things are great at work.  Things are great at home.  It makes a fella want to
tie up loose ends."  Dad said happily.  Terry looked at me to see if I had a
wrench I intended to shove in the spokes.  "I think we should talk about all of
us committing to being a family, a real family." - I think there is something
you should know first, dear old dad.-

"I'm starting to not feel very well.  May I be excused?"  I asked.

"Sure son, we'll all talk about this again later."  Dad said.

Terry watched me intently as I left the table.  I was too unpredictable in her
world for her comfort.  When she got my dad contentedly checking the paper and
watching TV, she came up to my room to talk to me. 

There she did it again.  "Don't you ever come into this room without knocking
and getting permission to enter, ever again.  Do you get it?"  I scolded
angrily.  It took her down a peg.

"I'm sorry.  It won't happen again."  Terry said.

"It had better not."  I added.

"Thank you for not telling your dad about this afternoon."  She said trying to
be sweet.

"Sure, whatever."  I said coolly.

She turned to leave.  "Hey, what's with the sweatshirt and the baggy pants
anyway?"  I challenged.

"Ah, er, I just wanted to be presentable for dinner."  She replied.

"Stop it.  Go back to the way you usually dress." I said.

"What? Are you planning on telling me how to dress now?"  She asked obstinately.

"Exactly.  Things are going to be a little different around here.  That is, if
you want to stay around here."  I threatened.

She still didn't know how to take me.  Heck, I was treading on virgin territory
myself.  So she turned in a huff to leave and shut the door firmly behind her.

That night I stayed awake dreaming of how to get back at my soon to be stepmom
and make it so she could never dominate me again.  "Damn," I thought in an angry
rush, "I wish I had that magazine collection back right now.  That bitch is
gonna pay."

The next morning, Terry sent my dad off to work with hugs and kisses.  She moved
around the kitchen in bare feet and a frumpy thick terrycloth robe.  "What's
with the bulky robe?  I thought I told you to dress like you used to do." I
reminded her.

"Can I get you something for breakfast?"  She asked trying to change the
subject.

"Go take that robe off and put the silk number on."  I said trying to be firm
and cool.

She looked at me carefully to determine if it was worth a confrontation or not,
and backed down, not wanting to lose the war over a lousy bathrobe.  When she
came back into the kitchen I was eating cereal sitting in the one spot where I
could view most of the room.  She saw that I was taken care of, so she was
thinking about leaving.

"Where are you going?  There is a kitchen to clean up."  I said dictatorially.

"Aren't you about ready to leave for college?  You'd better watch the time."  She
said patiently awaiting her time alone.

"I'm still not feeling well from last night.  I'm staying home from college
today."  I said.  Terry's face turned to a look of horror.  "In fact today,
you're gonna help me with a project.  We are going to rebuild my magazine
collection."

"What? I'm not going to allow that filthy smut in this house."  She said
forgetting her current pecking order in the household.

"Oh, you will, and you'll be paying for them.  It will teach you not to destroy
other people's property.  Now put on that dress from yesterday."  I ordered.

"Where do you think . . .?"  She started to say with fists on hips until she
looked into my eyes and realized that a tirade right now would go nowhere but
south.  She turned with a huff, stomping her foot, it was cute really, and
stormed out of the kitchen.

I waited in the living room watching daytime tripe on TV.  Then in she walked
wearing the short stretchy sundress.  The brief moment I had seen it on her was
long enough to remember how you could tell what she was like underneath. 

"So what's with the underthings?  That isn't like you."  I commented.

"I have to wear something under this.  You can tell if I am wearing them or
not."  She protested.

"It didn't stop you before when you went out to hook Gomer for your pleasure.
Take them off before we go."  I directed.

"Please, do you really want to be seen with your mother in public dressed that
way?"  She said.

"You're not my mother.  You'll never be my mother.  You're not my stepmother
really.  The bra goes for sure, but I'll let you go with panties, if you find
ones that are briefer than those.  Now try again."  I said sending her away to
change.

She came back blushing, holding her hands together in front of her pubic mound,
looking down embarrassed.  Embarrassed mind you, the consummate pricktease
embarrassed by her breasts showing a little under her short dress.

"That's better.  Lose those flat shoes and we'll be off."  I said getting up.

"Barefoot?"  She asked uncharacteristically dense.

"Barefoot, heels, you pick."  I said with a note of smart ass disbelief.  This
was going to be fun.

The dress was not made for driving.  It started off well up her thighs and she
tried on more than one occasion to pull it down.  It was a treat to watch that
sweet ass struggling to rise enough to pull the hem down in back.  Terry tried
to drive with her arms in the line of site of my eyes glaring at her breasts,
but her attended body was mine to ogle for the most part on the trip to
downtown.  We parked and headed for the elevator of the parking garage.  The
click of Terry's heels echoed around the cement structure saying "look here"
then "don't look here" as she picked up the pace.

We found a news shop and I directed her to go in and buy one of every magazine
on the racks in the "adults only" section while I looked at Sports Illustrated
in another aisle.  "Oh, and I want you to flip through each one before taking it
to make sure there are nude women in them.  I only want the ones with nude
women.  Now go."  I ordered.

She had to pass through a spring loaded swinging sign warning all that entered
the area needed to be adults.  It had the effect of creating a corral for those
that wanted to view the good stuff.  She was surrounded by horny men, or men
intending to be horny with a little fuel for the minds.  She quickly picked up a
couple of issues and held them against her chest, but looking over at me she
realized that she would now have to flip through them first.  She looked
embarrassed and aghast at some of the pictorials depicting unimaginable pairings
and circumstances between people.  She soon had a heavy stack in her arms and it
was now more difficult to view the magazine before adding it to the stack.

Suddenly she lurched up and dropped the collection on the floor in front and
around her.  A phantom hand from one of the men crowding around her had traced
up and down her butt crack startling her.  She didn't know which one, so she
could do nothing more than squat down and restack her selections.  When she got
to the check out, the collection went into five magazine bags.  I held the door
open for her and she said, "Here."

"Don't give them to me, unless you want to get arrested.  I'm not old enough to
receive them from you.  You'll have to get them home, not me."  I said.

It was my chance to walk behind her and watch as she strained to carry the heavy
stack of magazines back to the car wearing her high heels.  It was then that I
really appreciated what nice strong legs she had.  She had me open the car and
she tossed the bags into the back seat, staggering as she caught her breath and
balance.  "Happy?"  She snapped.

"I'll see.  We have to find out what you've brought me first before I can say."

"Hummpf!"  She exclaimed as she started the car for home.

I know she wanted to give me a piece of her mind on the way, but it was a
relatively quiet ride.  Some part of her brain, maybe a part that was trying to
understand me, was telling her, each time she was ready to let me have it, that
"now would not be a very opportune time."  Once in the house, she started to
storm upstairs.

"Hey, hey, where are you going?"  I asked firmly.  "Get down here.  We need to
see if my collection has been properly replaced."  She turned and slowly came
back down the stairs.  "In here.  . . .  Right here next to me."  It was the
couch in the living room.  "Let's see what you brought me."  She sat pouting,
arms straight and hands between her knees.  "Look at this one.  She's a freak.
Nobody has tits the size of watermelons.  It's got to be a doctored picture. . .
.  Shit! How did she get that in there."  Terry was pretending that she hadn't
the slightest interest between peeks.  "Oooo, that musta hurt."  She looked
openly this time and was as shocked as I was at the piercing around a model's
clitoris and labial lips. 

"That's gross.  How can you look at this stuff?"  She said, but no longer
looking away.

"That looks great.  I want you to do that to me right now."  I said referring to
a picture of a model taking a man's balls into her mouth.  "I want to see what
that feels like."

"You've got to be kidding."  She said starting to get up.

"Undo my pants."  I said pulling her back down by her arm.

Realizing that it was pointless to fight me right then, she shifted in the seat
so that she was kneeling on one leg, with the other one straight down to the
floor.  I slouched so she could get a better shot at the belt and button fly of
my jeans.  She looked at me and I nodded to indicate that she should go ahead
and pull the pants down, and then the underwear.  Mr. Happy was pointing but in
a floppy sort of way.  She held it aside with her thumb and forefinger, swept
the hair from her face with the other as she dove forward into my crotch to suck
up a testicle.

It was not what I expected.  She was a little rough.  So I motioned her up with
my hand on her head, stood up and spread my legs.  Still holding my penis in her
fingers, she climbed on her knees down to the floor and sucked up on a waiting
nut.  That was better.  That was the best.  We both felt my wiener pulsing to
its full stiffness.  "Okay, okay, that's enough."  I said thinking I couldn't
take any more, but she kept it up only she alternated between sucking and
tonguing each ball and licking up the underside of my cock.  I wasn't sure what
I should do.  The overall effect was setting me up for an avalanche cum.  Then
she rotated in some hand motion up and down my cock.  Finally, she sucked like a
baby on a nipple with her tongue on the underside of my cock head, with her top
lip just covering the pee hole.  It made me shiver uncontrollably like at a
urinal sometimes, and when the shivering was done, I signaled it was going to
happen by uttering, "Oh boy, here we go."

This was just enough time for her to remove her mouth and handjob me instead to
conclusion.  As good as this particular second cumming was, it would have been
just that much better if it had been deep inside Terry again. 

I collapsed back down to the couch.  "There, that should be enough.  I did what
you wanted today.  I got you your smut rags back, and I got you off.  I'm
through with this game.  Hell, I don't even get a climax in the deal."  Terry
said standing up.

"Not so fast, Stepmommy Dearest.  You want to be a member of this family, you're
gonna play by my rules, my rules all of the time.  You want a climax?  I'm for
that.  Get to work."  I said settling in for the show.

"You can't be serious.  That is way over the line.  I'm going to be your new
mother for Christ sakes.  Where the fuck do you get off ordering me to put on
that kind of show for you?  You really are a pervert.  I think your father
should have a talk with you."  She snapped back.

"The fuck?  For Christ sakes?  Is that the example mothers set for their
children these days?  I wonder if good old Dad knows what kind of mouth the
woman he plans to marry has.  Now, take off that dress and make it look real
sexy for me."  - Hell, you've seen me do it, I want to see you do it, bitch -

"You son-of-a . . ."

"Ut ah aaah.  I am your ticket to be in this family.  What I have to say to my
dad will work just as good tomorrow, as it will today.  We need some mother and
son bonding before I give him the go ahead.  Now, do we understand each other
here?"

"God!  You're a monster."  She said.  I would have gotten into it with her some
more, but she said it as she was stripping the dress up over her head.

Geez, what a body on that woman.  None of the cuties at my college looked that
good, but none of them were women, they were just girls.  She stood seductively,
but stalling nevertheless.  "What are you waiting for?"  I asked.

"I don't think I will be able to do it with you watching.  It's too
embarrassing."  She pleaded.

"You can dish it out but you can't take it hunh."  I said.  "Get those panties
off now."

She peeled them down and tried to cover everything up with her hands and arms.
I don't know what got into that exhibitionist broad at that moment, but she
closed up tighter than a clam.  "Come here."  I said.  I wanted her standing
right in front of me so I could touch her.  "Put your hands to your side.
Better yet, put them behind your head."  She glared.  "Step closer and put each
of your legs on the outside of mine."

"No.  I . . ."

"Yes, and you will."  I ordered.  "I guess it is up to me to prime your pump."
God, I had never been that close to a pussy before.  I could feel heat radiating
from it, and the smell, well, I was getting too excited to think one way or
another about it.  Now of course, it turns me on big time these days.  "What do
you like, this?"  I said, cupping my hand on her furry patch.

She was looking away and biting her lower lip.  Her breathing was pronounced.
"Your fingers  . . .  you could . . .  oh god, this is wrong."  She said
buckling under the exploratory stroking of my fingers on her slippery terrain.

"More wrong than dragging a total stranger home for unprotected anonymous sex?"
I chided.  Her shame and embarrassment was evident in the humiliation she seemed
to experience at my words and touch.  I took my hand away to smell her scent up
close.  She looked down at me with alarm.  I put my fingers back to the task and
she mellowed back into a responsive state again.  Then I decided that I wanted
to watch, so I took my hand away and sat back.  She opened her eyes and mouth
wide at the unexpected change of course and breathed heavily for a moment.

"But . . ."

"But nothing.  Time to finish it yourself."  I said.

"Oooo . . ." She took a hand down and started to rub her snatch the way she
liked to have it rubbed.  She didn't need to resign herself to it, she wanted to
cum now, and the sooner the better. 

I took mental notes, "So that's what it's all about.  That spot seems to be her
favorite.  I'd like to be the one massaging those breasts and nipples for her,
but just watch and see what she likes for now.  There's plenty of time for me to
do it later.  Geez, holy shit!"  I was thinking, watching her body and voice
explode in sync to her quivering orgasm.  "This is amazing.  I can't believe how
lucky I am.  Good job Dad!  She's a keeper."

When she was calmed down and basking in the afterglow of the moment sitting on
the couch next to me, she didn't even bother covering up.  "Okay, you've had
your fun.  Now we're even."  She said with confidence.

"Whatever.  We know who holds the cards.  Here's the deal.  You keep Dad happy,
so he's always in a good mood, you do whatever I say, and never ever take it
outside of here, unless I approve, and you can be my stepmom."  I declared.

"You . . ."

"Ut uh ah.  No discussion.  My rules and you're in.  Fight me, cross me, lip
back, and you're out."  I proclaimed.  She just sat there in a pout staring out
at space in the room, her legs crossed and her arms crossed tightly under her
breasts.  Oooo, those breasts.  "I'll take that as a 'Yes' then.  Now put your
stepmother mouth on it again and suck."

Revenge is sweet, and if somebody tries to tell you otherwise, they don't know
their ass from a hole in the ground.


Chapter 3

Terry was taking good care of my dad, like I wanted her to.  My dad is a great
guy, that is, as long as he is in an average or above mood.  When she kept my
dad happy, I was happy.  But, there were times when she was occupied taking care
of him, when I needed someone to keep me happy.  The only answer I could think
of was to clone her, well, at least to duplicate her . . .

It was the weekend.  My dad needed to have his time with Terry, because the next
day he was planning to get up early to go fishing with a client.  We were having
pizza together, boy that domestic Terry really knows how to order takeout.
"Son,"  my dad said, "I'd take you along, but it's going to be mostly business."
- Yeah, like I'd want to sit in a boat all day with my dad and his client
bragging about the past -

"That's okay Dad, I never catch anything anyway.  Have fun."

Terry looked at my smirk.  "Can I come along?"  She said to escape me.

"Terry, Sweetie, I don't think you'll fit into the plan.  Besides, this is Hank
from your old company.  It might get a little awkward."  He advised.

"I have her all to myself again."  I celebrated mentally, and it probably showed
as Terry took a look at me and left the table in a huff.

Saturday morning I was up before Terry.  She may have seen my dad off and went
back to sleep, but right then she was sleeping like a baby, like a baby who had
kicked the covers off in her sleep.  There was her well fucked cunt, I presume,
staring at me from under the nightie that had ridden up her body in her tossing
and turning.  "Okay Sleepyhead, time to get up and smile for the camera."  I
said trying to stir her.

She stretched her arms up over her head and slowly opened her eyes.  When they
were open enough to discern me standing there with our video camera running,
they opened all of the way, her hands went to sweep the covers over her as she
shouted, "You perverted bastard.  You give me that camera this instant." - I
love it when she calls me "perverted."  It tells me that the payback is working.
- "Your father is definitely going to hear about this."

"Oh really."  I replied sarcastically, as I put down the camera.  "I'll just
chalk that up to the fact that you haven't gotten up and showered.  Your memory
and general thinking are probably not yet up to speed.  Because, if they were,
you'd remember that you sleep comfortably in that bed because I say you can.
Now, it's time to get up and take that shower."  I said getting the camera ready
again.

"Put that down.  I'm not leaving this bed until you put that thing away."  She
protested.

"Not until I'm finished with my documentary, 'A Day In The Life Of A Stepmom
Named Terry.'"

"You can't do this, this is indecent, disgusting, immoral, it's blackmail,
extortion, even criminal.  How can you be so wicked?"  She protested vehemently.

"'Wicked,' am I.  Just when I was thinking that you were actually beginning to
like it.  Maybe you aren't right for this family after all."  I said.

"Please don't."  She said more compliantly.  "What if your dad or somebody were
to see the tape?"

"He won't.  You'll be cooperating with me, so there'll be no need.  It'll be
just for me.  Time to rise and shine."

Terry swung her legs out of the covers down to the floor at the edge of the bed.
She started to walk in front of me and then bolted for the bathroom door.  I was
anticipating it so I moved with her and stuck my foot in to prevent her from
closing it.  She kept trying to close it, as if my foot was a temporary glitch,
but she eventually stopped trying and backed up frustrated and humiliated by me
with the camera capturing her alluring body through the short see-through gown.

"What are you doing?  This is a bathroom.  I need to use it.  Now please leave."
She pleaded.

"I haven't seen a good shower scene in a movie since 'Porky's', so I'm gonna
make my own."  I said like a smart ass.

"I can't believe what an ogre you are."  She fumed, stomping her foot with fists
clenched.  "Oh, damn you."

"Now, now, is that any way to talk to a future famous director, trying to make
you a star?"

She straddled the toilet backward to take a pee without giving me the
satisfaction of taping her reaction to it.  That was okay, I wasn't intending
that to be on the tape anyway, what's erotic about that.  The shower, that's
what I was in there for.  She stood with her back to me as she let the water
warm up.  She was trying her best to defy me.  What she didn't realize was that
she could be just as sexy from behind as she was facing you.  The only
difference is that she could be anybody, not specifically Terry.  She was
physically fit, so with a strong feminine back, sleek strong legs, and a
well-proportioned butt, it all worked for me.  She got in the shower and gave me
one last glare before pulling the curtain across.

I waited a moment for her to get wet and lathered up.  Then I pulled the curtain
aside and held it with one hand.  She squealed briefly from being startled and
huddled her body into a far corner like I was Norman Bates from the movie
"Psycho" or something.  Then resigned to the fact that I would have my way,
finished her shower in an "I could care less" pout.

Her strategy was to ignore me.  She dried herself with only an occasional glare
at the lens.  She put on her clothes and only stuck her tongue out once.  She
made an effort to leave the room, "Excuse me," she said, but needed me to step
aside at the door.

"It's about what you're wearing.  Take off the shorts, they actually look nice
on you, but I like you in skirts, the shorter the better.  What have you got?"
I said while shooting, so our interaction would all be recorded.  Then with mock
frustration, she let out an annoyed sigh and walked over to her closet and held
out her hand directing me to point the camera at her wardrobe.  "Show me."  I
said.

With each directive on my part she made a scene of being annoyed with me, but
had to force it more and more as time wore on, because she was kind of getting
into it.  She was an exhibitionist by nature and a camera was running after all.

It boiled down to a clingy knit number, or a flared cotton one, so I chose the
cotton one for her.  There would be more possibilities.  "What else you got?" I
asked.

"What's wrong with this?"  She complained.

"I like to see skin around the middle."  I said.  She showed me bikinis, tubes,
halters, . . . "What's this?"

"It's a half tee."  She said.

"Where do you wear it?"

"I've used it as a partial cover up at the beach if I've had too much sun, why."

"Try it."

"With which thing?"

"Alone.  As is."

"No, no, no, not without something under it.  I come out of it if I bounce too
much."

"Yes, yes, yes, it's perfect."

"No way.  You already have me wearing a mini-length skirt with nothing
underneath it, you can't make me wear this too."

"I'll let you wear hose, pantyhose under the skirt.  Let me see what you have. .
. . There, that one."

"No these are designed to be worn with panties, see nothing."  She said holding
the clear crotch up to the lens.

"Exactly.  They're perfect."

No wait, it isn't a fair cover up in exchange for wearing this top.  You can see
my hairs, for Christ sake."  She complained.

"Shave em.  It would be a good look.  Yeah, that should go in the 'A Day in the
Life' too, do it."

"No way.  What would your father say?"

"He'd say, 'Cool, now you're just like some of my old friends in the magazines
you threw out.'  That's what he'd say." 

Being more into it, at this point, she actually considered and did it.  Now that
was a jewel to have on tape.  So I had my stepmommy dearest all dressed up, but
no place to go, so I said, let's act like tourists and walk the waterfront.

"You can't make me go out of the house like this.  It's one thing to have to do
it for your puerile mind around the house in private, and it's a whole other
thing to be seen like this in public."

"You love it.  You don't fool me.  Here are your keys, let's go." I said camera
bag in hand.

The ride started icy.  Terry was fuming mad.  She refused to talk or look at me
as we rode.  I sat there staring at her beautiful body up and down, unmoved by
her annoyance with me.  As we got closer to the waterfront, she looked at my
boner, then at my face and smiled a seductive smile.  Bingo, I knew I was
tapping into her nature. "No more guff from you, Miss Hot Pants."  I thought.

We parked and started for the waterfront.  Terry kept smoothing down her skirt
around her.  She must have felt like it was flipped up somewhere, feeling the
gentle breeze swirling in, around, and through her crotch area.  She got looks,
lots of looks.  Her high heels hitting the sidewalk sent jolts up her body
causing her breasts to jiggle without any support.  She apeared to be practice
walking, so it seemed to me following her, to figure out the best gait to keep
everything in place. 

At the waterfront, there were many people out enjoying the warm sunny day.  I
was getting some interesting footage of Terry parting the crowd as she walked
ahead of me.  Men and women looked her up and down as she approached and passed,
then they would look at me and my camera.  Their reactions and range of
expressions were priceless.

Some in-line skaters nearly took her down by accident when they came upon her,
unprepared for her sensual display.  The breeze from their passing her created a
provocative rippling of her skirt.  That's when I decided that we should rent
some skates ourselves.

When we arrived at the skate concession, she got plenty of assistance from a
young employee who stood by to help as she tried on the skates he gave her.  How
can I say it, there was really no dignified way for Terry to try on pairs of
skates when the two chairs available were taken.  She had to sit on some grass
to get her feet into the boots, giving the attendant an eyeful. "Look all you
want, Buddy, but don't touch.  She's almost married to my old man."  I cautioned
him in my brain. 

He helped her to stand up by pulling her left hand.  This caused her left breast
to poke out to mid nipple from under her half tee shirt.  It had been a long
time since Terry had skated in any fashion, so she had immediate problems with
confidence and balance.  She had her legs too straight and she needed to swing
her arms forward to keep from falling.  This caused both breasts to peek out
from under the short top, and for the attendant to say, "How would you like a
quick lesson?"

She thought he was cute, so she said "Okay." 

He excused himself from the stand and took Terry to an open stretch.  He had her
stand in a reverse snowplow, like in skiing, and had her push with one skate
while gliding with the other.  This got her rolling.  He stayed right behind her
to prevent an accident, and he coached her on stopping using the heel brake on
one of the skates.  She miscalculated and began falling backwards.  He caught
her around the middle, and as she went back, she slid down in his arms until her
bare breasts got caught in his hands.  This was a surprise sensation for both of
them.  He was embarrassed helping her up.  She was embarrassed too and glared
over at me, with the camera running, for putting her up to it.  She turned to
the skate attendant and tried to tell him that she was going to give up trying
for now.  He was not really listening, as he was swept up by her beauty and
smothered her words with an impromptu kiss.

Again he was embarrassed as she pushed him off of her.  He held her hand as she
step/skate/walked back to the stand with his support.  He got down on one knee
to undo her skates for her.  She kept her hands on the top of his head for
balance.  She could feel, but do little to stop, his head turning to look up at
her shaved snatch and breasts pushing out the material of her top. 

With her shoes in her hands, Terry came over to me angry,  "Funny, very funny.
Now let's go home."  She said hitting me on the upper arm with the side of her
shoe to try to get me to stop from laughing.

When I got myself collected, I insisted that she get me something to eat and
drink.  My camera was running when she stood waiting in line behind a couple
with a friendly golden retriever.  The retriever looked at her and tried to get
her attention to pet him by tossing his head up in the air.  When Terry didn't
pay any attention to him, he moved up closer to her.  She still didn't pay any
attention to him as she was looking back to see where I was standing.  Then the
dog nudged its muzzle right up into her crotch and seemed to like what it
smelled, as he rutted his snout up and around making nasal sounds.  Terry took
his head out from between her legs and squatted down to finally pay him some
attention.  That's when he started sniffing and licking up into Terry's
cleavage, right as his owners and others started to take close notice of Terry's
predicament.  The dog's licking started to go in both directions from her
cleavage out to her nipples, before she could get a firm control of his head and
get the dog's owners to reel in the leash.  She accepted their apologies while
readjusting her short top back over her moist and sticky tits.

After we ate, Terry pleaded with me to agree to go home, which I did.  I wanted
to see what I now had on tape.  She cleaned up and came downstairs in her silk
robe, with her wet hair combed straight back, and with the sweet smell the soap
wafting up from her body.  She sat next to me to watch herself on the video.

"You have to promise me that no one else will see this."  She said.

"Just don't give me a reason to and it shouldn't happen."  I responded.  "There
is something I want to have on this tape, that I don't have yet."

"What's that?"  She asked worried.

"I need a sexy, very sexy dance."

"I wouldn't know what to do."  She protested.

"I think you would."  I rebutted.  "Go put on a couple of sexy things and I'll
get set up."

She left without argument.  She was probably excited to do it, not so much as it
was for me, but that someone like me would be turned on by her doing it.  I had
everything ready when she came back into the room.  Without any stage direction
from me, she got in front of the camera and waited while I started the stereo
system.

She started off a little stiff.  Then she started to watch herself on the TV,
which I had set up as a real-time monitor.  She adjusted her moves according to
her own conception of a sexy dance.  I sat back and watched with my dick in my
hand as she danced to seduce herself on the monitor.  Being as self-centered as
she was, she basically cut me out of the loop, that is, until she was dancing
totally naked, experimenting with moves, and I told her to make herself cum.

It was everything I could do not to take myself to the limit with my own hand.
I wanted that on tape too.  She moved her hips while she fingered herself and
caressed her breasts.  She was obviously horny from the day in town, because she
was very vocal and squirmy when she came.  She must not have been very conscious
of me nor the camera, because it came across very uninhibited.  She could not
take it standing, so she was on her knees during her orgasm.  She caught her
breath on hands and knees with her head and breasts hanging freely.

"Come here.  Do me now."  I said, filming her while she collected herself then
crawled like a kitten in between my legs.  She took my pole in her mouth, and
with her hands on either side of my pubic area, she fiddled my balls with her
thumbs, all the time looking straight into the camera lens.  She sensuously
worked me up to the point of coming, which prompted me to direct her not take
her mouth off this time, nor let a drop escape her lips.  Her seductive
expression for the camera changed to caution and nausea as I erupted in her
mouth.  "Suck, keep sucking." I said, as I came a couple of times in succession
until her sucking was too much for me to take, and I pushed her head off with my
free hand.

"Do you want to see the whole thing again?"  I asked moments later.

"Sure."  She said, then snuggled up next to me to watch the show all about her.

I sat there pleased that I had a copy of Terry for myself now, for those dry
spells in the future.


Chapter 4

Well, it came time for Dad to have that talk with me, not the one about

sex, the one he was planning to have about marrying Terry and all of us

becoming a family.  I told him that she could never replace my real mom,

but she was being nice to me for now.  I told him that as long as she

continued to be nice, and we could stay out of each other's way, he would

have my blessing.  Well, since the marraige was moving along, it was time

for me to introduce Terry to some of my friends . . .

When my friends, Steve, Shauna, and Eli started showing up, Terry

thought it would be a good opportunity to get out on her own and leave us

alone.  I had other plans.  "Hey where do you think you're going?" I asked.

I'm going shopping." She replied.

"Now is that any way to treat our guests?" I said sarcastically.

"I thought you kids would like the time alone together." She said

lamely.

"No we need you to wait on us so we can kinda have a party." I said.

"You kids are old enough to fend for yourselves in that department." She

said hopefully.

I got up and talked to her privately.  "Look, I want you to get to know

my friends and for them to get to know you.  Now go upstairs and put on

that waterfront outfit."

She looked at me horrified.  "No." She said obstinately, then, "Com'on,

don't make me do that in front of your friends." She said more compliantly.

"You're just about married to my dad.  You wouldn't want anything to

mess that up, now would you?" I said as enforcement.

Terry went upstairs, sullen and worried.  When she came back down, she

was dressed in a short flared cotton skirt, a half tee shirt, hose and

heels.  My friends' eyes bugged out when they saw her.  We were sitting

around the dinning room table playing a game of Liar's Dice.  "Terry, will

you get us some soda's," I asked, "with glasses and ice please?"

While she was in the kitchen, I suggested we all move to the living room

floor.  When Terry came out of the kitchen with a tray of drinks, she

noticed we had moved.  When she saw us sitting on the living room floor,

she tried to get out of serving us by placing the tray on a table a

distance from us.  She got red-faced when I asked her to serve each guest

personally.  I had her pour the soda into the glass by each person, who

looked up to watch her serve them.  The underside of her breasts and the

view up her skirt got everyone, even Shauna all excited.

"Why don't you join us?" I asked her.

"No, you kids enjoy yourself while I work in the kitchen." She said.

"That can wait." I told her.  "Move.  Make her some room." I told Steve

and Eli.

They made room for Terry to join in between them.  She needed to take

off the heels to sit with us on the floor, and I didn't raise a fuss.

"We're playing 'Liar's Dice'.  You'll catch on as we go." I rolled the dice

and claimed a low count which Shauna to my left accepted.  She rolled three

of them again and claimed a higher combination, which Steve accepted.

Steve took out one and rolled the two remaining dice and called out a full

house. "What should I do?" Terry asked.

"Well, you either believe him and accept what he says he has, or you

challenge him.  If he has it on a challenge, you lose, if he doesn't have

it, then you win." I explained.

"Okay, I'll accept it.  What happens if I accept it and he doesn't have

it?" She asked.

"No problem, just roll the dice and get something higher than what he

claimed." I explained.

Terry rolled the dice and turned red.  She obviously didn't have the

roll.  Then in her nervousness, she called out what Steve had given her.

"Sorry.  That doesn't best Steve's roll.  Now you will have to hold your

top up for ten seconds." I directed.

"What?  You didn't say anything about that when we started." She

protested.

"What I said was, 'we would tell you how to play as we went along.'" I

rebutted.  "Now we'll count to ten while you hold your top up."

She looked at each hungry-eyed teen and realized she was not going to

get out of this one.  She crossed her arms, grabbed the hem of her tee, and

pulled it up exposing her breasts in all their glory, while at the same

time covering her face, so she wouldn't have to witness their gawking.

When our slow count to ten was complete, she quickly put the tee down

embarrassed.

"Okay Eli, your roll to me." I said.  We each accepted in turn, raising

the stake on each roll until Steve gave Terry four of a kind and a six.

"I can't beat that." Terry protested.

"Sure you can.  There are five dice, so you can get five of a kind."

Shauna said, getting into the spirit of it.

Terry rolled the six and said, "five fives," without even looking at

what she rolled.  Eli challenged and she lost again.

"Now you have to hold your top up for twenty seconds and people can

touch." I declared.

When she held her top up this time, she was obviously getting turned on

by Steve and Eli fiddling with her nipples.  Shauna had crawled over in

front of her, but Steve and Eli hogged the tits.  "Hey, I didn't get a

chance." Shauna protested.

"Okay, then we'll add another ten count." I directed and Terry bit her

lip as the curious Shauna touched and hefted her breasts.

The next round was similar, as we were all in cahoots by this time.  Now

you remove the top all together." I instructed.

"You didn't say anything about 'strip dice' when we started." Terry

protested.

"That's because you joined in after we started.  Now off with the top."

I said.

"I don't want to play this game any more." She said.

"I think you do.  Now sit back down." I ordered.

She took off her top and sat back down bitterly.

The next round I challenged Eli.  It surprised everyone, but I had my

reasons.  I caught him in a lie and told him to hold his shirt open for ten

seconds.  He did so a little confused and we had a wonderful view of his

tee shirt for a ten count.  What it did do, however, was to make Terry a

little more competitive, thinking she had a chance in the game, but when

she lost the next round, I told her she had to stand with her legs apart

and hold her skirt up for a ten count.  She was going to protest, but her

protests had done no good up to this point, so she did as directed, trying

to make eye contact to shame each of us as we rubbernecked on the ground

around her to see her denuded pussy through the pantyhose.

Now Terry is an exhibitionist by nature, so her anger didn't move me at

all.  She might have acted more like she was enjoying doing this except for

the fact that she couldn't predict us very well, especially with Shauna

amongst us.  So, when she lost the next round and I said that she had to

hold up her skirt for twenty seconds with touching, she was really off

guard.  Steve and Eli knelt down on either side of her and caressed her

buttocks with one hand and the inside of her thighs with their other, with

my encouragement.  Shauna stood before her playing with her breasts staring

directly into her eyes.  I tacked on additional time again so Shauna could

touch Terry between her legs.  We faded out of counting when Terry started

to move her hips to the stroking of Shauna's fingers.

"OoooOoo, she's wet." Shauna said disgusted, smelling her fingers, then

passing her hand around so we all could smell them.

Terry opened her eyes to see us all making fun of her pussy smell.  It

was obvious that Shauna had touched off some horniness and Terry was

looking a bit frustrated.  Not really knowing how to play us, she said,

"Well, when are we going to finish the game?"

"Oh, the game.  Right." I said.  I passed on a really good roll to

Shauna.  She tried to bluff Steve with her roll and he challenged her.  She

lost.

"Open your blouse for ten seconds." Terry ordered triumphantly.

We were all amused by this except Shauna.  "Com'on Shauna, I did it."

Eli reminded her.

She opened her blouse and we stared at her breasts pushing out her white

bra.  She looked embarrassed, especially from the looks Terry was giving

her.  It just so happened with everyone playing it straight that she lost

again in the next round.  "That's a count of twenty with touching if I

recall." The totally naked Terry, except for pantyhose, said with relish.

Shauna looked mortified.  Steve and I were ready to grope, but we got

out of Terry's way as she came crawling across the center of the circle to

Shauna and felt through the bra to zero in on her nipples.  "Feels good

doesn't it?  Look boys.  You can see em now." Terry pointed out.

"I don't see em." Steve said, hooking his fingers under her left bra

cup. "Let's see." He said, pulling it up off of her tit.

"Hey!" Shauna protested, quickly shutting her blouse closed with her

hands.  "No fair!  Let me see yours now." She ordered of Steve.

"You wanna see?" he said, pulling out his shirt tails out of his pants

and up with his undershirt to expose both of his pecks.

"No.  This." Shauna said, leaning over and putting her hand on his

crotch.

"No way Sister.  I haven't lost yet." Steve said, removing her hand.

"Hey.  Hey.  You wanna play some more, then your turn to roll, Stevie

Boy." I said making peace.

"Full House, twos over threes." Steve said to Terry.

She looked around.  It was an unusual first roll, but not unheard of.

"No way.  You're bluffing." She said, sliding the tumbler back to Steve.

Steve picked the tumbler up with relish as his Full House came into

view. Terry went white looking at me for the next rule.  "Well now, you've

finally made it to the 'touch yourself until we say stop' part of the

game."

"Wo-ah-oh.  No way.  I've got to draw the line somewhere.  I'm not gonna

get naked and put on a sex show for you and your friends.  It just won't

happen." She said determinedly.

"Is this where the winners tickle the loser until he or she gives in and

willingly completes the game?" Shauna asked me. - Good idea Shauna babe.

Wish I'd thought of that myself.  -

"Exactly." I said.

With that, Terry started to stand up to make a run for it.  As she was

rising, so were we.  Steve and Eli grabbed her arms and Shauna devilishly

tickled her ribs.  Terry wriggled and screamed.  Eventually she couldn't

stand it any more and she collapsed to the ground kicking her feet.  I

motioned for Steve to join me by holding a leg each.  Eli held both of her

writs in his lap, while Shauna straddled her midsection with her butt up to

the bottoms of Terry's breasts.  "Bring'em here boys." Shauna said,

referring to Terry's feet.  Steve and I struggled to bring Terry's strong

legs back toward Shauna's reach where she took her nails and sent

electrical shocks up and down Terry's neurology causing her to wriggle

uncontrollably like an epileptic in seizure.

Through her screams we could hear, "Okay, okay, I give.  I give."

Shauna stopped, but no one let her go.  "You give what?" I asked.

"I give.  No more.  I'll do what you want." Terry said exhausted.

"All righty then." I said moving the coffee table so Terry could perform

in front of my friends sitting together on the couch.  I put on some music

and told her to touch herself until she came or I said stop, whichever came

first.  "And, Shauna, you are in charge of determining whether she is

faking it or not."

Shauna seemed to adjust herself in the seat to be even more attentive

than she already was planning on being.  I told Terry to start, but ducked

away myself to find the camcorder.  I shot the scene from behind Terry to

the left so I could get everyone's reaction to her performance on the tape.

Steve and Eli started off in a trance as Terry peeled down the pantyhose.

Then they started to hoot and cheer when she touched her breasts while

grinding to the music.  They were jumping in their seats when she closed

her eyes and started to rub her pussy.  She was trying to get into a zone

as quickly as possible to cum as soon as she humanly could to get this

ordeal over with.  Shauna was looking her up and down intently, half

admiring and half jealous of her womanly beauty and responsiveness.  In an

unconscious maneuver, Shauna got off the couch and knelt down right next to

Terry and looked up close to what she was doing.  Terry was moaning,

pinching her nipple, and grinding her hips in an opposing direction from

her hand to get to a place she needed desperately to be right then.  Then

it happened.  She stiffened and let out a wailing moan, while moving her

fingers frantically against her pussy to keep the flood gates flowing.

From my vantage point, I delighted in watching her muscles tighten and

quiver in her butt cheeks as she finished her task at hand.

Shauna certified that it was real and I encouraged them to go on home as

soon as it was fashionable.  I wanted Terry to take care of me before my

dad got home.

"Do you think we could ever play it so we could have her touch us?"

Steve asked upon leaving.

"I think that could be arranged." I said while saying goodbye to them

all.  Then turning to the still naked Terry, "Okay," I told her, "time to

do me now."

"No way you low life.  I've been doing your perverted bidding enough.

Look what you made me do in front of your friends here today.  I don't know

that I want to be part of this goddamn family after all." She said.

"Nice try.  You've grown accustomed to Dad's money, this house, this

lifestyle, and you like the excitement I've been providing you.  Now put my

thing in something of yours that will make me feel good and let's get it

on." I said, taking charge.

"Your father should be home any minute now." She warned.

"If you don't want him to find you like this, you'd better get me off

quickly." I advised.

"You . . .you . . ." Was all she could say as I pulled her head down

upon it.

"Ahhh . . ." was what I was thinking.


Chapter 5

It came to the point where my Dad and Terry were going to legally tie the knot

at the end of the week.  It was okay, I still had my controls in place.  Dad

would still be furious if he knew she had cheated on him, and there was always

the video tape I had of her.  That would definitely freak him out.  If she

thought it could go back to the way it was before, she had another think

coming . . .

"Can I come?"  I asked my dad.

"No Son.  The bachelor party is just for adults, I'm sorry."  He replied.

"I'll show them."  I thought.  "I'll have my own."  So I got on the horn and

polled my friends for a time and place.  It really had to be at the same time as

my dad's since the two of them were pretty busy, even though it wasn't such a

big wedding.

"So, tonight you're coming with me to Jason's house."  I told Terry.

"I can't go with you anywhere tonight, I'm marrying your dad on Saturday.  There

is too much to do."  She protested.

"You won't be doing anything with Dad tonight.  He'll be at a party.  So you are

going to go to a party with me."  I said.

"Am I going to have any choice?"  She asked snidely.

"That's more like it."  I thought.  "You're the guest of honor, you have to go.

Dad is going to have his one last fling with freedom, and so are you.  You'll

thank me for it."  I said.  "I'll need you to wear your best business attire.

You're coming to the party as 'Ms. Nelson,' our history teacher.  I'll get you

some glasses at the drugstore."

Then I got on the phone.  "Jason, are you sure this is cool?"

"My folks are with my sister's family to help with my new nephew and my brother

Jeremy is cool with it if we let him come to it."

"Okay, we'll leave here just after my dad leaves."  I told Jason.

"Have fun Dad." I said, after he kissed Terry "Goodbye."

"Get dressed now, and don't be long.  The party is waiting for us.  Oh, and put

your hair up like this."  I said demonstrating how Ms. Nelson would have her

hair tight on top of her head moving handfuls of Terry's hair as best I could.

She was taking way too long, so I barged in on her.  She was holding clothes to

her body, looking at herself in the mirror.  "Geez woman.  The green one is just

fine."  I said impatiently.  I decided to supervise the rest of her dressing so

we could get underway as soon as possible.

"What are you planning to do?"  She asked me in the car on the way.

"We're gonna to live out everyone's fantasy, including yours."  I said.  "Here

it is.  Pull over."

We knocked on the door.  "Hey Jason.  This is Terry.  Terry, Jason." 

"Well, well, well.  She is prettier than Ms. Nelson, Bro."  Jason said

appreciatively.

"Here Terry, try these."  I said handing her the glasses I had for her.

"Perfect, Bro.  Very tearcherly.  This is gonna change my thinking in class big

time."

"I can't see very clearly with these."  Terry complained at the blurriness that

the reading glasses created for distance vision.

"You won't need them for long.  Where can she hide out?"  I asked Jason.

"Kitchen, dining room, living room, wherever you want.  We're all downstairs."

Jason said.

"Okay Terry,  wait in the living room until I announce you as the 'Guest of

Honor.'  Get a drink from the bar over there.  You'll be glad you did."  I

instructed.

We partied downstairs for almost an hour.  I came up a couple of times to make

sure Terry didn't sneak out on me.  I got her watching TV and refilled her drink

each time.  Then it was time for me to bring her down.  "Here, remember to wear

these."  I said referring to her glasses.  I held her arm as she wobbled in her

heels down the stairs to the basement.  It was mostly dark except for a few dim

lights.  To her it must have been the same as completely dark.  I really hadn't

paid much attention to the strength of the glasses when I picked them out, just

the style.  When I had her in the rec. room, the lights went up at our end,

music started and there was whistling and cheering.  As I backed away to join

the others I told her, "Turn us on, Ms. Nelson.  Let's make a little history

tonight."

She looked at all of us wide-eyed, well the glasses made her eyes look big at

least.  Looking through them later myself, I realized that she could see the

number of people in the room, but not identify them with the glasses on.

"Dance for us, Ms. Nelson."  I called out. 

Now you're probably thinking I'm a shit and she's the victim here.  Well, you

have to understand that it was her selfish nature to turn on and tease whomever

she pleased, whenever and for as long as she wanted.  That's what she did to me,

until I took charge.  Only feel that way to the extent that now I was telling

her "when" and "whomever" then.

She knew what to do now and she made it clear with her expression that she

didn't like it.  There were more friends of mine present than she had met before

and there was Jason's older brother Jeremy who was eighteen and in charge.

Terry lifted the glasses to check the crowd.

"Hey, what's she doing here?"  She asked of me referring to Shauna.

"She's one of us, now get dancing."  I said.

"Yeah.  Let's have those tits go down in history."  Shauna called out.

Terry started to dance with a worried look on her face.  With the glasses back

on, she couldn't see the faces to match the calls from the observers in the

room.  It was clear that she was too uncomfortable to take over the

entertainment and let me sit back and enjoy it, so I had to tell her to take off

the blazer, slowly; then the blouse slowly; and the skirt slowly.  Then I

thought, "What the hell," and told her to take off the bra, but leave the slip

on.  It was fun watching her juggle that maneuver.  My pals were mighty excited

when her womanly assets came briefly into view.  When I had her take off the

panties from under the slip, my friends were ready to turn on me.  I looked back

at them with a look that asked them to be patient.  "Okay, Ms. Nelson, lose the

glasses."   My friends were quiet.  Nobody had seen the real Ms. Nelson without

her glasses that they could recall.  The fantasy was catching on.  "Now let down

the hair Ms. Nelson and shake it out."  I turned on a lamp that was directly

behind her.  "Dance for us Ms. Nelson, dance."  I said turning up the music just

a little bit.

Terry started to get into the music with her eyes closed, probably to recover

from the strain of the glasses, or to block out the humiliating looks from my

friends.  The womanly jiggle of her breasts under the sheer slip and the

silhouetted form cast by the light behind her mesmerized my friends as they

watched.  This was a first for most of them.  Still, they were being driven to

distraction after awhile, so I stood up and started to lift her slip by the hem

teasingly to show them real leg and then her hairless pussy.  Eventually, I

stood behind her and pulled the slip all the way up and off of her body.  She

immediately covered herself up with her arms and hands.  I told her to dance and

went to sit back down between Shauna and Steve. 

"Are we gonna get her to touch us tonight?"  Steve asked me.

"You'd like that would you?"  I asked jokingly.

"Look."  He said, directing me to his bulge in his pants.

Shauna smiled, "Down boy."  She said.

I looked around and noticed that Steve and I were not the only ones with tent

poles.

"Can we get her to jiggle those tits more?"  Shauna asked me.

"Like how?"  I asked back.

"Like  . . . like maybe jumping rope or something."  She suggested.

"You've really got a girl's boner for her tits, don't you?"  I said.  "Don't

worry, Shauna babe, your tits are developing nicely, but yes, jumping rope is

good."  I agreed.

Shauna blushed and smiled.

I got up and turned down the music.  Terry covered up again, but I held up her

right wrist like declaring a title fight winner and directed her to bow to the

applause and cheers.  "Now show us your athletic capabilities, we know you used

to be a dancer."  I said.  Everyone but Shauna was confused.  Shauna asked Jason

for a clothesline or rope.  Jason produced a nylon ski rope.  People gave us

some room and Shauna and I started to swing around the rope.  "Com'on Terry,

jump in."

She looked around covering her breasts and pubic mound, stepped out of the

heels, and tried to jump, but she found she was going to need her hands out for

balance.  Shauna was chanting a skip rope song to the rhythm and I told Terry to

face Shauna while she jumped.  When she stopped the rope between her feet,

Shauna followed my lead as I pulled the rope up between her legs.  I got down on

one knee and Shauna did the same, helping me pull the rope taught right at

Terry's crotch.  Then I had Terry walk up and down the rope having her show us

her ability to walk on tiptoes to keep the rope from abrading her tender pussy.

This was driving Jeremy nuts.  Terry's denuded pussy was already driving him

crazy, but when we had Terry focusing her every fiber on protecting her pussy

from the raspy rope, he was beside himself.  "I've got to get some of that."  He

told me.

"I think everybody would like that."  I said.

"Me first."  He said frustrated.

"I'll tell you what.  Get the chairs lined up like musical chairs.  I've got an

idea."  I told him.

He hurriedly got people out of the chairs and put a chair for each person backed

in a circle.  "Okay,"  I announced, "anybody who has a stiffness they'd like to

get taken care of, sit in a chair with your pants off."  To my surprise, there

were only six of us willing to participate and one of them was Shauna.  The five

others were too embarrassed and just wanted to watch.  Jeremy took out the extra

chairs and sat down with his big woody pointing up out of his lap.  He made us

all feel a little inadequate, but we all had strength in our numbers.  When we

were all seated, I had Terry get everyone worked up with her mouth for ten

seconds each.  Had to keep the good thing going around ya know.  When she came

to Shauna, Terry tried to skip her.  Shauna put her right hand in a fist with

her thumb up in her lap and said,  "Don't forget me, Big Tits." 

Terry put her mouth down on Shauna's thumb, after getting no reprieve from me

and sucked it for ten like the others.  Now those that were participating had

stiff ones cooling in the air from the moisture of Terry's mouth.  Then I talked

to Terry aside, "Remember I said that everyone's fantasy would be fulfilled,

including yours?"  She looked at me with blank apprehension.  "Well, I'm gonna

have you sit down on everyone's pricks one at a time for five strokes."

"Don't make me do this.  It's not decent."  She protested.

"Decent.  Ha.  Now you'll keep on doing it until somebody cums, then they get

pulled out of the circle.  Now you should be able to get yours in this deal too

I figure, because you are always so hot."  I said.

"No, please."  She pleaded.

"Do Jeremy or Jason first, they're the hosts."  I directed. 

Terry started with Jason, who was sitting next to Shauna.  She backed up to his

lap with a disgusted look on her face, her hands on her knees, her breasts

hanging down.  Jason had an "Oh boy!" look on his face.  He lifted up from his

seat to touch the tip of his prick to the supple lips of Terry's cunt.  She

looked at me with contempt as she lowered herself down onto his prick for one,

then two, then three, then four, then with five, then I reminded her to move on

to Russ. 

She was starting to get into it with Russ.  She knew she would have to continue

with my game, so she resigned herself to getting as much enjoyment for herself

as she could.  When she was done with Russ, it was Steve's turn.  He was so

excited that he was going to lose his virginity right then, he was going limp.

I told Terry to take care of it, which she did with her mouth, but he was so

freaked with embarrassment from this humiliating situation, he took himself out

of the running and left the room for awhile.  One of the holdouts became a

player, however, and Pete took Steve's place as Terry gave him five strokes

after seeing that he was stiff enough.

Terry worked her way around finally to Jeremy.  He was the biggest of everyone.

When Terry lowered herself down for a stroke, he hooked his hands on her upper

thighs and wouldn't let her up.  He squirmed around under her making her moan.

"Let her do her thing."  I reminded him after awhile and he let her up again

until five, where he did it again. 

When Terry got up from him, she was sweating.  She tried to skip Shauna and move

on again to Jason, but Shauna had a little surprise for her.  She had snuck out

and found a huge cucumber upstairs in the kitchen and brought it down with her.

There she sat with the cucumber sticking up form her lap smiling at Terry.

Terry looked at me and I nodded her on to do it.  With an expression indicating

her humiliation, she lowered herself onto the cucumber which stretched her to

two or three times the size of all but Jeremy's cock.  She was so juicy from the

action she was getting, that she had no problem with it, other than the size.

It was apparent that she wanted to stay with it once she got used to it, but I

only let her hang out with it for five strokes.  It was on to Jason's small one,

by comparison, again.  Neither she nor Jason got much satisfaction from the

contact this round as she was temporarily stretched out for it.  She went around

the circle again and eagerly went for Jeremy's lap.

"Hey Man, lets do ten or twenty."  Jeremy requested.

Not one to argue, I just let nature take it's course for everyone.  I just kept

it going around in the circle to keep my hand in the game of it.  Jeremy was

content to wait until the next round to get his rocks off.  Terry seemed to cum

every time she was with Shauna.  She grew very fond of that cucumber and Shauna

felt very superior.  It ended up to be down right work for Terry to get everyone

else off that wanted to get off.  She was so spoiled by Jeremy and the

vegetable, that the rest of her young suitors didn't quite measure up.  After

cumming with the cucumber she stayed dilated with her lips laying opened like a

gooey blooming flower.

The evening kinda petered out at the end.  It was kinda strange riding home with

my stepmom, all fucked silly by my friends and a vegetable.  I had been one of

the few that didn't dip it in her warm moist tube.  Putting it where my dad puts

it, how weird is that.  I was not without my needs however, and I had her kiss

it until it spewed forth before I let her go wash up for the evening.  I guessed

it was going to happen after all, that marriage thing to my dad.  I guessed

there was no stopping progress.


Chapter 6

Well, Terry finally became my stepmom for real.   I got my jollies by making

sure she was without undergarments throughout the wedding.  I stayed with my

aunt and uncle during the honeymoon and got pretty darn frustrated going

without.  Now, my Uncle Ralph and Aunt Mary were nice enough and I got along

with my older cousins Ginny and Sue, but I was without my magazines and video

for nearly two weeks.  It was becoming a real test of my will . . .

Ginny noticed me staring at her breasts and legs at dinner.  I knew it was a

pivotal time because she smiled at her food and then looked up at me from the

corner of her eye.  After that dinner, she started to wear provocative clothing,

at least when her dad wasn't around.  When I'd be watching TV, she'd come in

wearing one of her dad's dress shirts, obviously no bra, and I couldn't be

certain about any panties.  She would sit next to me on the couch with one leg

down and the other up with her heel tucked in toward her pubic mound.  I could

tell she was interested in the churning under my fly.  Other times, she'd come

up to me and ask me to undue her necklace while holding a towel around her body

with one hand and her hair up in back with the other.

Sue caught on after a time and tried to do similar things to get my attention,

but she wasn't as adept at it as her older sister, Ginny, was.  Like, she would

find an excuse to twirl her skirt up around me, lean forward with her blouse

loosened to give me a view into it, or walk in on me in a short shirt and

panties acting surprised and embarrassed.

These cousins of mine were driving me crazy.  Their faces said we were related

like brother and sisters, but their bodies said "take me, ravage me, do what you

will with me . . ."  It was all very confusing.  There was nowhere to turn in

the house after I walked down a long hall and Aunt Mary was standing in her room

framed by the doorway as I was approaching.  She was fixing her hair while

looking in a mirror.  She was dressed in only her bra and panties. 

Now you're probably thinking, "what's the big deal?  It's nothing more than

seeing her in a bikini."  Right?  Well, for me, at my age then, it was more than

memorable.  She saw me walking toward her and just started to interact with me,

not bothering to cover up, shut the door, or anything.  She had a shapely

woman's body, which if you didn't look at her face, could be any age from her

twenties into her forties like she was.  She asked what I was up to.  I didn't

dare tell her I needed to find a private space to make love to my hand.  "I'm

just on my way out back to kick the ball around."  I said standing in her

doorway roaming my eyes up and down her feminine form as unobtrusively as

possible.

"Have you seen the girls?"  She asked.

"More than I dare admit."  I thought.  "I think they're upstairs."  I said.

"Well, have fun."  She said.  - I will if I can find a secret clump of bushes -

"Sure will."  I said turning the corner at the end of the hall by her door to

head out back.

Whew.  I don't know how Uncle Ralph did it in that house day in and day out.  I

was really beginning to miss my old stepmommy dearest.

Well, I was finally reunited with Dad and Terry.  They were all lovey dovey, and

I was hornier than a toad.  Terry acted aloof, even smug, around me.  "Go have

your fun."  I thought, "I'll go visit with my tape."  I went to my stash.  "The

tape!  It's gone!  That BITCH!"  I screamed in my head.  I had to think.  "Maybe

I put it somewhere else.  Did I leave it in the camera? . . . No not here.  Is

it in their room?"  I looked and looked.  Nothing.  "The trash!"  No not there.

"That Bitch!  Messing with my stuff again!"

They came back from a ride to town.  I was fuming.  Terry merely smiled at my

discomfort. -  That Bitch  -  I didn't get a clear shot at her alone to get to

the bottom of the situation for the rest of the day. Dad and she were

inseparable.  The next day Terry was gone before I got up.  I was so angry I

could burst, so I decided to cool off in the hot tub out back.  No one was

around, so I did it in the raw.  I must have dozed off for a few, because when I

couldn't take the heat any more, I got out and dunked in the above ground pool,

off of the deck.  Boy, was that water cold.  I looked for my towel and clothes.

"Where the fuck are my things?"  I thought.  "Did I forget to bring them out

with me?"  I headed for the sliding doors, only to find Terry and three of her

lady friends standing there watching me.  "Shit, that Bitch."  Here I was all

shriveled up, dripping wet, and with no exit from the backyard except through

the door they were standing at or all of the way around to the front in my

birthday suit.  My only cover was the hot tub again or the pool.  I tried the

door quickly first as they watched.  It was locked.  The Bitch laughed.  I

scrambled to get back to the hot tub.  I knew I couldn't stay in there forever.

I stayed in until I couldn't take it any longer, and rolled out across the deck

into the pool.  With the backyard reflected in the sliding glass doors, I

couldn't see if anybody was standing at the door or not, but I needed to get

dry, so I ran up to the door again, and found it was open now.  I had to parade

mortified past the smiling ladies sitting at the table talking, to get back to

the sanctuary of my room.

I was hotter with rage at that point than when I originally decided to cool off

in the tub.  I stayed in my room for hours.  I was too embarrassed to go out.

The old magazines I had did me no good.  I was too angry to get off with them.

I needed some fresh images too.  Bitch Terry was now locked into the family and

feeling like she could rule my life again.  "No way.  Not me.  Not while I have

an once of breath left."

When I thought the others would be gone, I went downstairs.  I stormed through

the living room, dining room, and found Terry in the kitchen.  "What the fuck do

you think you're doing?"  I screamed.

"Whatever do you mean?  And, don't talk to me that way again.  I'm your mother

now."  She said calmly.

"You're not my mother!  You're the slut who fooled my father into marrying her.

If you don't want me to tell my father what you are really like, you'd better

give me back that tape right now, and leave me the fuck alone in the future."  I

said still nearly screaming.

"What tape?"  She said acting innocently unaware.

"You know goddamn well what tape.  Where the hell is it?"  I said, ready to bust

a gasket.

"My, my.  What language from such a young boy."  She said mockingly.

"I'm not a young boy.  I've had my cock in your mouth for Christ's sake.  Now

where is that tape."  I said frantically, ticked off at her stalling.

I followed her into the living room.  "You mean this tape?"  She said, as she

pulled a tape from behind the TV and put it in the camera.  She turned the TV

and camera on and started the tape.  It started momentarily with her, so I knew

it was the right tape, but quickly showed me prancing around the backyard in my

all together.  She had taped me over the tape of her.

"Give me that."  I said struggling for it.  She put up a token fight, but it

would have gotten bloody if she didn't give in.  I was that angry.  Then she

left me to wallow in my defeat walking with a spring to her step and a smile of

satisfaction on her face.  It took me a few minutes to recompose myself.  Then I

figured I'd better get up to my room and save my magazines from her clutches.

"Good."  I thought relieved, "she hasn't gotten to these yet.  I'd better find a

better place to stash the first string set of my best ones and leave the second

and third string here as a sacrifice, if she goes for them."

It was a miserable month in the house.  My dad was as happy as could be.  I

tried to tell him about Terry, but he brushed it off as an indiscretion that

happened before they were married.  In fact she had told him about it to

inoculate him from my disclosure.  She moved around the place like she owned

everything.  I stayed as far away from her as possible.  I didn't want to have

anything to do with her, except to watch and wait for her nature to get the

better of her again, so I could make another move.  

She played up to my dad, when he was home, as if the honeymoon was still

happening.  She had her lady friends over during the days that she didn't go out

to their places and they all used the house as if they owned the place.  Once

she tried to get me to serve everyone, threatening that she would take out a

copy of the tape she made of me if I didn't.  I thought about complying, but

refused and called her bluff.  One small win for me.

The only good part about that time was that sexy, self centered, exhibitionist,

birds of a feather flock together.  So even though Terry's friends were old

broads, over twice my age in their early thirties, they were hot to look at.

The best part of my house was that my room overlooked the back deck, and those

birds spent a lot of time tanning with Terry.  My monitoring Terry by spying,

had its perks, especially the day they all decided to lose their tan-lines on

top.  Oh baby, it was worth getting the camera and tapping over me being in the

raw.  The vantage point wasn't the best since they were facing away from me, but

there were a couple of good breast angles to record.  That day felt like another

small victory.

It wasn't until there was a family confrontation about how Terry couldn't get me

to do anything around the house, that things started really looking up.  Dad's

position was to leave me alone for the summer and he'd put me to work the

following year.  Terry's position was that if I couldn't be made to work around

the place that she should be able to hire someone to do it.  BING-go.  You can

imagine who she hired, this tall dark muscular guy named Juan.  Where she found

him, I don't know, but it turned on the exhibitionist in her whenever he was

around.  I knew then, that it was only a matter of time.

Nothing would ever happen if she knew I was around, so I set up elaborate rouses

of spending the day at somebody's house, and had people call for me at my house

to confirm that Terry thought I was out.  It meant leaving the house and

sneaking back in through a basement window.  My friend Shauna came with me one

time.  She liked the idea of being in on a sting operation involving Terry.  She

became a regular spying partner when she saw Juan for the first time.  I think

she actually began secretly cheering for Terry to get it on with him for the

vicarious enjoyment of it.  She wanted to be in charge of a parabolic microphone

we borrowed from another friend, Eli.  It was a plastic toy, but it actually

seemed to work, and she wanted to hear every exchange between them.  I was in

charge of the filming, if there was to be any, of the incriminating event.

We suffered for days through the verbal foreplay of Terry and Juan.  I got one

lucky shot of Terry from underneath as she passed by taking drinks out to him

showing that she had no panties under her short skirt.  That would show my dad

intent at least.  Then our patience paid off.  It was hot out, really hot.

Terry was taking Juan drinks every fifteen or so minutes.  He wasn't doing much

in the way of work, because he'd kiss her "thank you" and generally delayed her

returning to the house. 

When I saw this kind of contact, I said to Shauna, "Let's move this stakeout to

my room, so I can shoot from above."  We snuck upstairs and got my window opened

okay, because Juan was playing Latin Salsa music on a radio, working his

muscular body in rhythm to it.  I started filming, figuring I could back up and

tape over it if need be, as Terry walk/danced out on the deck with a Popsicle.

I already knew she had no panties on.  It didn't look like she had a bra on

either under that thin tank-top shirt.  Her hips swayed to the music as she

advanced toward Juan.  Her skirt flared right and left tantalizing all of us

with the expectation of what lay just beneath.  Juan stood there with his arms

out to the sides as she stood in front of him toe-to-toe still dancing from her

knees on up. 

Then looking straight into his eyes, she took the Popsicle and shoved it down

the front of his pants causing him to lurch back, gasp, and fish for it

frantically.  She stood laughing into her hands as he got the iced stick out.

He recomposed himself and advanced on her with playful revenge in his eyes.  He

put his hands on her shoulders and kissed her passionately.  Then when she was

melting in his embrace, he snuck the Popsicle down and up between her legs,

trying to stick it into her pussy.  She squealed while she laughed and managed

to get it knocked from his hand, then she pushed him into the pool.  "Help."  He

called back, "I can't swim."  Terry laughed.  

"Stand up, you dipstick.  It's only up to your chest."  I muttered to Shauna.

She fought to conceal her laugh.  But Terry succumbed to his pleading and bent

over to give him her hand.  Mistake? Or planned.  She got pulled into the pool

with him.  Now they were in full arm wrapped passionate kissing.  "God, I hope I

have enough tape for all of this."  I thought.  They splashed and chased a bit

in the pool, then Terry climbed out.  Her top left nothing more to the

imagination and Juan was hotter than ever for her body.  She slowly pealed off

her top as he jumped and tried to catch her ankles to bring her closer to him.

Then she let the skirt fall and covered up with false modesty as he tried again

to reach her, then she scooted like a virginal college girl into the confines of

the hot tub.

Juan leaped out of the pool in one long impressive leap landing onto his feet.

He did a brief striptease taking off his clothes for Terry with his back to us,

much to Shauna's chagrin, and stepped into the tub with her.  From that point,

there was fondling, kissing, snorkeling, and good old fashioned screwing in that

hot tub.  You have no idea how badly I wanted to race down there and confront

them in the act, but the strength and confidence on Juan's part caused me to

stay in hiding with Shauna until he left.  Besides, Shauna had taken my hand and

unconsciously trapped it between her legs at her crotch and was squeezing it

tight while we watched.  And, this time, I was gonna make a copy for Shauna to

have for safekeeping before I sprung my freedom on Terry.

YESSSSSS!!!!  The Kid was back!


Chapter 7

I couldn't wait until my dad saw what I had. His slut for a wife, cheating on

him within months of their getting married. It was so sweet, but since I had to

wait, why not do it at just the right time . . .

Shauna and I made our way out of the house undetected. We had to make her a copy

of the incriminating tape for safe keeping. Then we made a production out of

reentering the house together. Terry was sashaying around with a sickening smile

on her face glancing out occasionally at Juan, who was picking up his tools.

"Don't you kids have something better to do than to hang around here?" Terry

asked.

"I live here, remember?" I snapped back.

"My, my, did we get up from the wrong side of the bed today?" She said

patronizingly.

"Screw you." I said back.

"Your father is going to hear that you talked to me that way." Terry scolded.

"Screw that." I said turning with Shauna and giggling on the way up the stairs.

"Stay for dinner. You might enjoy the show." I invited.

"I'll call and see." Shauna replied.

My poor dad. He had a lot of faith that he was doing the right thing in

bringing Terry into the family after my real mom passed. I should have told him

about her sooner, but I figured that I could force her to be faithful to him and

get my fun too. I was wrong, and she was persuasive, it's what she did best. I

would always have the guilt of not doing the right thing by my father, but she

felt no guilt. Guilt for her simply got in the way of her quests to get what she

wanted for herself.  Being drummed out of our family merely meant that some

other poor chump would be stuck with her. No, this kind you had to keep under

control so she couldn't ruin the lives of others.

"When are you going to tell him?" Shauna asked.

"Probably the first time I need to defend myself, but certainly before she gets

a chance to betray my dad again." I replied.

"I hope it happens at a time when I'm here." Shauna said.

"Let's go for a swim." I said.

"I left my suit at home." Shauna said.

I'll give you a tee shirt and shorts that should fit you."

"Okay." She agreed.

Shauna had a great body, even back then, but she was my buddy or like a sister,

so I unconsciously rerouted the visual impulse of her stunning form to an

alternate path in my brain.  If I didn't know her as well as I did, I would have

wanted to attack her developing body which was clearly showing under the wet tee

shirt and clinging nylon shorts.  We went from the pool to the hot tub.

"Can you turn off the jets so we can see how clear the water is first?"  She

asked.

"Sure."  I said and turned off all but the minimal recycling.

"Those guys were fucking in that water, do you think it is clean enough for us

to go in?"  She said with a certain amount of disgust on her face.

"It's filtered and disinfected.  Don't worry about it."  I reassured her.

We got in and luxuriated in the bubbling cauldron.  Shauna sat back with her

elbows on the edge and her legs open.  "I want a kiss on the lips."  She said.

I looked at her bewildered.  "You know like Mr. Stud did to your slut mom

today.""

"You want me to kiss you?"  I asked to clarify.

"Not on the mouth, on my other lips here."  She said cupping her pussy with her

hand.

"Good luck.  I'm not doing it."  I said.

"No, not you, but somebody.  I'd just like to see what it's like sometime."  She

said dreamily.

We soaked and talked then got dressed for dinner.  "It's nice to have you over

for dinner, Shauna.  How has your summer been so far?"  My dad asked.

"Fun and games, so far Sir, and congratulations on your marriage."  She said.

"Yes, thank you Shauna.  We're very happy."  He said smiling, reaching for

Terry's hand to squeeze. 

I had to distract myself to keep from puking.  "So Dad, what do you think of the

work the new yard-hand has been doing around the place?"

"I really hadn't noticed much difference, but I'm glad we have someone on task

with it."  He said.  Terry was putting up a good enough act for him, but not for

us.

"Are you guys doing anything special tonight?"  I asked him.

"Well Son, I'm leaving on a redeye for a business trip till the weekend.  I'll

be flying while you're sleeping."  He disclosed.

"Gosh Dad.  Do you really have to go?"  I asked.

"It puts a roof over our heads, food on the table and keeps you and Terry in

nice things."  He said smiling at Terry.

"Well, is it okay if Shauna stays over for the night?"  I asked.  She used to do

it when we were younger, but we hadn't slept over at each other's house in

years.

"Don't you two think you're a little to old for that, I mean, Shauna you are

turning into a beautiful young woman.  I don't know."  He said.  Shauna smiled

embarrassed/flattered. 

"Aw com'on, please?  It's still the same between us, really."  I pleaded.

"Well, if it's okay with Shauna's parents, I suppose I couldn't object too

strenuously."  He conceded.

When we were through with dinner, Shauna called.  "Yes, his dad and new mom are

here.  Please, oh please."  I heard from her end.  As it turned out, she was

allowed to stay providing she'd call them back first thing in the morning.

Dad left for the airport around Ten.  As soon as Terry sent him off with hugs

and kisses she turned to us and tried to strong arm us into going to bed right

away.  "No way.  We're staying up to watch a video.  If you're nice to us, we'll

let you watch it too."  I said.

This pissed her off, as if I could even prevent her from watching the video we

were going to watch.  We turned on the TV and watched the end of  a network news

magazine show.  Terry moved and paced around looking at her watch occasionally.

"We're gonna put in the video.  Do you want to watch?"  I asked, hiding a

snicker with Shauna.  Terry just stopped and looked toward the TV, not

committing to sitting down and joining us.  I slid a video cassette into the

VCR, but picked up the remote for the camera as I worked my way back to the

couch.  I pushed play.  "What the . . . ?"  I said acting surprised, as Terry's

pantiless crotch passed overhead in an upskirt view.  She hadn't completely

caught on yet.  Then she saw Juan moving to the music and herself dancing out to

the backyard with the Popsicle, and her face went ashen.

"Hey this is great,"  Shauna teased, "where did you get this?"  She asked

innocently.

Terry needed to watch from a chair, now too weak to stand.  At the point she was

stripping the wet shirt off of her hot body and on her way to removing her

skirt, she put her face in her hands and sobbed.  I had so much power in that

moment, I didn't trust myself to wield it right then.  Then there was a subtle

knocking on the sliding glass doors, which were around a corner from us.  Then

the sound of doors sliding.  Terry looked up in horror, ran around the corner,

and we scooted to it to hear, "Go!  Get out of here.  Go now!  I can't ever see

you again.  GO!"  Terry said, pushing a figure out into the darkness.  "Wha . .

.?"  we heard muttered faintly.

Terry came back into the room and we had just dropped our butts back down into

our seats.  We looked at her intently for her reaction.  She looked down at her

fingers fiddling in her lap.  "I guess you're going to tell your father."  I

just kept staring at her.  "You win.  I'll pack and be ready to go as soon as he

returns."  She said.

She was playing me a bit, because I was actually feeling a little sorry for her,

except when I put my dad's loving faith in her back into the equation.  Then my

rancor would heat up again.  "I haven't decided whether I'll tell Dad yet or

not.  That can depend on you."  She looked up at me somewhat hopefully.  "I

can't tell, first of all, if you have any real feelings at all for him, or is it

just total contempt.  Then I can't figure out why you would trade away such a

good thing you have here for getting your jollies with any young stud you can

entice.  And last, I don't know if I can ever trust your agreeing to leave me

alone if I let you stay."  She stared at me with an intense but blank

worried/hopeful glare.  "You can begin to persuade me by giving Shauna here a

kiss."  Both Terry and Shauna looked at me like I was from another planet.  "Not

on the mouth, on the lips, here."  I said pointing to Shauna's crotch. 

Shauna instinctively acted embarrassed and backhanded my upper arm acting

annoyed by it, but when she saw Terry shuffling forward, she said

matter-of-factly, "Okay," and began to unbutton her shorts.  When she was naked

below the waist and Terry had made it to a spot right in front of her, Shauna

scooted her butt to the edge of the couch and spread her knees wide.

"Take off your clothes too."  I told Terry.  She complied.  She knew me by now

and that I meant everything I said.  "Now get on your hands and knees and

apologize to Shauna by kissing her lips until I say stop."  Terry tentatively

crawled forward with a nauseated look on her face.  Shauna was excited with

anticipation.  When Terry was close enough to smell the fresh young pussy smell

from Shauna's snatch, she convulsed once like she was going to throw up.  I

swatted her butt to produce a mild sting to remind her of her task and she put

her lips on Shauna's nether lips.  Shauna's eyes closed while her mouth opened.

She was in ecstasy.  Me, I was the odd guy out, so I decided to get in on it

too. 

Terry didn't deserve my dad, and my dad would never have had anything to do with

her again once he knew what she did to him earlier that day, so I decided that I

would put my thing into her thing for the first time.  Somehow, it didn't seem

as strange to me any more.

Ooooo Baby!  It felt great.  I was no longer a virgin in the technical sense.

My stepmommy dearest, the slut wife of my dad, was now my first.  She was warm

and slippery as I practiced working my cock into, out of, and around her place

for it from behind.   Shauna and I smiled the couple of times when we had eye

contact, and I could tell she was enjoying her first experience as much as I was

enjoying mine.  I started slowly pumping in long hard strokes, making Terry's

body lurch forward, her tits sway, and Shauna pleased as Terry's face was pushed

harder each time into Shauna's snatch.  Shauna tilted her pussy up and forward

more.  Her head seemed to be swimming.  She rested her hands on the back of

Terry's head and her heels on Terry's back.  I put my hands around the insides

of Terry's hips like meat hooks so she wouldn't all of a sudden quit and leave

me hanging in that zone of no return. 

Shauna let out a quivering, crescendoing, scream as she succumbed to pleasurable

sensations she had yet to experience the likeness of.  She clutched Terry's

head, her hands creating fists with Terry's hair -  that had to hurt  - and I

started pumping as fast as I could, so as not to be left behind.  Oh geez, that

was something else.  Not like my hand or Terry's mouth at all.  I was in control

of being out of control as I came with a thrust, wobbled out from the

overwhelming sensation, came with a thrust again and wobbled out again, until I

just couldn't take the sensory load being inside of her penis pocket any longer.

Then I sat down on the floor with my back up against the couch, completely

spent.

Shauna let Terry go and went limp on the couch like a jellyfish.  Terry backed

away from us a little, kneeling, and started picking cunt hairs from her teeth

with her tongue and fingers.  "There,"  she finally said, "does that square

things between us?"  She asked hopefully.

"It's a start in the right direction.  Don't you think, Shauna?"  I said.

"Definitely the right direction."  She replied, and high-fived me.

"Can I have the video now?"  Terry asked as enticingly as possible.

"Ha.  You've got to be kidding.  Besides, it wouldn't do you any good.  We've

got copies this time.  The jig is up, Stepmommy Dearest."  I replied.


Chapter 8

I had my first screwing, and  I could really get into it, now that I'd

experienced what it was like.  Trouble was, I didn't know any girls around my

age that would be willing to be my partner with it on a steady basis when I

needed it, so I wasn't all that eager to cut my stepmom lose just yet . . .

"Why don't you just get her a chastity belt."  Shauna said from the top bunk.

"A chastity belt, what's that?"  I asked, lying in bed not ready to greet the


day just yet.

"You know, a thing that fits over the lips between her legs and keeps her from

getting outside stimulation."  Shauna said.

"How did you hear about a thing like that?"  I quizzed.

"In a book I read.  So, what do you think?"  She said.

"Sounds good, but where do you get something like that?"

"We can go over to my house and check on the computer.  We just got the

Internet."  She said.

"Cool." I said, throwing my covers off and bounding out of bed.

When we got downstairs, Terry was up drinking coffee in her silk robe, staring

out at Juan who was just setting up to work in the yard.

"What's he doing here?"  I said angrily.  Terry looked at me not knowing what to

say.  "He's history.  Right now.  Tell him he's done.  If I ever see him again

anywhere, anytime, you're history too.  Get it?"  I demanded.

We watched as she went outside to talk to him.  She had to slap his hands away

from her butt as he moved the silk up and around her cheeks, trying to slink his

body up against hers.  Then we saw him protesting, his arms flailing in the air

around him as she spoke.  He turned and stomped his foot.  Terry turned and

walked back inside.  "He's gone."  She said with melancholia.

"Good.  Now go and put on your skimpiest bikini while we get some breakfast."  I

directed.

"What are you going to have me do?"  She asked worried.

"Well, the yard work of course."  I said.  "Only, the money you get from Dad for

it, you give to me.  I'm planning to buy you a present with it."  She really

didn't know how to take that.

We scrounged for food while Terry was changing.  When she came back into the

kitchen, my eyes bugged out.  I'd seen her plenty, but there was something about

this tiny white bikini on her that projected inescapable sexuality giving me a

woody and pissing Shauna off.  The tall triangles of the top hugged the form of

her breasts and just covered her areolas enough to be legal.  The high cut

bottom hugged her pubic mound and pussy making both look like they were puffing

to get released.  "What do you want me to do?"  She asked in her submissive

kittenish way.

"Prune the bushes along the back fence while I'm at Shauna's."  I said.

"Can't I wear anything more than this?"  She asked.

"Sure, wear gloves."  I said.

We made like we were leaving and doubled back to insure she did as she was told.

We watched undetected as she tearfully and gingerly clipped branches, carefully

moving them away to avoid having them catch in her exposed tender skin.

Satisfied that she would continue to work on her own, we went over to Shauna's

and learned about chastity belts.

"They don't look very comfortable."  I remarked.

"They're probably not. . . .  what's this?"  Shauna said, opening a site that

claimed to have chastity belts, but they looked like panties.  "These are

interesting.  They look just like panties, but you can't remove them without

working a combination lock in the back."

How do they work?"  I asked.

"Well, according to this, the seams have small diameter cables running in them,

and then the one around the waist connects in back with this inline combination

lock like a bike lock."  Shauna demonstrated as she rotated the image of the

panties in 3D.

"Is that gonna work?"  I asked, referring to the pussy panel made of a

semi-stiff open weave nylon material.  "It looks like she could still rub

herself."

"She could probably do it, but it might make her fingertips sore after a short

while.  I don't think I'd like to have a barrier like that."  Shauna said.

"What about going to the bathroom?"  I asked.

"Says here, you can go while wearing it.  You splash water on afterwards and dry

with a tissue, but it obviously has to be removed for the number two."  Shauna

got from reading the copy.

"So one of us needs to unlock it when she wants to go number two?"  I asked.

"Seems so.  She'd better stay close to one of us, or she'll be in dire

straights."  Shauna said with satisfaction.

"Can we just order it over the Internet?"  I asked.

"We'll need a credit card."  Shauna advised.

"I'll go back and get hers."  I said and went back home.

When I got home, Terry was sitting in the shade with her arms around her shins

and her forehead on her knees, obviously feeling sorry for herself.  I snuck

upstairs to their bedroom and found one of her credit cards and snuck back to

Shauna's.  When I got back, Shauna was at the ordering page.

"Yo."  She said.

"Yo." I said back.

"Ya know, you can have it delivered in one day."  She announced.

"Let's do it."  I said

"It costs a lot more."  She advised.

"Who cares."  I said, and we did it.

We went back to my house all excited at the surprise we had for Terry the next

day.  On the way over I asked, "Anything you'd like Terry to do for you today?"

"Hum, let me see.  Well yes, I could really use a backrub."  Shauna said.

When we entered, Terry was in the kitchen getting a drink of water.  "Don't

worry," she said, "I'm on my way back out."

"That's okay," I said, "there's something else you can do for us right now."

Terry sat in the kitchen while we got some sheets and vegetable oil.  Shauna

laid down on her stomach and pulled her baggy tee shirt up to her shoulders out

of the way and waited while I told Terry to give Shauna needed a backrub.

Terry got up, obviously peeved, and mumbled, "I'm the one who needs the

backrub."  She knelt down next to Shauna and tentatively touched her back with

her fingertips. 

"Tell her to put some oil on her hands and start getting into it."  Shauna asked

me.

"The oil is going to get on her clothes."  Terry warned.

Shauna took the tee shirt all the way off her head and unsnapped her bra in

back, and lowered her gym shorts to mid butt.  "There."  She said, not wanting

any more interruptions.  Terry reluctantly smeared oil all over Shauna's back.

Shauna's eyes were closed and she was moaning a purr.  Terry kept occasionally

glancing at me in the hopes that I would say "Enough," but Shauna was really

enjoying it.

"Lower down, on her butt.  She'll like that too."  I instructed. 

I was getting vicarious pleasure from Shauna's enjoyment and visual pleasure

from Terry's gold-digging form working at the task.  I started to move her

shoulder straps down her shoulders.  Then she took her bikini top off all

together without any further prompting from me.  I watched her breasts and chest

muscles at work for awhile, then tugged on her bikini bottom to let her know to

remove it as well.

"Can you have her do my shoulders?"  Shauna asked.

Terry climbed onto her in a straddle to have a better angle.  "Hey, tell her to

get that cheating pussy off of my back."  Shauna demanded.

Terry looked at me quizzically.  "You heard her, get your butt up off of her

while you do it."  I demanded, while cupping her cheeks with my hands in mock

assistance at lifting them.  Terry bent over at the waist, really angry at us,

her butt and pussy spread wide from her opened straight legged stance.  "Go on,

do it."  I directed, as I examined her female anatomy up close and personal like

I'd never seen it before.

It was getting too much for me to just look, I needed to get back inside again.

I pulled my shorts down and off, then positioned my woody at the most likely

entrance, when she said, "You can't keep putting that little thing in me

whenever you want without me getting pregnant." 

That "little" reference frosted me, but I guessed she was right.  I took some

oil and smeared it up and down my cock.  I was going to try what I'd seen in

some of my magazines.  Then I stuck my oiled finger into her asshole.  "This

should only have you pushing out little spermlets rather than kidlets."  I said

amused at my recovery from her barbs.

She put her hands on her knees and looked around as best she could, "No, don't

do that, it's not decent."

"Oh, my Stepmommy Dearest, my moral authority, speaks to me on decency.  How

funny is that?"  I said as I put my hands on her hips and the tip of my cock at

her tight hole.

"Oh god, what have I gotten my self into?"  She muttered to herself.

By the time she consigned herself to the fact that I was going to enter her

wrong hole, she looked back down at Shauna, who had rolled onto her back and

slid her bottoms off all but one ankle.  Shauna poured a little vegetable oil on

each of her nipples with an expectant grin at Terry.  Between grimaces at the

pain I was causing her, she reached down to massage the oil onto Shauna's tits.

As things progressed, my activities were causing her less pain and more

pleasure.  Shauna was writhing under her touch with her hands behind her head,

and I was in a discovery mode, comparing the heat of the cavity, tightness of

the rubbery ring, and the difference in her muscle contractions to the time

before in her pussy.

Shauna suddenly scooted back and spread her legs open wide, almost as wide as in

splits.  Terry whined "Ooooo,"  and reached out to touch Shauna's pussy.

"No, from your lips to mine, Fancy Breasts."  Shauna ordered.

I followed Terry down as she went to her knees between Shauna's outstretched

legs, without missing a beat.  As Terry brought her face down to Shauna's other

lips, she was forcing her asshole to widen and push back at me more.  That was

really fun.  It was making it easier for me to push in and pull out, and thus

vary the tempo as I desired.  Shauna was holding the inside of her ankles in

each hand to keep her legs up and wide open to give Terry a maximum target for

her tongue.  Shauna's uninhibited squeals and reactions to Terry's activities

were endearing me to her in an unexplainable way.  I was getting a rush off of

her getting so much pleasure and expressing it so openly, that I was in a

special nirvana myself, when I finally came in long hard uncontrollable thrusts

into Terry's top hole.  Even Terry must have been impressed with the younger

Shauna's openly expressive sexuality, as she wouldn't let up right at the first

time Shauna pleaded for no more.

Shauna lay spent, with her arms laying limply straight out from her body and her

legs spread, her pussy probably throbbing from the new limits it had just

achieved for her.  Terry sat back on her haunches sweating, breathing heavily,

and apparently worked up from the treatment I had given her in her ass.

"Ah, um, is there,  . . . well could you, . . . um, . . . how about me?" Terry

got out with some difficulty.

Shauna giggled when I said, "Well, you've got two hands, you can do it now for

yourself, or later today.  Better yet, since I'm feeling especially generous,

I'll let you invite Nature Boy over for one last fling tomorrow.  It can be sort

of a goodbye present to and from each of you, but he can't come over until noon

at the earliest."

She looked at me perplexed, "You'd allow me that?"

"We'll just call it a 'one time thank you' for doing such a good job on Shauna's

backrub."  I said.

What a picture Shauna and I must have made, with me now laying on the floor next

to her propped up on my elbows, and Shauna now luxuriating with her head resting

in her hands behind it.  We basked in our afterglow's as we watched Terry figure

out her next move.


Chapter 9

It all made sense, a chastity belt to control who she slept with.  I could make

her be faithful to my dad, and available to me when I needed it.  I just wasn't

thinking very long-term . . .

Shauna came over first thing.  She didn't want to miss out on opening the

package we expected to arrive by 10:00 that morning.  Terry was suspicious of us

from the smirks we were walking around with.  The doorbell rang and we yelled,

"We'll get it."

We opened the door. The delivery driver passed in a clipboard and said, "Sign

here . . . and print your name here." Shauna was staring through the screen at

the object of our anticipation tucked under the delivery driver's arm.  After we

took delivery of our special present for Terry, Shauna observed, "Geez, that was

easy, he didn't even ask for an adult's signature."

We bounded upstairs to my room.  "We need something sharp . . . Here, this will

work."  I said opening a pair of scissors to slide a point down along the tape

to defeat the closure.  Shauna grabbed the inside box and hurriedly opened it.

Then she pulled out a translucent beige nylon device that looked a lot like a

pair of panties when opened up by Shauna's thumb and fingers at the waist for

our inspection.

It was a curious thing though, it had no elastic parts.  Inside the waist was a

small diameter cable which started around the back, then went down from the top

of the leg opening through the crotch on both sides.  It formed the leg openings

as it came up the back, crossing at the top of the leg again, traveling around

the front of the waist and around again to the back.  The two ends closed

together in a small but sturdy inline combination lock.  "I want to try it

first."  Shauna declared.

She pulled her shorts off and stepped into it while wearing her panties, as I

looked at the pictures on the enclosed instruction sheet.  "Now what do I do?"

Shauna asked holding the contraption up in place at the sides.

"I close it in back, I guess."  I said going around to her rear.  I closed it,

but it was unsatisfactorily loose.  Shauna wasn't as full in the hips as Terry.

"It's got to adjust some how."  Shauna insisted.

I looked at the instructions.  No clue.  So, reluctantly I read the instructions

and learned that starting from the back, and following the cable around, you

tightened the cable within the material until all of the excess was at the two

ends.  Then you unclamped the male and female ends of the lock from the cable

ends and folded over any excess.  According to directions, the harder you pulled

on the cable to free it from the lock ends, the tighter it gripped them.  As I

showed Shauna the procedure described in the instructions, my hands had to

follow the lines of her pussy, getting a strange reaction from my good friend.

"Okay, you're mine for life."  I said jokingly, now that she was securely in the

chastity device.

"Oh no you don't," she said growing worried, "let me out this instant!"

I teased her by keeping my distance for awhile, as she chased me over the bed

and around the room.  My laughing at her panic just made her try to catch me all

the more earnestly, until she finally caught up with me and grabbed my balls.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa!"  I said grimacing, "Let go!"

"Not until you get this off of me first."

Okay, okay.  Ease up so I can reach."  I said now worried for my nads.  She

eased up, and I teased one last time, "now what was that combination?"  Then she

squeezed harder, and I got her free immediately.  "Damn, Shauna.  That hurt."  I

said.

"I'm sorry, just don't mess with me that way again.  I won't let anybody control

me like that, ever!"  She said emphatically.  She relaxed the cables and stepped

out of the device.  "This should work perfect for Terry."  She said.

"Okay, let's find her."  I said and we left for downstairs.

We found her drinking coffee out on the back deck.  "Why are you letting me see

Juan again?  You are having me cheat on your father.  It doesn't make sense."

Terry said to me when we approached her.

"Don't you get it, I am in charge of your sex life now.  That is, if you want to

continue to live here.  It might break my dad's heart when he learns what a

cheating slut you are, and he'll be lonely again for awhile, but he'll be better

off for having you gone, so don't give me a reason to send you on your way."  I

said as convincingly as possible.

"I still don't see why you would have me see Juan again."  She asked.

"It didn't look like he was convinced that he was fired, so I'm giving you an

opportunity to do it in a way that he'll accept and appreciate.  Here, I have a

present for you.  You'll have to take off the robe . . . now those panties."  I

said getting excited to see her in the new gear.  "Step into these."  I said

before she knew what they were.  "Put your hands behind your head and stand with

your legs spread.  Shauna help me a second."  We worked the cable through the

material until it was snug in and around her legs, pussy and waist.  I held the

locking ends together and we adjusted the cable at the ends to fit snugly

without cutting into her skin.

"What are you monsters doing to me?"  Terry asked still not completely sure what

we had on her, but very suspicious of the onerous contraption.

"This is insurance that you will remain faithful to us no matter where you or we

are.  The moment I find this tampered with, damaged, or otherwise sidestepped,

it is the moment you are out on your can.  Got it?"  I ruled.

"But, but, bah . . .?"

"No butts about it.  That's the point.  So with our buddy Juan, you can give him

a going away present, only you'll have to keep it above the waist.  If you let

him take this off of you, well, I hope you and Juan will be very happy together,

and that he can provide for you like my dad has done."  I threatened.  "When is

he coming over?"

"Ah, any time now I think."  She said.

"Okay.  Have your fun, but don't let Nature Boy into my dad's house.  Keep it

outside."  I ordered.

We went upstairs and waited in my room for Nature Boy's arrival.  We still had

Eli's parabolic microphone and I had the video camera ready.  We watched Terry

pace outside, every once in awhile stopping and reaching between her legs to

pull at the cables while she got used to wearing the new device.  Finally, Juan

arrived and snuck up behind her.  He ground his hot groin into her rear as he

held her breasts with his hands.  She tried to turn around at first, but melted

for a moment into his embrace, reaching up and back to grasp his head behind

her.  He buried kisses into her neck and we could hear her reacting with moans.

She turned slinking herself around to hug his neck and kiss him passionately on

the mouth, while his hands roamed all over her nylon covered ass under the silk

robe.  Then we heard her talking about what a terrible family she married into

that was preventing her from keeping Juan on as a yard worker and giving him

rewards he deserved for doing such a good job as only she knew how to do.  It

made me want to puke, but my dad would surely be interested in the taped

conversation one day.

Juan's fingers went for Terry's pussy.  We heard him utter, "Hunh?"  Then we saw

Terry back away reluctantly from their magical touch and start to pull his shirt

up off of his body instead.  Juan grinned and playfully tried to sneak in kisses

as she went about her work to undo his pants.  When she came up from pulling his

pants down, he untied and opened her robe.  She went to reach for the waistband

of his briefs, but paused and moaned her pleasure at his fondling of her

breasts.  He held her close as he unclasped the bra in back and slipped the

straps off her shoulders and down her tingling arms.  Terry excitedly pulled his

briefs down his muscular legs and held them low as he stepped free.  Then in a

crouch, she brought her hands up to his turgid genitals and lovingly caressed,

squeezed, and jiggled them.  His stomach went taught, his knees bent slightly

and spread, and he put his hands on the top of her head for balance.  She rubbed

his penis and balls along the sides of her face as she looked up at his eyes for

his reaction.  He backed up with her to a reclining chair where he sat down in a

straddle.  Terry knelt between his open legs and held her hair out of the way as

she bent forward to take his gristle into her mouth.  Juan could only reach as

far as her breasts that were pressed onto her thighs and worked them outward to

expose the nipples at her sides so he could play with them. 

Shauna and I just tried to prop the microphone and recorder in the open window

as the show was now just continuous wriggling, moaning and groaning.  As we sat

with our backs to the wall below my window, I said, "I want to be kissed down

there." 

Shauna looked at me with hostile eyes, "No way you are gonna get me to do that."

"Not you, Silly, somebody."  I said with slight mockery of Shauna from the other

day.

"I could use some more attention to my breasts again.  That body rub she gave me

was cool."  Shauna said.

But our bantering was cut short, as it sounded like a minor tussle was ensuing.

When we resumed our positions at the window, Juan was trying to get Terry to get

her mouth off of his cock, probably to finish the deed inside of her. Terry, on

the other hand, was struggling to get him to cum in her mouth, so he wouldn't

try to mess with the chastity device.  He came and Terry looked disgusted and

disappointed as she received each jerking cum onto the back of her throat.

After a moment of recovery, Juan noticed Terry crying.  He tried to hug her and

put his hand back to her crotch, thinking she was disappointed that she hadn't

cum yet, but she told him he had to go and not come back, as she managed to keep

her distance.  Juan was speechless and confused, but eventually got his things

and left probably thinking it was the wrong time of her cycle.  I definitely did

not think he felt "kissed off," like I planned for him to feel.

We were already downstairs and in the living room when she came back indoors.

Her robe was on loosely and hanging open with her bra in her hands.  "Well, did

you tell him it was all through between you?"  I asked.

"Yes, I told him."  She said sheepishly.

"Good.  Then show me how you told him."  I directed.

She may have initially thought she could bluff her way out of that one, but

instead, she resigned herself to lowering my shorts and briefs, sitting me down

on the floor back up against the couch and kneeling between my legs to suck on

my cock.  I loved it when she did that.  I wasn't too crazy about mixing it up

with Juan there since she didn't have time to brush her teeth, but I was soon

lost in the wonderful sensations of her tongue and lips.

Shauna was surveying the situation and decided to remove Terry's robe.  Terry

was cooperative, since it might lead eventually to getting off herself.  Shauna

looked some more and decided to lower the chastity device.  She went for the

lock and realized she didn't know the combination, so I ended up flashing the

numbers with my fingers in the proper order so she could unlock the device.

Terry acted somewhat relieved, as the contraption was now loose at her knees and

her warm ass and tumid pussy were sticking up in the air.  Shauna looked

pensively at the situation before her, then held her finger up as if to say,

"I'll be just a minute," and left the room.

Shauna came back with an armful of things that she set down on the floor beside

her.  Two things were old wooden clothespins.  I couldn't even remember when my

real mother might have used them, but how fitting it was that Shauna saw fit to

clip them on Terry's nipples at the ends of her hanging breasts.  It caused

Terry to open her mouth wide and breathe deep to deal with the pain, and none

too soon either, because I was just about to lose it right about then.

Terry was about collected enough to say something to Shauna, but held back when

Shauna shifted her attention to Terry's exposed pussy lips.  She took an index

finger and traced exploratory trails around the ridges and valleys, exploring

the female anatomy like she had never done before.  With the pain at her nips

and the unpredictably intense sensations circling her cunt, Terry was frozen in

indecision.  Me, I was ready for her to get back to work, but Shauna had other

ideas.  She had designs on experimenting with different sized items in Terry's

two openings.  In went a good sized carrot, as Shauna smiled a devilish smile at

me.  Terry stayed frozen not wanting to move in a way that would have the

pointed carrot end poking in the wrong direction.  Then in went a long taper

into her butt hole.  I bet we were both thinking about what it would be like to

light the end.  Shauna replaced the carrot with a cucumber and started pumping

it.  The taper moved in rhythm to the thrusts.  It became easier and easier for

Shauna to pump in various items as Terry's response to it was to continually

lubricate the intruding objects with her juices.

I waved Shauna off for a minute.  I needed to have Terry conclude her work on my

dick.  Now with Shauna taking a break in back, Terry was left to focus on the

pain throbbing at her nipples.  Terry asked in hisses if she could take the

clothespins off, to do the job, but I told her that they wouldn't come off until

I was done, at least.  She went back to work immediately.  The moaning and

groaning she made in response to her tortured nips, gave me an added, although

subtle, vibration which helped to intensify the sensation building in my groin.

When I came, I pushed her head down onto it so I was deep inside her groaning at

the back of her throat.  It wasn't the best orgasm I had had in my short career

with Terry, but it was worth it.

Shauna started to take off her shirt.  "Now have her make love to my tits with

her mouth too."  She asked me.  I directed Terry to do so.  Her pain was now so

generalized across her upper body that she could barely move, so Shauna shoved

me to move and crawled into my vacated spot to take my place.  Terry sucked,

licked, and grimaced as she tried her best to satisfy Shauna, to end her ordeal

with the clothespins.  Shauna closed her eyes and frigged herself right in front

of me as Terry did her deed.  I was amazed at how uninhibited Shauna was with

her sexuality.  Shauna came with wriggles and shudders and let Terry off the

hook for any more tongue action on her breasts.  She unclipped the clothes pins

and we watched Terry go through a surprise attack of pain with the blood

fighting its way back into her whitened nipples.  Her eyes went wide, her mouth

open, her breathing irregular and her palms went to cradle her nipples to

protect them from anything unforeseen touching them.

"Why don't you go upstairs, shower and freshen up?" I told her.  "Dad gets back

tonight.  I want you to show him a good time."  Shauna and I stood and talked in

the bathroom while Terry showered, not wanting her to get herself any action

while the chastity device was off.  When she finished drying herself, we put it

back on.  I left her alone with the instruction that she come to me right before

she was planing to do it with Dad and I'd unlock it.

Shauna had to go home, but insisted, "Tell me tomorrow how it goes tonight.

That thing is cool.  See ya."


Chapter 10

"No thanks necessary, Dad.  I primed her just for you." I was playing in my

head, as I faintly heard screams of ecstasy through the walls.  I could sleep

satisfied myself, after all the noise died down.

The next day I phoned Shauna.  She came right over with her suit.  "Let's go

swimming."  She suggested.

"Sure." I said rather matter-of-factly.

"No, not here.  Let's go out to the quarry and dive off the cliffs like we used

to do."  Shauna suggested.

"I could be up for that." I added.  "I'll go get Slutburger to give us a ride."

"I can't take you kids today.  I have plans."  Terry replied to my request.

"Got your thing on?"  I asked.

"No.  That thing is horrible."  Terry complained.

"It is only necessary because you can't be trusted."  I scolded.

Terry hung her head monetarily.  She didn't have a counter to that for now.

"Can't we just live in peace?  I have a life.  You have a life.  She's got a

life. …"

"Yeah, and my dad thinks he has a life with you.  Boy is he misguided.  Change

your plans.  We need a ride."  I asserted.

Terry made some calls, to lady friends, to cancel get-together plans, which

would probably have included  strategizing what to do about Shauna and me, since

she'd be wearing the device when she met with them.  Otherwise, it would

probably be about controlling more of my dad's money or getting extra cock on

the side.  Either way, she'd be better off with us.  We'd have to worry about

what to do with her, when we went back to college, later.

"I think we turn in and park here, don't we?"  I asked Shauna.

"Yeah, this is it."  She said.  "Okay let's go."

"You kids go.  I'll just wait here."  Terry said.

"No way.  You're coming too.  Com'on it's a hike.  Go that way."  I said having

her lead.  I was going to enjoy watching her body work to hike over the rough

and rooty trail through the woods in her high-heeled sandals, flared miniskirt,

and tube-type peasant top.  What a fox.  I wish I didn't hate her so much.

When we reached the abandoned quarry we stripped to our suits.  "Com'on, you can

go in too." I told Terry.

"No I'll just watch."  Terry said.

"No, I think you'll go in and test the water for us first."  I said.

Terry took off her sandals, top, and skirt.  "Can't I at least take this thing

off to go swimming?"  She asked.

"It is designed to get wet and dry quickly.  It shouldn't be a problem for you.

Go in."  I directed.

"Oh shit.  This is cold."  She complained, dog paddling to keep her head above

water.

"What a wuss."  Shauna said stepping off a ledge into the water.

"You guys are the wuss's here.  What do you need suits for?  You've seen each

other naked.  I've seen you naked.  And, we are the only ones here."  Terry

challenged from the water.

"We've never done it 'skinny,' do you want to try?"  Shauna asked me.

"Okay."  I agreed, and we left our suits back up with our clothes.  "Now who's

the wuss?"  I shot back, as we acclimatized our bodies to the cold water.

Shauna and I did our thing while Terry lay on a rock sunning herself like the

lizard she was.  We got so wrapped up in our competitions and underwater grab

ass games that we didn't notice when, exactly, Terry was no longer in sight.

"Com'on.  We've got to find our ride."  I urged Shauna.  We climbed up to where

Terry and our clothes were, but they were both gone from sight.  "Oh shit. …

Shit!  Shit!  Shit!" Was all I could say at that very moment.  "How can I be so

stupid!?"  I was thinking.  Shauna's thoughts were parallel sentiments, although

she was already up to the concern of being seen by anybody lurking or happening

to pass by and was covering her breasts and pubic area with her arms, and her

body huddled over in a self-conscious slouch.

"What are we gonna do?"  She whined.

"I don't know.  Let's see if the car is still there."  I suggested.  So, with

Shauna keeping one hand resting on my back and the other covering her breasts,

we padded our way over that same rough and rooty trail to where the car would

have been.  "Oh shit.  Now we're fucked!  Where did that bitch run off to?"  I

ranted.  "Look.  She expects us to get back on our own.  Here are our shoes.

Shit!  Is she gonna get it when I get home."

"We've got to find some clothes and then call the cops on her.  She could go to

jail for abandoning us in the woods like this. …  Where do you think we

could find some clothes?  Shauna asked.

"Well, any place but here.  We've got to get to a house or something. … We

should probably follow the road somehow.  We can't really hitchhike or even walk

along the edge without being seen."

"What if we walk back-to-back, we could each be looking out for anybody in all

directions and have enough time to duck off to the side."  Shauna suggested.

"Okay, let's try.  Shit, I'm glad it's sunny, or I'd really be cold."  I

remarked.

We snuck out to the road and tried to make our way back in the direction we came

from.  When we'd hear a car, we'd scurry like rats into the bushes at the edge

of the woods.  Sometimes we were pinned in for several minutes as the traffic

ebbed and flowed.  We were getting worn out more from the anxiety created by the

threat of being caught in this state than from the actual physical exertion, and

we were getting hungry.  Finally, we had a shred of luck fall our way.  As we

ducked away into the bushes we happened upon a discarded, filthy, ripped tee

shirt.  Shauna demanded that she be the one to wear it.  When she got it on, it

had a gaping rip on the right side below her arms that went around both sides so

that the bottom half just clung with a couple of inches of material on the left

a few inches lower than the right.  Shauna was happy that three quarters of her

breasts were covered, well, all her nipples at any rate.  When we started to get

under way, she stopped and ripped off the hanging part from the left because the

material did nothing for coverage or heat retention.  I picked it up to try and

figure a way to fashion more clothes out of it, but it was pointless.

We made slow but steady progress for the stretch that the road was lined with

woods. As the woods thinned on the side they were walking, we came upon our

first signs of civilization, a tavern.  "Shit, now what do we do?"  I remarked.

I don't know, but I'm really getting worried, and hungry."  Shauna said.

We can switch to the other side and run as fast as we can past the tavern."  I

suggested.

"Do you see what I see?"  Shauna said with hope in her eyes.

"What?  Tell me."

"Isn't that your car in the lot?  Look.  Over there, the third one in."  She

pointed out.

"Holy shit!  You're right.  We've gotta get over to the car.  That's probably

three quarters of a football field to cover before we reach the lot.  Are you up

for it?"  I asked.

"What else can we do at this point?  We've got to get clothing; we've got to get

food; and we've gotta get home."  Shauna said.

"Yeah, so we can cook Slutburger's bacon."  I added.  "Okay, we've gotta wait

until there are no cars and no one coming out of the place to get to their cars.

… Looks good now, are you ready?"

"Let's do it."

We ran like our lives depended upon it.  Cock, balls, and tits splashing against

our bodies in reckless abandon.  We finally made it to the cars and pulled up

squatting behind our car away from the door to the bar.  We both peered in and

saw our clothes thrown around the backseat.  I tried the backdoor, but it was

locked.  Shauna tried the front.  "Don't bother," I said, "I can see all the

lock buttons are down.  She's got to be inside.  Let's see if there is a window

we can look in around the back where we can't be seen."

We went around the back and saw a fan on.  It was too high for one of us to look

through, but one of us with a lift could see in.  The obvious choice was Shauna.

She was reluctant at one level because of her immodest condition, but her

determination to get back at Terry overrode her reticence.  I knit my fingers

together and crouched down to give her a step.  When her shoe was securely in my

hands, and her hands were safely on my shoulders, I stood up to bring her face

to face with the fan blades.  At that very moment, I saw Shauna in a whole new

light. - I know what you're thinking, "her cunt and breasts from a whole new

angle" no. - I saw her not as just my best friend, but as a young woman,

balancing a well proportioned body on one foot, sort of an arabesque, all of her

muscles in play.  And, of course, her pussy and jutting breasts accented by the

partial tee-shirt did have an effect on me too.  I was now sporting wood, so to

speak.

"Do you see her?"  I asked refocusing on the task at hand.

"Yeah, she's in there slutting it with three or four guys who are falling all

over her.  Looks like she's getting her drinks for free, they have some lined up

for her."  Shauna described.

I let her watch as long as she wanted to, because I had a new attitude about the

view I enjoyed.  When she finally came down, I tried to hide my woody in a

crouch and made conversation until it decided to let me off the hook.  I

suggested finally that we wait close to the front and try to get some help from

someone exiting the bar.  Finally, a guy came out pretty happy.  "Psst!  Psst!

Mr.  Psst! Over here."  I called for only his ears to hear.

"Unnh?"  Was his response.

"Mr., could you come over here a second?"  I asked waving him to the corner of

the building.  "Mr., that lady in there. …"

"My blonde goddess."  He babbled.

"Yeah, that's the one.  Could you go back in a second and tell her you need her

keys a second to move her car?"  I coached.

"To move her car."  He repeated.  "You want me to ask her for her keys to move

her car.  Sure no problem."  He mumbled.

"No problem, my ass.  Let's go back, and watch."  I told Shauna and we scurried

to the back.  This time I found a couple of milk type crates that I stacked so I

could see in.  Maybe Shauna had a new attitude of my manliness, watching me from

a new angle.  It did seem like her nipples were kinda firm, or was it just the

cool air in the shade.  Bingo!  The guy actually did it.  I ran around to the

front to meet up with him and held out my hand for the keys.

"Hey.  You don't have any clothes on." He said watching me fumble hastily with

the keys in the lock. 

"Yeah Man, they were locked inside the car.  That's why you got me the keys,

remember?"  I said.

"Oh."  He said with a hiccup.

I tossed Shauna her things past the corner and watched her hand come into view

and snatch them up.  "Hey Man, before you go, would you like to have some fun?"

"What did you have in mind?"  He said sleepily.  The man shouldn't have been

driving in that condition anyway.  Then he saw Shauna, who was relieved to be in

clothing again, appear from the around the side.  "What?"  He said with a

screwed up face.

"That's our mom in there.  She did a bad thing to us, and our father isn't

around to teach her a lesson.  How would you and your buddies like to do the job

for him?"  I said hopefully.

"Let me get Stanley, he's smarter about these things."

The man went back in and I watched him grab a buddy, younger, built like a

logger, who met us outside.  "Guy here says you got a problem you need fixed,

that might be fun."  He said.

"That about sizes it up."  I said, I almost through in "I reckon."  "What we've

got here is a clear case of willful neglect.  That woman in there you all are

fancying is our stepmother who abandoned us in the woods and left us without our

clothes to starve or worse. "Shauna batted her eyes for sympathy. "If our dad

were around, he'd know what to do to teach her a lesson.  Would you help us?  If

she isn't taught a lesson, she'll take off and leave us here again."

"What kinda lesson would you kids have in mind?"  He asked.

"Well, I happen to know she has something on that on only we can get off, and

she has to take her clothes off for us to get to it.  I think she should be made

to dance and take her clothes off for starters."  I suggested.

"I'm with ya, go on."

"Then when I take the chastity device …"

"What's a 'chastity device?'"

"It is a thing that makes it impossible for you and your buddies to have sex

with her, and believe me she wants it.  That's why she stopped in here instead

of making a complete getaway from us.  Now, if you can get her to dance for you,

and it looks like you've got her halfway there, she'll ask you to help her get

the thing off, because she'll be really turned on.  I'll take it off for you and

then I want you to give it to her good."

"Alright!"  He said rallying behind my idea.

"Okay, but not where she wants it, you see.  That's the punishment.  She'll want

you to do her pussy, … no pussy.  You and your buddies have got to do it

everywhere, but where she really wants it, like especially giving it to her in

her butt, got it?  We'd be counting on you to do it, not only for us, but also

for our dad who can't be here to do it for himself.  Okay?"

"Sure Man.  You've got yourself a deal."  He said, reaching out to shake my

hand.

"Is there any way you can get us in so we'd be available to you to take off that

sex prevention device?"

"Oh, yeah sure.  Meet me by the backdoor in just a second.  Com'on Guy, let's

go."

Stan opened the backdoor for us.  "Here you go kids. You can sit in here."  He

said.

We were directed to a walled in booth in the corner and snuck in.  It was solid

up to head level when seated and had spindles above that to the ceiling.  If you

sat on the side facing the rest of the bar, you couldn't tell anybody was in it,

and we could kneel in the seat and see the action through the spindles and

hardly be noticed.

Stan and Guy returned to the doting group, or should I say at that point,

"fondling group."  Stan whispered something in Terry's ear, which caused her to

give him a turned on smile.  "Barkeep."  Stan shouted.  "Some dancing music for

the lady please."  The bartender went over to the jukebox, reached around back

for a moment then punched in several songs.  Meanwhile, Terry and her chair were

slid out of the way with her arms and legs out in a drunken attempt at balance.

Then the tables were slid out of the way to make a dance floor space.  When the

music started, Stan offered his hand to Terry and she accepted it.  They got up

in the middle of the group of men that circled the floor and started to dance

like some lewd mating ritual.  Terry started a drunken seduction of Stan snaking

her body around, tossing her hair up in back, extending an index finger and

curling it to hook him in to her, mouthing kisses and sucking a finger.  Stan

smiled and flirted appreciatively back and gradually backed himself up into the

circle to join the others in clapping hands to the beat.

The attention, the music, the alcohol, and Terry having her naughty adventure,

were all having their effect on her as she started to dance hypnotically to the

music with her eyes closed.  Stan came up from behind her and ground his groin

into her rear, while sliding his hands up her sides and catching the peasant

style tube-top in his fingers on the way up.  She didn't resist as he continued

on up removing the top up off of her arms that were reaching for the ceiling.

He nuzzled his head up to her ear and whispered something as he fondled her

exposed tits with his hands.  Terry continued to snake her body while holding on

to the back of his head.  Stan signaled another buddy to come forward to lower

her skirt.  Terry might not have even know it was gone, as she was trying to

turn her head around to nibble on Stan's ear.

There she was in all her slutty glory.  Her breasts jutting, her rear humping

the groin behind her, and her arms holding her anonymous suitor tight.  She

would have made the perfect picture of a vibrant sexual animal, if it weren't

for the old fashion, full coverage panties which could only be removed by the

right combination or a really powerful pair of wire cutters.  When Stan realized

that he wouldn't be able to remove them himself he signaled for a buddy of his

to take his place behind her for the distraction and fondling duty while he came

over to us to ask for the combination, which I gave him.

Before he returned to her he said, "I'm getting to like this punishment thing, a

lot."  He said with a smile, then he turned slightly pensive, "I don't think you

kids should be watching this."

"Oh, yes.  Yes we should.  Our dad would make us watch it.  It adds to the

punishment to have her humiliated in front of us.  Go back and give it to her

good, but remember just her ass, not her pussy.  Got that?"  I reminded him.

"No problem.  Just the ass."  He repeated.

He returned and his buddy moved around to the front taking Terry's hands in his

and kept her dancing while Stan followed her rear as she moved and dialed in the

"7588" combination with some difficulty due to her movement and his impaired

faculties.  When the bartender saw that her panties were coming down, he hurried

over to the front of his establishment, locked the door, turned off the "Open"

sign and closed the shades. 

Terry looked to be a mixture of relieved, worried, and embarrassed now that the

chastity device was finally off, but she resumed her closed eye hypnotic trance

when she felt Stan's fingers surveying the lay of her nether region.  She pulled

her dancing partner close to her as Stan's fingers juiced her up.  She reeled

him in close enough for her to go after his belt, zipper, and drawers.  When she

had his cock out, he displayed his appreciation with a wagging hardon.  She put

a hand on it to guide it into her mouth.  She sucked him with the intention of

getting him as horny as she was, so he'd stuff it in her cunt and get her off.

Another man was stripped, stiff, and waiting when the first one went around to

her rear.  The second man had his cock in her mouth as the first man went

knocking at her back door, so she couldn't protest like she might have liked.

Stan poured beer over the cock working its way in to help a little with the

lubrication.  When he finally got it in and pumping, Terry was groaning a tune

on the pipe in her mouth dissolving the man's determination to get in on the ass

action as well.  He wanted to pull out and wait in line for the other end, but

he couldn't resist the sensation her agonizing had on his cock and he shot his

weeks pent up hot load in her unappreciative mouth. 

"Yessss!"  I hissed while pulling down my hand like a trucker on the horn.

Shauna and I high-fived when the man in her rear came in a rocking orgasm moving

her butt up and down with his movements.  We celebrated with each deposit of

spunk left in her sorry ass.  We particularly liked how she had her legs spread

wide, bending forward, tits swaying, and supporting herself with her hands on a

table edge. She was hoping that maybe this one or the next would get her off

while in her ass, or change his mind and dive in where she knew she could get

her relief.  Lubricated by cum deposits, stretched by the different sizes,

shapes and techniques, her puffy anal ring had one more intruder to accommodate.

Stan the Man hadn't done his deed yet, and boy was he the right man for the job.

No wonder all the others looked up to him in that place.  It wasn't that he knew

more than any of them.  It was that he sported the proudest meat between his

legs.  I think, before that day it was all just talk, but now he is a legend in

that bar.

We saw Terry in profile, her head on her folded arms at the table's edge, her

legs locked and in a wide stance; she was for the moment thinking it was over

and just feeling sorry for herself.  Then Stan hooked his big hands around the

inside of her hips, glanced over to us and gave us a smile.  Then he pushed past

the swollen oozing ring and slowly reached the depths of her chute.  Seeing her

wide-eyed open-mouthed expression was just about worth the humiliation and

embarrassment she had put us through that day.  We felt total retribution by the

time Stan was done reaming and stretching her rear with his dandy tool. 

The satisfied customers, as well as the bartender, left Terry to lay with her

upper body across a table with her feet spread wide on the floor to let the air

cool her gaping hole a while.  Stan and Guy came over to us to ask us how they

did.  Shauna and I told them they were awesome, thanked them then asked if they

would gather up her clothes and give them to us, give us a few minutes, and then

kick her out of the bar.

I backed the car out and pointed it toward the road.  We waited and sure enough,

they more or less tossed her out the front door and made it so she couldn't get

back in.  They huddled their faces in the windows to watch as we proceeded to

teach Terry a lesson.  When she began to walk humiliated to the car, I'd pull it

forward.  This happened a couple of times and then Shauna tossed her just her

shoes.  Terry was still fairly inebriated, but she was getting the point in

spades.  I kept pulling the car out of her reach, racking up verbal concessions

on her part while she was thinking they would get her back in the car each time.

Finally, I intended to let her drive us home, and got her to promise to give my

dad a good time tonight, no matter what he asked for.  I told her I had ways of

knowing whether she followed the instruction or not.

On the way home, we were a little concerned about our safety due to Terry's

condition, but we made it okay.  We delighted in the shifting she did in the

seat in her attempts to alleviate the pain in her throbbing rear. 

Shauna stayed for dinner just to enjoy watching Terry squirm.  Terry used every

excuse to get up or stay standing, and made herself scarce when we sat around

and watched some TV.  When it was time to hit the sack, I caught my dad in the

hall on my way to my room.

"Hi Dad.  Could we have a little talk before you head off to bed?"

"Sure son what is it?"

"Well Dad, it's about sex."

"Son . . ."

"No Dad, I know about it.  You're off the hook there.  I was just wondering.  Do

married couples ever do it in different places to add necessary spice to their

lives?  Now I know about the 'Lewinski' and the regular one on top standard

fair, but do married couples ever, well, you know, put it where you can't make

babies.  I'm too old for a brother or sister you know."

"Well Son, sure, on occasion, some due.  Thanks for reminding me about it."

The unusual moans and screams were all the thanks I needed.


Chapter 11

"How did things go last night, Dad?"  I asked.

"Ah, Son, we shouldn't be talking about these things, but since you gave me the
idea, … I found her to be rather tender back there."

"'Tender,' you say.  Must have been something she ate."  I remarked.  "Well, how
was it for you?"

"Son, that's kinda personal, don't you think?"  He said.  "Well, it was good for
me, actually.  I never had it feel quite that way before.  It was squishier and
less tight.  Oh, what am I saying.  Let's talk about something else."

"So you have to leave again?  So soon?"  I asked changing the subject.

"It's what puts food on your table and a roof over your head, Son.  It's only
for a couple of days."  He said.

"That's cool, Dad, it's just that Terry … ah …"

"What is it, Son?"

"Oh, I guess, we just don't get along sometimes.  That's all."  I confessed.

"Well, there will never be another like your mother, no matter how you slice it.
Just do your best to try and get along while I'm gone, and maybe we can do
something together like a family in a couple of days when I'm back."  He
suggested.

"Don't worry about it.  It will be okay.  I'll handle it.  Go do the food, roof,
and water in the pool thing and I'll see you when you get back."  I said.

Terry took him to the airport and didn't return for the rest of the day.  During
the day, Shauna came over and we imagined what sort of devious and unfaithful
things Terry must be up to.  It wasn't really Shauna's battle, but she had just
as big a hardon for Terry as I did.  Our minds wandered over the possibilities.
Then, after a long pause, and without foundation, Shauna asked, "I'll tell you
what I do when I masturbate if you tell me what you do."

I was flabbergasted.  Shauna was my best friend and all; she had even seen me
have sex; but, I don't like to talk about it, like a confession.  "Ah, you
first."  I insisted.

"Well, okay.  I sometimes lie down in the bathtub and let the water from the
nozzle hit my sensitive spot."

"Do you have an orgasm that way?  Don't you have to think sexy thoughts as
well?"  I asked.

"Sure, and sure.  I think about guys I'd like to do it with and what we would do
when we do it."  She said.

"And that's all there is to it for you, don't you use any fingers?"  I asked.

"Sure fingers help too.  So what about you?"  She asked.

"Ah, um, well, I use my fingers and stroke it just so and I shoot out the goo,
and I'm done for awhile.  Then I don't get tempted or teased for a couple of
hours at least, that is if I took my time in the first place."

"Do it for me here, okay?"  Shauna asked.  "I'd like to see how you do it from
beginning to end."

"Shauna!  What are you asking?  I can't do that."  I protested.

"Can't or won't?"  She asked.

"That is a private thing.  I don't want to do it like a show in front of you."
I told her.

"What if I do it too?"  Shauna asked.

"Well, that's easier for you to say, you are less inhibited about your sexuality
than I am."  I pointed out.

"We're friends, right?"  She said, and I nodded.  "Friends help each other out,
right?"  I nodded.  "Well, I need your help to better understand a man's
response so I won't be so naïve when I'm older.  You're my friend; you're a man;
and you can help me out."  She said.

I felt a blush of pride for that "you're a man part."  "Shauna, jeez."

"Just pretend I'm not here, and do it.  Then I'll pretend you're not here and
I'll do it in the tub for you."  She said.

"Jeez Shauna.  Sometimes you can be so . . ."  I said, as I reluctantly pulled
down my pants and sat back on my bed.

"Okay, now what do you do?"  She asked.

"I have to give it some motion. With my fingers."  I explained.

"Like what?  Show me."  She said rather clinically.  I started to stroke and
shake the weasel, trying to get it to full staff, but the pressure to perform
was having an inhibiting effect on me.  "What's wrong?  Why won't it get hard?
I've never seen you have a problem getting it hard before."

"It's just that I'm not feeling very horny right now."  I explained.

"Well, what makes you horny when you want to do it?"  She challenged.

I thought for a moment.  I knew the answer, but I was stalling so I could find
an alternate response.  Finally, I had to tell her, otherwise she would have
stared me down.  "I look at magazines."

"Now we're getting somewhere.  Pull them out and do it."  She insisted.

I had never let anyone see my collection.  Terry helped herself to them, but
that was uninvited and certainly not wanted.  Now I was about to show them to a
friend, and a girl too.  "Don't look."  I said, in a lame effort to keep my
hiding place a secret.  I pulled out half of my stash and flipped through the
editions until I came across a reliable stiffener issue.

I started to stroke with my eyes closed and forget for a moment that Shauna was
watching me.  I got encouraged by my wiener's reaction and got it stiff.  Shauna
moved the chair to right next to the bed and picked up a magazine to look at
while I worked away.  She engrossed herself in the magazines, merely looking up
if I changed my cadence, moaned, or shifted my position.  When I started to bead
some sweat, she said,  "What happens if you stop in the middle?"

"Hunh?"  I said with a screwed up face.

"Like now, for instance.  Try stopping."  She said, then grabbed my wrist and
pulled my hand down to my side.  I was dripping precum and I looked desperately
at my twitching cock.  "Okay, what happens if you don't do it any more?"

"Hey, that's not fair.  First you get me to do it and then you don't want me to
finish.  A guy has got to finish.  It's too maddening not to."  I protested.

"Okay, I was just curious.  Go on, finish it off."  She said.

I came, but the timing was all off and I didn't feel like I drained the lizard
thoroughly.  It would have to do for now, because I wasn't about to put on a
long drawn out pathetic show of trying to work it up again and getting off
another time.  "Okay, Tootsie.  Your turn."  I demanded.

"Wait a second.  Let me look at these some more.  These are interesting.  Is
this all there is, or is there more?"  Shauna asked.

"Ah, don't look."  I said embarrassed, so I could tap the rest of my stash.

"Get real.  I know where you hide them now.  Just bring out the rest of them.  I
want to check them out."  She demanded.

So, I put the whole valuable collection on the bed, and watched as she poured
energetically through them, answering her questions about what she was looking
at.  It was quite an education for her, and it was fun to watch her curiosity
take different turns through the subject matter I had practically memorized.  It
made me feel kind of professorial.

Shauna turned and put her legs up on the bed, resting her heels on my leg.  "Do
you think my legs are as nice as hers?"  She asked holding up a picture of a
nude model in one of the magazines.

"Sure, Shauna, you've got nice legs."  I admitted.

She looked some more and put some magazines down with pages open as if to refer
to them later.  When she was done, she had two basic piles, those with normal
hairy pussies and those with shaved pussies.  "Why do you suppose so many grown
women shave their pussy hairs?"  She asked.  "I couldn't wait until I got some
hair to grow in there."

"Ah,"  I stalled as I looked at a couple of comparison samples, "looks better?
Looks neater, and sexier, more inviting, like you want to touch …"

"Okay, okay, I get the picture."  She said.  Then putting down the magazines a
second Shauna said, "So, what are we going to do about Fancy Breasts when she
gets home?"

"She's out there without the cage on.  No telling what's she's up to or when
she's getting back."  I said.  "But, I'll tell you one thing, this can't happen
again.  As soon as my dad leaves she is out slutting around.  We've got to put
the wraps on that practice."

"There are only two ways to stop a slut like her, take away the urge or prevent
her from doing it altogether."  Shauna summarized.  "We have a way to prevent
it, if we remember to use it.  Now, all we have to figure out is how to take
away her urge."

"We have to make her cum so many times that she does not want to do it again for
a while."  I said.

"How are we gonna do that?"  She asked.

"It's a job for 'Slut Busters.'"  I said, causing Shauna to laugh an excited
anticipatory laugh.  "Why don't we get the guys to come over and we'll have
another party, a 'Slut Buster' party."

"Okay, you call the guys, and I'll go through her things to make sure the only
things she has to wear are real slutty.  Do you have anywhere I can put the
other clothes?"  Shauna queried.

"I'll go find the old steamer trunk and see how much room it has."  I said.

I called all of our buddies while Shauna riffled through Terry's clothing.  I
finished before she did, so I went to the bedroom to join her.  There I found
her trying on Terry's things. "Oh," she said surprised, "you scared me." She
said holding a nightie up against her naked breasts.  The only other thing she
had on were a nude tinted pair of Terry's pantyhose.

"What are you doing?" I asked. "I thought you were sorting her clothes, not
wearing them."

"I, I was just seeing how slutty I could make her look." She said. "Now go away
until I'm done."

"No, I think I'd better help. Terry could come in on us at any time." I advised.

"Okay." Shauna said and put the nightie back in the drawer ignoring her nudity
as if I weren't even there.  "Here, take these away." She said handing me a huge
pile of clothes.

When I returned, she was bending over at the hips in a bottom drawer with her
pantyhosed ass sticking back at me, causing me mixed sensations and emotions,
she being my best friend and all. "Ah, don't you think it is time for you to
show me how you masturbate?" I reminded her.

"There is no time for that now, besides, what is there to see that you haven't
seen already." She reminded.

"Well …" I started to respond. "Guess what Ely said, he said that he was going
to bring something he was making that he had been working on ever since the
party we had at Jason's house."  I informed her.

"Oh yeah? What's that?" Shauna said surfacing momentarily from her mission.

"He didn't say exactly, only that we'd like it." I said. "A surprise I guess."

The phone rang and it was Ely again. "Sure, … un-hunh … now's fine. … Okay."  I
told him.

"What was that all about?" Shauna asked.

"That was Ely.  He is so excited by his project that he wants to bring it over
right now, so I said sure."

"I'd better hurry and finish up here then." Shauna said.

I waited in the driveway for Ely.  Within a few minutes he was coming down the
sidewalk pulling a wooden contraption atop a red wagon being helped by Jason.
"Holy shit, Ely, what the hell is that?"

"That my friend is a 'stock' for your stepmother when she deserves it." Ely
announced with a grin.

"Don't call her my 'mother', okay?" I warned him annoyed. "Geez Man, this is
great.  Let's unload it in the garage."

"So, do you think you'll have any use for this, like at your 'Slut Buster
Party?'"  Ely said with a rye smile.

"What's the racket?"  Shauna asked as she approached the garage.

"Look what Ely and Jason brought." I said.

"Ely made it." Jason corrected.

"What do you do with it?" Shauna asked.

"You can lock people in various positions to punish them, just like in the old
days." Ely explained.

"Let me see." Shauna asked.

"Well if you want to try one of the positions, you can lay your head here, and
your hands here and here." Ely instructed.

"Like this?" Shauna clarified.

"That's it.  Now I drop this over you and lock it and there you have it, the
subject is ready for punishment." Ely said.

"God Ely, don't you ever do anything for regular fun?" Shauna disbursed. "Okay,
you can get me out now." Shauna announced.

"Okay. Wha …?" Ely said while looking in his pockets. "I'll be right back, I
must have left the key at home."

"Ely! You …!" Shauna said frustrated. "Ely! Hurry!" She shouted after him.

Shauna was in a bent over position at the waist.  She had just slipped on her
shorts and a loose tee shirt to hurry out to see what was up.  All the boys had
to do was to bend over and see her breasts hanging vulnerably, or to examine the
stretch of her shorts across her rear to see the hills and valley's of her sex
between her legs.  I had a notion to tease her, but the red-faced Jason seemed
to have other ideas.  He crouched to her side from behind and used an index
finger to pull the tee shirt hem aside a bit to gaze on her breasts more
clearly.

"Hey! What are you doing!?" Shauna screamed.

"Com'on Jason give her a break." I said convincingly, while at the same time, I
started to tickle her under her arms. "It's not fair to take advantage of a
friend at times like this."

Shauna stated to kick, squeal, and evade my fingers, as my teasing proved to be
maddening for her.  Jason was more fascinated by the giggle of her breasts that
were coming into display by her tee shirt rising from her wriggling. "Stop it!
Stop it!" She yelled between fits of laughter. Then I stopped, realizing she
would try to get me back in spades later, but not before her breasts were all
but completely exposed.

Jason was in a trance looking at them.  "Geez, Jason. Take a picture, it lasts
longer."  I chided, and then pulled her top back down.

"Okay." He said and turned to leave.

"No Jason, come back. I was just kidding." I said. "Just go see what's keeping
Ely."

"So, here we are."  I said starting small talk with Shauna, while walking around
the contraption. "Well, we're no longer in a hurry, because we can't do anything
about anything, so how about that masturbation demonstration you owe me?"

"Well, Genius, my hands are kinda tied up." Shauna said sarcastically.

"That's okay," I replied, "I'll be your hands. Just tell me if I'm doing this
right." I said, and started to graze my fingers along her pussy lips before she
could say anything about it.

"Hey, stop that!" She scolded. She never liked being out of a controlling
position.  

"Aren't I doing this right?" I said with a smile she couldn't see.  I was going
to get even for her tricking me into masturbating in front of her earlier, so it
would have to take some pretty strong figuring on her part to get me to stop at
that moment.  "Maybe it needs to be done on bare flesh like you had me do to
myself." I said then undid her shorts and pulled them to her knees.

"You'd better stop that right now if you know what's good for you!" She said as
emphatically as she could muster.

"Stop this? Or this?" I said going from her pussy lips in general to her
clitoris specifically.

"Oh god, no. Stop that this instan … Oh god what are you doing to me …" She said
starting to get turned on by what I was doing. 

"I think I hear Ely and Jason coming back." I said teasingly. "Maybe I should
put your pants back up."

"Eeee … no. Don't stop!  Oooo eeeee." She squealed with scrunched up face as I
crouched to get better leverage and more speed happening.

Then shortly after I heard voices for real.  "They're really coming now."  I
said, stopping the ministrations and pulling her shorts back into place with
Shauna pleading for me to finish her off. "Hi guys. Find the key?"

"Boy, I really thought I was gonna to catch it from you Shauna." Ely confessed.
"I couldn't find it anywhere, but I finally did."

"Yeah, it was under something that I just happened to move." Jason bragged.

"So here you go? …" Ely said while unlocking the stockade. "Why are you
sweating?" he said looking at the red-faced Shauna breathing heavily trying to
calm herself down to normal.

"I was just tickling her fancy." I said, which seemed to satisfy Jason, but
still had Ely looking at the two of us funny as Shauna swung a back fist around
to hit me on the upper arm. "Ouch!" That hurt.

"Let's get this down to the basement."  I directed.

"What else does it do?" Shauna asked as she watched the three of us stooges
trying to work it around doors and down the stairs.

I could tell she was still turned on as I spied her trying to pull the moist
crotch of her shorts away from her pussy without being noticed.

"Oh, all sorts of things." Ely beamed. "You want to try something else while I
have the key?"

"No." She said. "But, I know someone else I'd like to see try it." She said
looking directly at me.

"We'll save it for Fancy Pants." I said avoiding retribution.  "So, why don't go
guys come over early, like let's say 7:00.  Slutburger wouldn't dare stay out
all night, so we'll have a party as soon as she walks in."

"Works for me." Ely said.

"Me too." Jason said.

"This thing is cool, Ely. Thanks.  See you all later." I said as they went out.

"Now you're gonna get it." Shauna said looking at me like predator to prey.  She
grabbed me before I had the wits about me to run and started to tickle me to the
ground.  She sat on my right leg and tickled my sides.  In retrospect, she was
enjoying the bucking I was doing to get her off of me, as my upper thigh pushed
up and rubbed along her crotch area in reaction to her rib tickling me.  Her
tickling began to subside, but kept it up just enough to keep me moving as she
snaked her legs around my leg in a anaconda death grip.  While she was securely
attached to my leg, she could no longer support herself upright and kept trying
to tickle me under my arms and neck to keep me moving my leg.

Eventually, she couldn't keep up the ruse any longer and collapsed her head on
my shoulder while I replaced my leg with my fingers and continued to rub her
crotch area until she whimpered and stiffened with relief.

She rolled over to my side onto her back and basked in the aftermath of her
climax as I looked up at the ceiling feeling rather pleased with myself at
resolving the issues standing between us in such an amicable way.

We lay there without saying a word until we heard the door open and then close
upstairs.  We sat up and looked at each other while the excitement rose in each
of us like a geyser.  "Let's go." I whispered loudly, grabbing her hand as we
ascended the stairs.

Terry eventually saw us in the kitchen and tried to walk past us with haughty
indifference. "Ah-hem. Where have you been all day?" I asked her with as much
authority as I could muster.

"None of your damn business." She said attempting to ward off my exercise of
power.

"Oh, it's my business all right and you know darn well it is."  I assured her.
"No sooner than you drop my dad off at the airport, you're off putting all the
horn dogs to bed in your own special way."

"You can't prove that." Terry rebutted.

"Oh, I think I can."  I said confidently.  I took the packages she was carrying
and put them on a chair in the kitchen, stood behind her, and bent her over the
table by pushing on the back of her neck.  Shauna grabbed her hands and held
them so she'd remain stretched across the tabletop.  I lifted her skirt only to
find that she wasn't even wearing her panties. "You slut.  Where are your
panties." I demanded.

"Screw you." She said back.

I grew angry and went searching for them in her purse.  Sure enough, there they
were and soiled with cum, hers or someone else's.  It didn't matter.  I was
outraged.  I whisked out my belt, took her two wrists from Shauna, and pulled
her body up and diagonal across the table.  Then I tied her wrists together and,
with her arms outstretched and feet off the floor, I tied her wrists to the
corner leg.  The opposite corner thrust through her upper legs spreading them
and her toes could only just touch if she stretched to her limit. 

She tested my knot and squirmed.  "Untie me this instant you brats!" She
demanded.

"Not on your life, Slut Butt." Shauna retorted with pleasure.

I was so mad that I didn't even want to engage the woman in conversation so I
shoved her cum soaked panties into her mouth.  She spit it out exclaiming I'd be
sorry for this, so I searched for some scissors and cut her blouse off.  Then I
cut her bra off and used it to secure the panties in her mouth as a gag. "There,
you can contemplate what you have done for awhile." I said as I thought out our
next move.

Shauna pulled up a chair right in front of Terry's exposed pussy and took her
finger and moved it back and forth across Terry's pussy lips to annoy her.
Terry started to kick back at her, as there was no love lost between the two of
them.  So, coming to Shauna's rescue, I took a broom handle, tore up Terry's
blouse into strands, and used them to tie her ankles to the handle.   With the
broom handle being on the inside of the table leg, this arrangement allowed her
to jackknife her legs, like when Shauna tickled her feet, but substantially
prevented her from kicking straight back.

As Shauna worked at annoying Terry I took the tub of margarine and greased up
her tits so they'd be squishy on the tabletop.  Then I greased up a carrot and
worked it up her ass.  Finally, I took a cucumber and lodged it in her fuck
hole, and sat back in a chair to calm down. When Shauna tired of pestering Terry
we went upstairs to huddle.  

"She is obsessed."  I observed frustrated. "She has someone or some people
waiting on the side.  You can't just drop someone off at the airport and end up
in bed with someone else without having things arranged in advance." I surmised.

"Maybe she is just a 'Hooker' outright."  Shauna posed.

"Well if she is, it isn't for the money, because my dad gives her anything she
asks for." I clarified.

"Maybe she is planning something else with it.  I don't know, but this is
nymphomania at least." Shauna offered.

"Well, she'll get all she can handle tonight, but what do we do about the next
day, and the next?"


Chapter 12

Shauna and I went back downstairs with the intention of reading Terry the "riot

act".  When she saw us, she struggled angrily as if to say that she'd "get us

back."  Shauna sat down at the table to Terry's left side and fished a hand

under her greased up tits to find a nipple to tease, while I decided to see what

Terry had bought with my dad's credit cards. 

Terry was obviously very annoyed at Shauna's ministrations, which varied from

sensual pinching to painful nipple twisting.  I pulled out an expensive looking

dress that looked too slutty to be eveningwear, but too riche to be casual.

"So," I said holding it up against my body to show Shauna, "where did you plan

to wear this?  I bet my dad would never be seeing you in this. Right?"

Terry tried to respond angrily, but the cum soaked panties in her mouth

prevented her answer from being understood.  "Do we keep it on the wear list or

the trash?"  I asked Shauna.

"'Wear list' I guess, but only when we say."  Shauna decided.

"Done." I said and went fishing in another box, the one with a handle making it

a cardboard suitcase.  "Okay! Okay! What do we have going on here?" I said

dramatically as I saw what was inside.

Shauna jumped up to see what I was looking at.  "What is that stuff?" Shauna

asked.

"Now, I Know these weren't meant to be used with my dad.  He's way too straight

for these kinds of things." I accused, while holding up items from an array of

leather and vinyl gear. "What were you planning to do with this stuff?" I asked

while moving the carrot in her rear and the cucumber in her twat around at the

same time.  All she could do was moan.  "Okay.  Here's the deal.  This stuff now

belongs to Shauna and me." Shauna smiled proudly. "Shauna, here, slice these

up."  I said passing her the vegetables from Terry's cavities. "These will be

Slut Butt's dinner salad tonight." I said rounding up the goods.

Then I untied Terry's ankles, and she tried to kick me.  I responded with one

swift and effective swat on her rear. "Okay, I'm letting you up now to take a

shower.  I want you cleaned up for the party tonight, and pay particular

attention to that five o'clock shadow developing between your legs." I

instructed as I removed her gag.

"I've had enough of you two.  I'm going out tonight."  Terry said defiantly.

"I don't think that is ever going to be the case, at least not while you're

married to my dad." I warned her. Then I let her hands free.  When she stood up

and was rubbing her wrists, I noted that her skirt was too long for our

purposes, and went behind her, unzipped it and let it fall to the floor.  "Now

get your slutty ass upstairs and into the shower, or I'll shower you myself."  I

ordered still intensely angry.

While Terry was going upstairs, we looked at the rest of her fetish purchases

until we heard a strange sound coming from her purse.  I opened it to find that

she had recently acquired a cell phone for herself.  I passed it to Shauna for

her to answer it as Terry.

"Hello." She said as seductively as she understood to be.  "Yes." She said

raising her eyebrows, biting down on sucked in lips to prevent a giggle.

"Okay."  She said and closed the phone.

"What?" I quizzed wanting to know what she was all excited about.

"It was one of her clients or something."  She said all animated. "He asked if

she got the stuff he asked her to get and I said 'Yes' for her."

"Okay." I said realizing there was more to come.

"And, he wanted me to remember to meet him tomorrow at the Southridge Mall at

11:30 wearing the black number."  She said.

"Cool.  We get to see what Slut Cakes is up to."  I said.  "Let me see that some

more."  I played around with the phone and saw that it showed the last ten

numbers called and received.  We wrote them down and put the phone back in her

purse.

We were walking back upstairs when we heard her yell. "Hey you brats, what the

hell happened to my clothes?"

We looked at each other, laughed at our inside joke, and jogged up to the

bedroom.  Terry was standing legs apart and arms akimbo, until she saw us enter,

then tried to cover her nudity with her hands and arms.  Feeling at a

disadvantage, she spoke more agreeably, "Ah, what did you kids do with my

things?  I need to get dressed now."

"Oh, you've got plenty of things to wear, right Shauna?"

"Sure, just take your pick." Shauna suggested.

"I can't … these are just under things mostly, where did you put my clothes.

Please.  Tell me." Terry pleaded.

"From now on you wear what we say, how we say, and when we say, as long as you

live under this roof with my father."  I said laying down the law.

"You can't be serious.  What would your father say?"

"Oh, I think he will be pleased with the change.  At least that is, it's for you

to convince him you are doing it for his benefit, because you love him so much,

and want to turn him on."  I explained dramatically smooching an imaginary

person, and then with more conviction,  "Otherwise, he learns the truth about

you and your history.  Get it?"  She looked down submissively.  "From now on,

your sexual energies are to be directed toward my father exclusively, or when I

need, when we need it," I corrected, putting a smile on Shauna's face, "So get

used to it.  Tonight you can wear what Shauna picks out for you and you can help

out at our party."

"What party? Who said you could ha …" She started to ask, when my look cut her

off.

"You don't seem to get it do you." I explained.  "You are not the boss of me,

Shauna here, or any of my friends." I paused for emphasis but before she could

argue, "My dad unwittingly made you my stepmother, but damn it, you don't

deserve him and you don't rule over me.  I already had a mother; she was the

best; and you're just a sexy slut that has fooled my father into thinking he's

loved by you.  All you want is access to his money and all that time alone he

affords you to do what you want with anyone you care to do it with.  Well, I can

see right through it, and I'll let my father see it too if you don't cooperate."

She looked off to the side in thought. "You'll do what I say and when I say it.

You got it?" I said in my sternest voice.

Terry nodded and swallowed an emerging laugh intended at my expense, so as not

to bring on my wrath.  "Okay Little Man.  What am I supposed to do?"

I was steaming by this point.  I hated that she could get to me, and I hated to

be so emotional, so I just left her with Shauna and went back downstairs to find

that Ely had come by early.

"What's wrong?"  He asked me.

"Nothing.  Just that piece of ass my father brought home is such a bitch." I

explained.

"I think she's hot." Ely offered.

"That's the point of tonight, my friend." I encouraged.  "Look what we found in

her purse."

"Yeah, a cell phone, so what?" Ely replied.

"Yeah, a brand New cell phone with ten new numbers called already, all local and

none to my dad, that's what." I pointed out. "I'd sure like to know who they

are."

"No problem, Man." Ely said with a knowing smile. "All you do is call the

library, ask for 'telephone reference' and give the reference clerk the number

to look up in a reverse directory."

"Really?  Geez Ely, where do you come by all this stuff?"  I said excited.  Ely

just smiled proudly.

"I'm gonna check the apparatus."  Ely stated.

"Okay, I'll be with you shortly."  I said, checked the soda situation, and

started to pull out snacks.

When I was satisfied with the fixings, I went back upstairs.  As I passed

Terry's room, I saw her sitting on the edge of the bed, her forearms on her

thighs looking past her fiddling fingers into the space beyond the floor.  I

left her to fret and went on to find Shauna.  When I entered my room, Shauna was

startled and quickly tried to hide my magazines like a kid trying to put a

cookie back into the jar when caught.  When she saw it was only I, she relaxed,

although blushing noticeably.

"When are you gonna take that bath for me?"  I ribbed, referring to a promise

she made to show me how she masturbated with the water filling a bathtub.

"Oh come on, you don't need to see that anymore."  She said.  "Look.  A lot of

these things are in your magazines."

I looked at the magazines she had open to see the fetish-wear that Terry had

bought on the pages of the zines.  "Yeah.  Cool." I acknowledged.  "Ely's here.

When are you coming down?"

"Oh, in a few minutes."  She said while poring over the magazines.

I went back to Terry's room and told her to be downstairs within ten minutes.

Jason and his older brother Jeremy were already in the kitchen eating away at

the snacks when I got there, and Steve and Russ were coming up the steps.  "Hey

guys the cucumbers and carrots …" I tried to warn, but was too late, "Okay then

…"

As we talked, joked and generally got each other up for our impending sexual

fulfillment, Terry entered the room in the shimmering black dress, which was

nothing more than a very short full slip with thin spaghetti straps. Covering

her legs were smoked seamless pantyhose ending in black high-heeled pumps.

"Hi mOm." I said lyrically with heavy sarcasm. "Fix us some hot dogs or

something and bring them downstairs for the party."

Terry ignored me and smiled at Jeremy seductively, like the slut she really was.

The guys were getting hot with the sound of her heels clicking on the floor, the

smell of her shampoo as she brushed her body up against them in the crowded

space, and with them trying to remember what her sexy body looked like as it

moved under the flimsy garment. "Com'on guys." I directed when they just stood

and watched lustfully as Terry opened the fridge and bent down to see what was

inside.

Finally, I nearly had to physically pull them to go with me downstairs to join

Ely.  We talked about what we were going to do when Terry came down.  I went up

to check on her, to make sure she hadn't bolted on us.  After all, she was

unbridled so to speak, as she didn't have on the chastity panties.  I was glad

that she was boiling hot dogs per my request.  The buns lay on a serving platter

and a bottle of ketchup was ready to go.  I watched as she used tongs to put the

wieners into the buns and followed her downstairs thinking that I might halfway

like her for more than just her body if she weren't such a conniving slutty

bitch.

She walked into the middle of the circle formed by my friends and turned around

until they we were all served.  Spontaneously, and without communication between

us, we all sat down around her in a circle and looked up at Terry holding the

platter while we ate.  This caught her off guard, as we were all looking up her

legs and at the underside of her proud breasts.  Then Ely's contraption caught

her eye.

"Ah, what's that?"  She asked anyone who'd answer, worried at what might be the

response.

"Exercise equipment." I replied definitively, trying not to steer Terry to Ely

stifling a laugh. "We want a floorshow with our dinner." I went on. "Slowly take

off the dress."

"Yeah, do a little dance." Josh said smiling.

Terry had been through this before with me and didn't want to fight, besides,

she was an exhibitionist at heart, so she slithered her body to imaginary music

for a while before pulling her dress up her hips to show us the pantyhose.  We

were finished with the wieners and just watched rapt as she teased us with peeks

of her breasts while she turned slowly in place.  Then she stopped abruptly.  "I

need a drink."

"No, I think I'd like you aware of everything tonight."  I responded.  "Get back

to it."

She started up again, but with a pissed off attitude this time.  Then Jeremy

piped up, "I need a drink."

"Okay, go help yourself." I said, because he was old enough, I thought.

Terry watched him leave the room with a glare and just took off the dress over

her head in a huff.

"Okay, so cooperation is not the order of the night, Ely help me with this." I

said,  "I want her strung up for awhile."

Ely helped me by securing her wrists while I got a hammer, nails, and a long

wire brush.  "Bring her here." I asked him, referring to a support post where I

eyeballed the proper height for the wire brush.  I pounded in two nails through

the handle into the post so that the prickly brush bristles would be facing up

as the brush jut out from the post.  With Ely's help, I made her straddle the

bristles placed at a nasty height that caused her to stay on the balls of her

feet to keep from being stung from their bite through the hose.  Without her

heels on, her claves would get very sore in short order.  To keep her in place,

we pulled her wrists up over her head with a rope, leaving her helpless and

somewhat panicked at what I might think of next.

I was sick of her flirting ways, so I got her blindfolded, gagged, and waiting

anxiously for our next move.  "Okay guys.  Anybody who wants a piece of the

action needs to get their pants off."  I directed. My friends were more or less

excited and reluctant to oblige.  It meant revealing their stiff and semi stiff

cocks with varying degrees of pubic hair to one another.  Jeremy was "king cock"

of course and we were all in more or less of a semi-hard state of arousal mixed

with embarrassment.  At a momentary loss for what to do next, Shauna happened to

finally come down to join us.  She had on Terry's new high-heeled boots, which

were a size or so too big for her.  Although she was not accustomed to walking

in them, they did give her an air of confidence different than her casual

confidence she usually displayed around us.  She walked up to Terry and examined

our handiwork and giggled at the predicament we had her in.  She grazed the back

of her fingers down Terry's up stretched arm, along her armpits and under her

left breast like a tease.  Then her eyes made contact directly with Jeremy

staring at her.

"Shauna, you're getting pretty foxy these days.  Let's see some skin."  Jeremy

remarked.  The others looked on in fear of how Shauna might react to Jeremy's

forward request.  She could hold her own with most of them.

Shauna looked at Jeremy intently, creating a pregnant pause before responding.

We didn't know if her reaction would be indignant or otherwise.  Then there was

a collective mood of relief when she relaxed her stance and said

matter-of-factly said, "Okay."

Off came her shirt.  You could hear a collective inhale when a leather bra with

her nipples exposed came into view.  "All right!"  Jeremy said emphatically,

smiling big.  Shauna smiled back appreciatively, and seductively for her, then

slipped off her shorts to reveal leather bikini briefs with the crotch cut out.

Then I knew one of the reason's she had taken so long when I saw her nether lips

showing as smooth as a baby's bottom.  After that moment I could only look at

Shauna in a new way, which made me feel particularly embarrassed.

She looked at our cocks and balls with new interest as much as we were

responding to her budding sexuality and teasing demeanor with increasing

excitement.  She seemed to smile, as she noticed our cocks twitching more erect

by the second.  The attention seemed to intoxicate her.  She walked with

exaggerated hip movement around Terry tracing her index finger along Terry's

upper torso.  She stopped next to her and took a momentary inventory of the

state of our cocks, and then reached up to pinch her nipples to further tease

us. Although there was little, if any, eye contact, Shauna could tell we were

trying to swallow despite our dry mouths. Subconsciously, some of us started to

pad in place causing our cocks to bob and weave.

Encouraged by the reaction she knew she had caused in our erections, Shauna

unfastened the leather bra, to our amazement, stood next to Terry by the post,

intertwined her arms straight up over her head in a seductive pose and asked,

"Who's are better, hers or mine?"

Our cocks were all at maximum attention, pointing their pink helmets straight up

at her.  "You and Definitely you" soon followed the "Ah's" and "Um's", as we

each were so appreciative and turned on by her spontaneity.  In fact, you could

say she was a young, more boyish version of Terry standing next to her topless

as they were.

"Well now, I think we are all ready for a game, don't you?" I said trying to

keep it from getting more awkward.

"Like what, Man?" Jeremy challenged.

"Like … Like … Like, pin her tail with our donkeys." I said proud to have

thought of something with such short notice.

"Okay, how does it work?"  Jeremy asked.

I stated the made up rules and reworked them as the logistics unfolded while Ely

and Josh took down the still blindfolded and gagged Terry and moved her over to

Ely's apparatus to be secured in one of the many possible positions.  She was

bent over a bar with her wrists secured down and out in front of her with a bar

bending her knees forward and another bar holding her ankles back and apart.

The position presented her rear end as a perfect target for our contest.  Shauna

pinched some material away from her asshole while I cut it with some scissors

creating a bull's-eye at her round anal sphincter.

With Terry ready, the cocks were 80% and falling due to the delay and business

of setting things up.  We each gave ourselves quick feels as nonchalantly as

possible to be at the ready for our turns.  Shauna was growing downright giddy

surrounded by the excited penises in our hands and took on the role of

blindfolder.  I helped her with the spinning of our friends around.  When the

first one, Russ was blindfolded, spun sufficiently, and facing his target,

Shauna put her hand on his donkey and gave it a friendly squeeze, whispering in

his ear, "Good luck."

This made Russ dizzier than just the spinning, as he staggered toward Terry with

his curved up cock, his back hunched forward, his arms outstretched and his legs

kind of bowlegged.  "No using your hands." I warned.  He put his hands together

behind his back and kind of duck waddled forward using his wagging cock as a

divining rod.  He approached Terry from the side and grazed her hip.  He pulled

back reflexively from the feel of his cockhead grazing the material of her

pantyhose.  He tried a second approach and his curved up cock grazed up on top

of her rear.  He shuddered throughout his shoulders and head, and tried once

again, only to have his cock graze down along her pussy.  He grunted with

frustration and I pulled him away reminding him, "Just three tries until it's

your turn again."  He pulled off the blindfold and looked back with a pained

expression at the target he was so close to hitting.

"How about me?  I made the thing." Ely chimed in before I could decide who would

be next.  Ely was the shortest of the group and I figured he'd need to tiptoe

with his docking approach.  I started spinning him the instant Shauna had

finished with the blindfold.  In so doing, his arms brushed up against her

breasts as he turned.  She smiled like she enjoyed it and he was so dizzy he

almost fell over sideways when she stroked his wiener a few times for good luck.

Ely started his thrust on tiptoes, but as he went forward, he'd come down

sliding along her pussy lips and ended up stimulating Terry more than anything

else.  With his blindfold off, he contemplated how he could be more successful

next time.

As each one of us tried our luck, Shauna molested our organs longer and more

daringly, for luck of course. It was cool though; it gave us stiffer spears.

Steven had the unusual sensation of making the hole in the pantyhose, but whose

cock was directed down along Terry's pussy lips inside the fabric.  He was so

confused by it, that he pushed and pulled several times before he managed to get

it back out.  I noticed his cock glistening on top.  Terry the bitch was really

hot.

Jeremy got the bull's-eye once, but without lubrication, could do nothing with

it, and reflexively backed away to try again.  The next time he was not as

successful because now Terry was moving within the limited manner available to

her to divert and deflect our spears from her target.  When we'd miss, sliding

down her pussy, she'd hump us all she could.

Everyone but Steven got two turns at it.  With precum on most of our dicks and

frustration up to over our heads, he said, "Just let me do it without the

blindfold this time."

It was that time. It was time to ream that bitch good, so I ran upstairs to get

some salad oil.  When I got back down, Steven was grunting red-faced poking at

her tight sphincter.  "Here Big Fella." I said, and dripped a couple of drops

down her crack.  No sense in making it any easier for her than was absolutely

necessary.  It was just what he needed to get his corona past her tight rubbery

ring, but not enough for a smooth sawing motion.  Eventually, I had to suspend

my delight at hearing her whine and have pity on my buddy and lube the piston

like a steam locomotive engineer at a pit stop.

They each got to finish their frustrations in her ass.  I got requests from two

of them to try the other passage, but that one was for my dad and I to use.

Each one was pretty much spent when they were through with their third turn.

They got dressed in turn and meandered off.  Ely was among the last to leave.

"Hey Man, this thing can do a lot more."  Ely advised me.

"Cool Man, let's plan on doing it again."  I said seeing him off while I was

still naked from the waist down, my dick at half-mast, and Shauna at my side

with her leather bra back on.

"Now it's my turn." I told Shauna, as I eagerly rubbed my hands together.

"Don't forget about me."  She said.

"Oh sure.  No problem."  I said and hurried back downstairs.  Shauna didn't

follow me right then, and I didn't think much of it, because I had a mission to

take care of.  When I got back to Terry, her anus was opening and closing and

oozing out my friends' cum down inside her pantyhose onto her cunt where I

wanted to be.  I undid her legs from the bars, pulled down her pantyhose and

grabbed some dirty laundry to wipe her up with.  Then I checked for how

lubricated she was with a couple of my fingers.  That seemed to perk her up.

I'd seen enough of Ely's contraption to figure out how to put her head and hands

in the stock and have her kneeling legs apart with her knees up under her

breasts.  She could raise her hips up a bit to avoid my teasing fingers, but it

made the stock pinch and pull on her neck.

I was rubbing my frustrated, precum weeping cock back to life when I heard

Shauna say from behind me.  "Want me to help you with that for good luck?"  I

turned and saw that she had reappeared wearing a huge strap on dildo.

"Ah, no."  I said, still uneasy with the new sexual plateau Shauna had reached

that night.  "Where did you get that?"

"It is Slut Buns'." She said.  "It's cool.  Watch this."  She reached behind her

and flipped some switch to cause the unit to vibrate.  "Ooooooaaaahhhh." She

verbalized to see if the vibrations were picking up in her voice as they rose up

from her body, and then turned it off before she went so far, she couldn't.

"Looks like fun."  I said.

"You know it.  Part of it goes back down here," referring to her pussy, "where

it counts, so I can be giving and getting at the same time."  She noticed me

staring at her erect nipples poking through the leather top.  "Do you think I'm

sexy?"

"Yeah Shauna, of course."  I said politely.

"As sexy as those women in your magazines?"

"Let me see."  I said in mock contemplation.  "You're wearing too much for me to

compare."  I said to get off the hook.

"Okay." She said and proceeded to take off all of the clothes except the

high-heeled boots. "And now?" Standing legs apart, arms akimbo.

"Gosh Shauna, you look great."  I said sincerely now.  She did look great.  "You

shaved your pussy.  That's hot. Your breasts, well your whole body is really

growing out nicely."

"Nicely?"

"Okay, you're getting to be very sexy. Really." I declared.

"That's better."  She said.  "So now I should be able to get you hard like she

does, right?"

I could feel myself going down.  "Ah, right."  I said. 

"Why is it going down now?"

"Ah, um, it's like your forcing me to get hard instead of just inviting me."

Not knowing what else to say.

"Okay, come here Big Boy.  I'll give you special treatment for 'luck.'"

I approached her and looked down as she wrapped her hand loosely around my dick

and put her other hand on my shoulder.  When she didn't move it, I moved forward

into it a little, then back a little.  I felt it pulse with blood rushing to

fill it and general excitement rising overwhelmingly fast in my system, as I

started to pump and pump and pump my cock in and out of her curled up fingers I

eventually opened my eyes looking shocked and dazed into hers and shot my pent

up load all over her naked belly. 

She smiled down my guilt and moments later broke the discomfort I was feeling by

declaring.  "Okay, then.  It's Wonder Cock on the job."  Said as she strapped

the cock back on.  "This is a job for 'Slut Busters.'"  She said like a slogan.

As she stood behind Terry, Terry tried to look around but was unable to.  Terry

whined panic into her gag as Shauna positioned the cock's head at her rear

entrance and not where Terry had hoped it would go, in her cunt.  Terry was

lubed and stretched enough that Shauna was able to get the monster in, but not

enough that it eased any pain.  Shauna hummed some tune to herself as she slowly

pumped the veined monster slowly in and slowly out of Terry's overly used hole.

She'd pause every once in a while in her trance like state to slap a rear cheek

or two with her palms.  Then when she seemed to decide that she wanted some for

herself, she flipped on the battery pack and rode Terry's rear entrance like

there was no tomorrow.

Terry's whines of pain momentarily turned to a glimmer of expectation that she

might be able to get off despite the discomfort the monster was giving her.

Shauna came as if in her own world oblivious to me as her audience and certainly

Terry as the vehicle for the pleasure.  She finally couldn't take it any more

and while supporting herself on Terry's back with her hands, hummed loudly to

get my attention, took her hand behind her head, and pointed down her back at

the switch.

I rushed to her rescue and turned off the battery pack.  She just arched her

back with her eyes closed, jutting out her nubile breasts, breathing the air

from the upper part of the room, while calming her body. She looked like she

might still be feeling phantom vibrations as she jockeyed her crotch over the

strap on extension touching her twat.

Terry was franticly screaming into her gag to get our attention.  Either

Shauna's now slow and deliberate movements were driving Terry mad with lust or

continuing to cause her pain as they moved the monster phallus around in her

lower guts.  When Shauna finally pulled out, Terry moaned crazy-like, as if she

wanted relief from sexual tension more than ever in her life, or that she

couldn't believe it wasn't still impaling her.

Shauna was satisfied. I was happy for her, weirded out for myself, but happy at

fulfilling my need for revenge on Terry.  Terry?  I can only guess, because we

undid her bounds, went to take her keys, and left her with her stuff.

Shauna sat snuggled up against me for the first time as we fell asleep watching

TV.
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